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ACTI SCENT.MC. 
Enter Tom Lurcher, and Jack Wild-brain. FR 


LURCHER. 
"A ACK. | 
Ha Wild. What Wind brought thee hither? 
ln what hollow Tree, or rotten Wall 
=== Haſt thou been like a Swallowall this Win- 
Where haſt thou been, Man? (ter? 7 
Tur. Following the Plow. -..- 1M 
Wild. What Plow ? Thou haſt no Land, . | 
Stealing is thy own Purchaſe. 10 ö 
Lur. The beſt Inheritance. | 5 
Mild. Not in my Opinion, ä 
Thou hadſt five hundred Pound a Year, 
Lr. Tis gone, e 
Prithee no more on't, have I not told thee, 
And oftentimes, Nature made all Men equal, 
Her diſtribution to each Child alike; ; 
Vol. VI. Az Till 
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Till Labour came and thruſt a new Will in, 
Which 1 allow not; till Men won a Privilege 
But that they call Endeavour, which indeed 

Is nothing but a lawful Couſenage, 

An allow'd. way to cheat; why ſhould my Neighbour, 
That hath no more Soul than his Horſe-kceper, 
Nor bounteous faculties above a Broom- man, 
Have fourty thouſand Pounds, and J four Groats ; 
Why ſhould he keep it? | 

Wild. Thy old Opinion ſtill. 

Lur. Why ſhould that Scrivener, | 
That ne'cr writ Reaſon in his Life, nor any thing 
That Time ever glory'd in, that never knew 
How to keep any Courteſie conceal'd, 

But Mverint uni verſi mult proclaim it, 
Purchaſe perpetually, and I a Raſcal ? 
Conſider this, why ſhould that mouldy Cobler 
Marry his Daughter to a wealthy Merchant, 
And give five thouſand Pounds ? Is this good Juſtice ? 
Becauſe he has a tougher Conſtitution, 
Can feed upon old Songs, and fave his Mony, 

N n Therefore mult I go beg? 

Mild. What's this to thee ? 
Thou canſt not mend, if thou be'ſt determin'd 
To rob all like a Tyrant, yet take heed 
A keener Juſtice do not overtake thee, 

x And catch you in a Nooſe. 

. Lur. I am no Wood- cock, 
N He that ſhall ſit down frighted with that foolery 
Is not worth Pity, let me alone to ſhuffle, | 
„ Thou art for Wenching. 
. Wild. For Beauty I, a ſaſe Courſe, 
No halter hangs in the way, I defie it. 

Lur. But a worſe Fate, a wilful Poverty, 

For where thou gain'ſt by one that indeed loves thee, 
A thouſand wilkdrawiftgm thee, tis thy Deſtiny; 
One is a kind of weeping Croſs, Fack, 

A gentle Purgatory, de not fling at all, 

You'll pay the Box ſo often, till you periſh, 


— — 


Wild. 
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Wild. Take no you no care for that, Sir, tis my Plea- 


1 will imploy my Wits a great deal faſter X ſure, 


Than you ſhall do your Fingers; and my Loves 
If I miſtake not, ſhall prove riper Harveſt 
And handſomer, and come within leſs Danger. 
Where's thy young Sitter ? | 
Lur, I know not where ſhe is,ſhe is not worth caring for. 
She has no Wit. 
Oh you'd be nibling with her, : 
She's far enough I hope, I know not where, 


She's not worth caring for, a ſullen thing, 


She wou'd not take my Counſel, Fack, 
And fo I parted from her. 
Wild. Leave her to her Wants ? 
Lur. ] gave her a little Mony, what I could ſpare, 
She had a Mind to th. Country, the is turn'd, 
By this, ſome Farrier's dairy Maid, I may meet her 
Riding from Market one Day, twixt her Dorſers, 
If Ido, by this Hand I wo' not ſpare 
Her Butter Pence. 
Wild. Thou wilt not rob thy Siſter. 
Lir. She ſhall account me for her Eggs and Cheeſes. 
Wild. A pretty Girl; did not old 4lgripe love her? 
A very pretty Girl-ſhe was. 
Lur. Some ſuch thing, 
But he was too wife to faſten; let her paſs. 
Wild. Then where's thy Miſtreſs? | 
Lur. Where you ſha' not find her, | 
Nor know what Stuff ſhe is made on, no WS Sir, 
I chooſe her not for your uſe. 
Wild. Sure ſhe is handſome. _ _.: - (all one. 


Lur. Yes indeed is ſhe, ſhe is very handſome, but thay: Y 


Wild. You'll come to th nn 

Lur. Is it to Day? 

Wild. Now, now, they are cond From Church now. 

Lur. Any great Preparation 

Does Juſtice Algripe ſhew his KEI .* 

Hild. Very glorious, and glorious People there. 

Lur. h may meet with him yet Ser 1 die, as n 
Fe - is. 


23 ile, | 


4 
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Wild, You may do good Tom, at the Carriage, 
We have Plate and dainty things. 4. 
Lur. Do you no Harm, Sir; 
For yet methinks the Marriagg ſhould be marr'd 
If thou may'ſt have thy Will, farewel, ſay nothing. ¶ Ex. 
Enter Gentlemen. 
Mild. You are welcome, noble Friends. 
1 Gent. I thank you Sir, 
Nephew to the old Lady, his Name is Wildbrain, 
And wild his beſt Condition. 2 Gem. I have heard of him. 
I pray ye tell me, Sir, is young Maria merry 
After her Marriage Rites? Does ſhe look lively? 
How does ſhe like her Man? Wild. Very ſcurvily, 
And as untowardly ſhe prepares her ſelf, 
Bur 'tis mine Aunt's will, that this dull Mettal 
Muſt be mixt with her, to allay her Handſomeneſs. 
1 Gent. Had Heartlode no faſt Friends? 
Wild. His Means are little, 1 . 
And where thoſe Littles are, as little Comforts 
Ever keep Company: I know ſhe loves him, 
His Memory beyond the Hopes of- 
Beyond the Indies in his mouldy Cabinets, 
But tis her unhandſome Fate. ä 
Enter Frank Heartlove. 
1 Gent. I am ſorry for't; 
. Here comes poor Frank,nay we are Friends, ſtart not, Sir, 
= We ſee your Willow, and are ſorry for't, 
| And though it be a Wedding, we are half Mourners. 
j | Frank, Good Gentlemen, remember not my Fortunes, 
1 They are not to be help'd by Words. 
Wild. Look up Man, 
EF A proper ſenſible Fellow, and ſhrink for a Wench? 
1 Are there no more? Or is ſhe all the Handſomeneſs? 
N Frank. Prithee leave fooling. | 
Wild. Prithee leave thou whining ; 
Have Maids forgot to love? ; 
Hh -. Frank. You are injurious. af 
: Mild. Let 'em alone a while, they'll follow thee. 
1 Gent. Come, good Frank, 
Forget now, ſince there is no Remedy, 
And ſhew a merry Face, as wiſe Men would do. 


"oY 


Sir, 
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2 Gent. Be a free Gueſt, and think not of thoſe Paſſages 
Mild. Think how to nick him home, thou know'ft The 
Graf me a dainty Medler on his Crabſtock ; (doars on thee, 


Pay me the dreaming Puppy. 
rank, Well, make your Mirth, the whilſt [bear my 


Honeſt Minds would have better Thoughts. (Miſery : 
Wild. I am her Kinſman, | 


And love her well, am tender of her Youth, 


Yet honeſt Frank, before 1 would have that Stinkard, 
That walking, rotten Tomb, enjoy her Maidenhead. 
Frank. Prithee leave mocking. 
Wild. Prithee Frank believe me, 
Go to conſider, er knock to dinner, [Knock within, 
Come, wo't thou go? 
2 Gent. | prithee Rank go with us, 
And laugh and dance as we do. 
Frank. You are light, Gentlemen, 
Nothing to weigh your Hearts, pray give me leave, 
III come and ſee, and take my Leave. | 
Wild. We'll look for you, 
Do not deſpair, I have a Trick yet. De. 
Frant. When Jam miſchievous I will believe your Pro- 
She is gone, for ever gone, I cannot help it, (jets, 
My Hopes and all my Happineſs gone with her, 
Gone like a pleaſing Dream What Mirth and Jollity 
Reigns round about this Houſe? How every Office 
Sweats with new Joys? Can ſhe be merry too? © 
Is all this Pleaſure ſet by her Appointment? 4; 
Sure ſhe hath a falſe Heart then; ſtill they grow loader, 
The old Man's God, his Gold, has won upon her, 


(Light-hearted Cordial Gold) and all my Services 


That offer'd naked Truth, are clean forgotten: 
Yer if ſhe were compell'd, but it cannot be, 
If I could but imagine her Will mine, 
Although he had her Body, 
Bier Lady and Wildbrain. 
Lady. He (hall come in. 
Walk without Doors o'this Day, though an — 
It muſt not be. 


Mild. You muſt compel 2 Madam. 
4 


\ 


* 
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La. No ſhe ſhall fetch him in, oy. mew: it ſhall be ſo. 
Wild. It will be fitteſt. 9773 
Fran. Can fair Maria look again upon me? 
Can there be ſo much Impudence in Sweetneſs? 
Enter Maria. 
| Or has ſhe got a ſtrong Heart to defie me? 
1 She comes her ſelf; how rich ſhe js in Jewels! 
an Methinks they ſhow like frozen Ificles,” - 
Cold Winter had hung on her; how the Roles, 
That kept continual ſpring within her Cheeks, © 
Are wither'd with the old Man's dull Embraces? 
She would ſpeak to me. I can ſigh too, Lady, 
But from a ſounder Heart: Ves, and can weep too, 
But 'tis for you, that ever I belicv'd you 
Tears of more pious Value than your Marriage; 
You would encaſe your ſelf, and I muſt credit you, 
So much my old Obedience compels from me; 
Go, and forget me, and my Poverty, 
I need not bid you, you are too perfect that way; | 
& But ſtill remember that 1 lov'd Maria, 
f Lov'd with a loyal Love; may turn not from me, 
28 I will not ask a Tear more, you are bountiful, 
Go and rejoice, and I will wait upon you 
That little of my Life left. 
Mar. Good Sir, hear me: 
| What has been done, was the Act of my Obedience 
{8 And not my Will; forc'd from me by my Parents: 
i | Now tis done, do as I do, bear it handſomely, - 
„ And if there can be more Society, 
. Without Diſhonour to my Tie of Marriage, 
WH Or Place for noble Love, I ſhall love you ſtill, 
5 You had the firſt, the laſt, had my Will proſper” d. 
1 Vou talk of little time of Life; dear Frank, 
Si Certain I am not marry'd for Eternity, | 
| ; The Joy my Marriage brings, tells me I am nonal, | 
a And ſhorter liv'd than you, elſe I were miſerable; 
DTDTor can the Gold and Eaſe his Age hath brought mo 
KF Add what I covered, Content. Go with me, — 
3 They ſeek a Day of Joy, prithee let's ſhow it, 
1 Though it be forc'd; and by this Kiſs believe me, 
=. - However, I mul! live at his command now, PI 


fo. 


xit. 
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I'll die at yours Sal K 
Frank, I have 2 II honour ye. [ Exeunt. 
\ Enter Lurcher. © 0 
Lur. Here are my Trinkets, and this luſty Marriage 
I mean to viſit, I have Shifts of all Sorts, 
And here are a thouſand Wheels to ſet em working z 
I am very merry, for I know this Wedding | 
Will yield me Juſty Pillage : If mad Wildgooſe, 1 
That debauch'd Rogue, keep but his ancient Revels, 
And breed a Hubbub in the ems l am happye-* 
Enter Boy. 
Now what are you? 
Boy. A poor diſtreſſed Boy, sir, 
Fricndleſs and comfortlefs, that would intreat 
Some Charity and Kindneſs from your Worſhip 
I would fain ſerve, Sir, and as fain endeavour. 
Wich dutious Labour to deterve the Love 
Of chat good Gentleman ſhould entertain me. 
Lur. & pretty Boy, but of too mild a Breeding, 
Too tender, and too bathful a Behaviour | 
W hat canſt thou do? | 
. I can learn any thing 
That's good and honeſt, and ſhall leaſe a Maſter. 
Lur. He bluſhes as be ſpeaks. A that 1 like _ 
J love a bold and ſecure Confidence, : 
An Impudence that one may truſt: This Boy now, \ 
Had I inſtructed him, had been a Jewel, 
A Treaſure for my Uſe: Thou canſt not You 
Boy. I would not willingly. , 
Lur. Nor thou haſt not Wit 
To diſſemble neatly ? 
Boy. Do you — ſuch Boys, Sir? 
Lur. Oh mainly, mainly, I wou'd have my Boy impudent, 
Out-face all Truth, yet do it piouſly 
Like Protens, Caſt himſelf into all Forms, 
As ſudden and as nimble as his Thoughts 
Blanch at no Danger, though it be the Gallows, 
Nor make no Conſcience of a Coſenage, 
Though it bei'th*Church. Your ſoft, demure, ill Chil- 


A 1e good for nothing, but to get long Graces 2 
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And ſing Songs to dull Tunes; I would keep thee 
And cheriſh thee, hadſt thou any active Quality, 
And be a tender Maſter to thy Knavery, 
But thou art * — my uſe. 
Boy. Do you this ſerĩouſly? 
* Yes indeld do I; iy % 
Boy. Would you have your Boy, Sir 
Read in theſe moral Miſchiefs? 
Luv. Now thou mov'ſt me. | * 
Boy. And be a well- train d Youth in all Activities? 
Lur. By any means. fo 
Boy. Or do you this to try me, 
Vearing a proneneſs? | 
Lur. I ſpeak this to make thee. 
Boy. Then take me, Sir, and cheriſh me, and love me, 
You have me what you would: believe me, Sir, 
I can do any thing for your advantage, 
I gueſs at what you mean; I can lie naturally, 
As eaſily as I can ſleep, Sir, and ſecurely; 
As naturally I can ſteal too. 

Lur. That Il am glad on, " 
Right heartily glad on, hold thee there, thou art excellent. 
Boy. Steal any thing from any Body living. 

Lur. Not from thy Maſter, | 
Boy. That's mine own Body, 
=. And muſt not be. 
Wn Lur. The Boy mends mightily, 
3 Boy. A rich Man, that like Snow heaps up his Monies, 
I have a kind of pious Zeal to meer till ; 
| A Fool that not deſerves 'em, I take pity on, 
1 For fear he ſhould run mad, and ſo 1 eaſe him. 
1M Tur. Excellent Boy, and able to inſtruct me, 
[ Of mine own Nature juſt. | 


Fi Boy. 1 ſcorn all bazard, 

| | And on the edge of Danger I do beſt, Sir, 

It I have a thouſand Faces to deceive,” 

g 0 | And to thoſe, twice ſo many Tongues to flatter, 
E An Impudence, no Braſs was ever tougher, 

WV And for my Conſcience. | 


. - 
ent. 


And thou ſha't feel 
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Jewel all the Indies cannot match, a 


Boy. This title, and I ha? done, Sir; 
I never can confeſs, I ha' that Spell on me; 
And ſueh rare Modeſties before a Magiſtrate, 
Such Innocence to catch a Judge, ſuch Ignorance. 
Lur. IIl learn of thee, thou art mine own, come Boy 
I'll give thee action preſently. Ges 
Hoy. Have at you. 
Lur. What muſt I call thee? 
Boy. Snap, Sir. 
Lur. Tis moſt natural, 
A Name born to thee, jure thou art a Fairy, 
Shew but thy skill, and I ſhall make thee hap ppy. 
Enter Lady, Nurſe, Miſtreſs, Newlove and Loby. 
Lady. Where be theſe Knaves? who ſtrews up all the 
Is the Bride's Bed made? (Liveries? 
Taby. Ves, Madam, and a Bell 
Hung under it artificially. 
Lady. Out Knave, out, 
Muſt we have larms now? 
Toby. A little warning . 
That we may know to begin our Healths, Madam; 
The Juſtice is a kind of old Jade, Madam 
That will go merrieſt with a Bell. 
Lady. All the Houſe drunk ? 
T 3 This is . — of Jubilee. 
Lady. Are the Hangings up? and the Plate ſer 
Who makes the Poſſet, Ne oue? 
Nurſe. The Dairy Maid, 
And ell put that in, will make him cap 
Well, Madam, well, you might ha*choſe LEN 
A handſomer for your Years. 
Lady. Peace, he is rich, Nurſe, 
He is tick, and that's Beauty. 
Nurſe. I am ſure he is ror: en, (gant! 
Would he had been hang'd when he PR ſaw her. Forma — 
Lady. What an angry Quean is this, where, 
Who looks to him? ; 
Toby. He is very merry, Madam, 


Mr. Wilde 
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Maſter Wildbrain has him in Hand, i'ch' bottom of th 
He ſighs and tipples. (Cellar, 

Nurſe. Alas, good Gentleman, or 
My Heart's ſore. for thee. 

fo Sorrow mult have his Courſe, Sirrah, 

Give him ſome Sack to dry up his remembrance. 
How does the Bridegroom, I was afraid of him. 

Nurſe. He is a trim Vouth to be tender of, Hemp take 
Mult my ſweet new blown Roſe find ſuch a Winter(him. 
Before her Spring be near. 

Lady. Peace, peace, thou art fooliſh. (hobbles, 

Nurſe. And dances like a Town-Top, and reels and 

Lady. Alas, good Gentleman, give him not much Wine, 

Toby. He ſhall ha'none by my Conſent. 

Lady. Are the Women comforting my D! 
New. Yes, yes, Madam, | 
'And reading to her a Pattern of true Patience, 

They read and pray for her too. 

Nurſe. They had need, 

Ye had better marry her to her Grave a great deal: 
There will be Peace and Reſt; alas poor Gentlewoman, 
Muſt ſhe become a Nurſe now in her Tendernets : 
Well Madam, well, my Heart bleeds. 

Lady. Thou art a Fool ſtill. 

Nurſe. Pray Heav'n I be. 

Lady. And an old Fool to be vext thus. 

Tis — ſhe muſt to Bed, go Knave be merry, 

Drink for a Boy, away to all your Charges. { Exeunt. 

Enter W ildbrain, and Frank Heartlove. | 

Wild. Do as thou wo't; but if thou doſt refuſe it 

Thou art the ſtupid'ſt Aſs, there's no long arguing, 

Time is too precious, Frank. 
Frank. I am hot with Wine, 

And apt now to believe; but if thou doſt this 

Our of a Villany, to make me wrong her, 

As thou art-prone enough. 

Wild. Does ſhe not love thee ? 

Did ſhe not cry down. right, cen now, to part with thee? 
Had ſhe not ſwooned it [ had not Aaron her? . 
Canſt thou have more? 


Frank, 


nt. 
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Frank, I muſt confeſs all this. | : 

Wild. Do not ſtand prating, and miſdoubting, caſting, 

If ſhe go from thee now, ſhe's loſt for ever; A 

Now, now ſhe's going, ſhe that loves thee going, 

She whom thou lov'ſt. 
Frank, Pray let me think a little. cher, 
Wild. There is no leiſure; think when thou haſt embrac'd © 

Can ſhe imagine thou didſt ever Honour her ? 

Ever believe thy Oaths, that tamely ſuffer'ſt 

An old dry Ham of Horle-fleſh to enjoy her? 

Enjoy her Maiden-head ; take but that from her, 

That we may tel] Poſterity a Man had it, 

A handſom Man, a Gentleman, a young Man, 

To fave the Honour of our Houſe, the Credit, 

'Tis no great matter I deſire. Frank, I hear you. 

Wild. Free us both from the fear of breeding Fools 

And Ophs, got by this Shadow: we walk too long. 
Frank. She is going to Bed, among the Women, 

What opportunity can I have to meet her ? | 
Wild. Let me alone, haſt thou a Will? ſpeak ſoundly, 

Speak diſcreetly, ſpeak home and handſomly, 

Is not Pity, nay Miſery, nay. Infamy, to leave 

So rare a Pie to be cut up by a Raſcal? 

Fans. | will go preſently, now, now, I ſtay ther. 
Wild. Such a dainty Doe to be taken | 

By one that knows not Neck-bcef from a Pheſant, 

Nor cannot reliſh Braggat from Ambroſia. 

Is it not Conſcience? 

Frank, Yes, yes, now l feel it. 
Wild. A meritorious thing. 
Frank. Good Father Wildevoſe, 

I do conſeſs it. Y 
Wild. Come then follow me, | 

And pluck a Man's Heart up; I'll lock thee privately, 

Where ſhe alone ſhall preſently paſs by, 1 

None near to interrupt thee ; but be ſure; 2 
Frank. | ſhall be ſure enough, lead on, and crown me, 
Mild. No wringings in your Mind now as you ITO 

| es r. 
Enter Lady, Maria, Juſtice, Gentlemen, Nurſe, Neu bre 


Lady. Tis time you were a- bed. Joſt. 
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Fuſt. 1 prithee Sweetheart 
Conſider my Neceſſity, why art ſad? 
I muſt tell you a Lale in your Ear anon. 
Nurſe. Of Tom Thumb, 
I believe that will prove your ſtiffeſt Story. 
New. | pitty the young Wench, 
1 Gent. And ſo do I too. 
2 Gent. Come, old Sticks take fire. | 
1 Gent. But the plague is, he'll burn out inſtantly; 
Give him another Cup. _ 
2 Gent. Thoſe are but flaſhes, 
A Tun of Sack wonot ſet him high enough. 
Will ye to Bed? Mar. I muſt: | 
1 Gent. Come, have a good Heart, 
And win him like a Bowl to lye cloſe to you; 
Make your beſt uſe, | 
Fuſt. Nay prithee Duck go inſtantly, 
I'll dance a Jig or two to warm my Body. 
8 Enter Wildbrain. 
Wild. Tis almoſt Midnight. 
BPady. Prithee to Bed, * WB 
Wild. Go you afore, and let the Ladies follow, 
And leave her to her Thoughts awhile, there muſt be 
A time of taking leave of theſe ſame fooleries, 
Bewailing others Maiden-heads. 
. Lady. Come then, 


"I We'll wait in the next Room. 

nl Fuft. Do not tarry ; 

| For if thou doſt, by my troth I ſhall fall aſleep, Mall. ¶ Er. 
1 Wild. Do, do, and dream of Doterels, ger you to Bed 
I uickly, | | 

| ! And [et us ha' no more ſtir, come now, no crying, 

6 Tis too late now, carry your ſelves diſcreetly: 

1 The old Thief loves thee dearly, that's the benefit; 

1 For the reſt you muſt make your own play; nay not that 
3% Way, | | 

| We They'll pull ye all to pieces for your W him-whams, 
Vii #Your Garters and your Gloves, go modeſtly, 


"W And privartely ſteal to Bed, tis very late, Mall, 
By For if you go by them ſuch a new larum. 
1 Mar, I know not which way to avoid em. Wild. 


” 


This through the Cloyſters, and ſo ſteal to Bed ; 

When you are there once, all will ſeparate 

And give ye reſt; I came out of my pity 

To ſhew you this. 

Mar. | thank you. Wild. Here's the Keys, 

Go preſently and lock the Doors faſt after ye, 

That none ſhall follow. | 
Mar. Goed Night. a 
Wild. Good Night ſweet Couſin. 

Agood and ſweet Night, or Fll curſe thee, Frank. [Ex. 
| Enter Frank Hartlove. (me, 
Frank. She ſtays long, ſure young Wildgooſe has abus'd 

He has made ſport wi'me, I may yet get out again, 

And I may ſee his Face once more, I ha' foul Intentions, 

But they are drawn by a fouler dealing. 

er 


Hark, hark, it was the Door, | 
Something comes this way, wondrous ſtill and ſtealin 
May be ſome walking Spirit to affright me. | 
ar. Oh Heav'n my Fortune, 
Frank. Tis her Voice, ſtay. | 
Mar. Save me, 
Bleſs me, you better Powers. 
Frank. I am no Devil. 
Mar. Vare little better to difturb me now. 
Frank. My Name is Heartlove. 
Mar. Fie, fie, worthy Friend. 
Fie, noble Sir. 
Frank. 1 muſt talk farther with ye, 
You know my fair Affection. 
Mar. So preſerve it; 
You know I am married now, for ſhame be civiller, 
Not all the Earth ſhall make me. 
Frank. Pray walk this way, 
And if you ever lov'd me. 
Mar. Take heed, Frank, f my 
How you divert that Love to Hate, go home prithee. 
Frank. Shall he enjoy that, Sweet? | 
Mar. Nay pray unhand me. 
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Frank. He that never felt what Love was. 

Mar. Then I charge you ſtand farther off. 

Frank; 1 am tame, but let me walk wi! 'ye, 1 
Talk but a Minute. 

Mar. So your Talk be honeſt, 

And my uitainted Honour ſuffer not, 

I'll walk a turn or two. 
Frank. Give me your hand then. (EO 
Enter Wildbrain, Juſtice, Lady, Nurſe, Gent ns 

Mamen, Newlove. 

Fuſt, She's not in her Chamber. 

Lady. She is not here. 

Wild. And I'll tell you what I dream'd, 
Fuſt. Give me a Torch. 

1 Gent. Be not too haſty, Sir. 

Mild. Nay let him go: 
For if my Dream be true he muſt be ia 
He will be trickt, and blaz'd elſe. 

Nurſe. As lam a Woman 

I cannot blame her if ſhe take her liberty, 

Would ſhe would make thee Cuckold, thou old Bully, 

A notorious Cuckold, for tormenting her. 

Lady. l'Il hang her then. 
Noſe I' bleſs her then, ſhe does Juſtice ; 

Is this old ſtinking Dogs-fleſh for her Diet? 

Wild. Prithee honeſt Nurſe do not fret too much, 

For fear I dream you'll hang your ſelf too. 

t. The Cloiſter? 
Wild. Such was my fancy, I do not ſay 'tis true, 

Nor do I bid you be too confident. - 

uſt. Where are the Keys, the Keys, I ſay. 
Wild. I dream'd ſhe had em to lock her felf in. 
Nurſe. What a Devil do you mean? 

Enter Servant. 

Wild. No harm, good Nurſe be patient. 
Ser. They are not in the Window, where they uſe to be. 
Wild. What fooliſh Dreams are theſe? 
Fuſt. I am mad. 
Wild. J hope fo, 


If you be not mad, I'll do my beſt to make ye. 
| 1 Gent, 


nt. 


t, 
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1 Gent. This is ſome Trick. 
2 Gent. 1 ſmell the Wildgooſe. 5 
Juſt. Come, Gentlemen, come quickly, I beſeech you, 
Quick as you can, this may be your Cafe, Gentlemen. 
And bring ſome Light, ſome Lights. ES. 
Wild. Move faſter, faſter, you'll come too late elſe. 
Pl! ſtay behind and pray for ye, I had rather ſhe werediſho- 
Than thou ſhould'ſt have her. | (neſt 
Enter Maria and Frank. — 
Mar. V'are moſt unmanly; yet T have ſome Breath left; 
And this Steel to defend me, come not near me, 
For if you offer but another Violence, 
As I have Life PII kill you; if 1 miſs that, 
Upon my own Heart will I execute, 
And let that fair Belief out, I had of you. (Follies: 
Frank. Moſt virtuous Maid, I have done, forgive my 
Pardon, O pardon, I now ſee my Wickedneſs, * 
And what a monſtrous Shape it puts upon me, 
On your fair Hand I ſeal. 
Enter Juſtice. 
Juſt. Down with the Door. - | 
Mar. We are betray'd; oh Frank, Frank. | 
Frank. I'll die for ye. e772 
Rather than you ſhall ſuffer, PI [ Enter all, 
Juſt. Now enter, a BEE 
Enter ſweet Gentlemen, mine Eyes, mine Eyes, 
Oh how my Head akes. , Og, 
i Gent. Is it poſſible? 2 Gent. Hold her, ſhe ſinks- 
Mar. A Plot upon my Honour | 
To poiſon my fair Name, a ſtudy'd Villany : 
Farewel, as I have hope of Peace, I am honeſt. . - 
Juſt. My Brains, my Brains, my monſtrous Brains, 
they bud ſure. 
Nurſe. She is gone, ſhe is gone. 
Fuſt. A handſome riddance of her. 
Would I could as eaſily loſe her Memory. 
Nurſe. Is this the Sweet of Marriage, have I bredthee 
For this Reward ? Fo 
1 Gent. Hold, hold, he's deſperate too. 
Vol. VI. B 88 
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Juſt, Be ſure ye hold him faſt, we'll: bind him over 
To the next Seſſions, and if I can, I'll hang him. 
Frank. Nay then Ill live to be a Terror to thee, 
Sweet Virgin Roſe farewel; Heav'n has thy B 
That's only fit for Heav'n. I'll live a little 
To find the Villain out that wrought this Injury, 
And then moſt bleſſed Soul, I'll climb up to thee. 
Fare wel, I feel my ſelf another Creature. Exit. 
Lady. Oh Miſery of Miſeries. | 
. Nurſe. I told ye, Madam. 
Lady. Carry her in, you will pay back her Portion? 
Juſt. No not a Penny, pay me back my Credit, 
And I'll condition wi'ye. 
Lady. A ſad Wedding, 
Her Grave mult be her Bridal-Bed; oh Mall, 
Would I had wed thee to thy own Content, 
Then I had had thee ſtill. 
Fuſt. Jam mad, farewel, 
Another wanton Wife will prove a Hell. [ Exeunt.. | 


* kT 
_ — —— — 


ACT II. S ckN R I 15 


Enter Tom Lurcher, and his Boy. 


Lur. HAT haſt thou done? 
Boy. I have walked threugh all the Lodgings. 
A Silence, as if Death dwelt there, inhabits. 
Lur. What haſt thou ſeen? 
Boy. Nought but a fad Confuſion, 
8 thing left in ſuch a looſe Diſorder, 
That were there twenty Thieves, they would be laden. 
Lur. Tis very well, ILlike thy Care, but 'tis ſtrange 
A N Night ſhould be ſo ſolitary. 
Boy. Certainly there is ſome Cauſe, ſome Death or 
Is fall'n ſuddenly upon ſome Friend, (Sicknels 
Or ſome ſtrange News is come, 
Lur. Are they all A» bed? ? 


— 


Boy. 
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Put up her Plate, and ſome of the rich Hangings 
In a ſmall long Cheſt, and ChainsandRingsare there too, 
It ſtands * 1a the Table on a Form. 
Lur. Twas a good notice, digit thou ſee the Men? 
Boy. I ſaw them fad too, and all take their leaves, 
But what they faid I was too far to hear, Sir. 
Tur. Tis daintily diſcover' d, we ſhall certainly 
Have a maſt proſperous Night; which way? 


Bay. A cloſe one, 


A Back-Door, that the Women have left open, 
To 89 in and out to fetch Neceſlaries, 
Cloſe on the Garden fide. 

Lur. I love diligence: 

Wert thou not fearful? 

Boy. ' Fearful? I'll be hang d firſt. 

Lur. Say they had ſpied thee. 

Boy. 1 was then determin'd (pany, 
To have cry'd downright too, and have kept em Com- 
As one that had an intereſt in their Sadnels, 

Or made an Errand to l know not whom, Sir. 

Lur. My dainty Boy, let us diſcharge; that Plate 
Makes a perperual motion in my Fingers, 

Till M have faſt hold of it. 1 

Roy. Pray be wiſe, Sir, do't handſomly, be not greedy, 
Let's handle it with ſuch an Excellence 
As if we would bring thieving into Honour: 

We muſt diſguiſe, to fright theſe reverend Watches. 

Lur. Still my bleſt Boy. 

Boy. And clear the Room of drunken Jealouſies, 

The Cheſt is of ſome weight, and we may make 
Such noiſe i'the carriage we may be ſnap'd. 
Lur. Come open, here's a Devil's Face. | 
Boy. No, no, Sir, we'll have no ſhape ſo terrible, 


We will not do the Devil ſo much pleaſure | 
| B 2 To 


unt. 
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To have him face our Plot. 
Lur. A winding Sheer then. 
Boy. That's too cold a Shift, | 

would not wear the Reward of m nd a 

] wonder you are an old Thief, an no e 

Where's the long Cloak? | 
Lu. Here, here. 

Boy. Give me the Turbant 

And the falſe Beard: I hear fome coming this! way; 

Stoop, ſtoop, and let me ſit upon your Shoulders, 

And now as I direct, ſtay, let them enter, ' * © © 

And when I touch move forward, make no Noiſe. 

Enter Nurſe and Toby. 14 C Mek. | 

Nurſe. Oh *tis a ſad time, all the dun Wine i is burnt, 

Toby. We may thank your dry 17 . for't, the C 
nary's gone too, 

No Subſtance for a ſorrowful Mind to work! peng 
I cannot mourn in Beer, if ſhe ſhou'd walk now, 
As diſcontentcd Spirits are wont to do. 

Nurſe. And meet us in the Cellar. 

Toby. What fence have we with ſingle Beer againſt her? 

What Heart can we defie the Devil with? 

Nurſe. The March Beer's open. 
Toby. A Fortification of March Beer will do well, 

I muſt confels 'tis a moſt mighty Armour, 

For I preſume I cannot pray. 

Nurſe. Why, Nicholas ? 
Toby, We cen have ſuch tumbling Faiths, no 

Can go an even Pace. - (Prayers 
Purſe. Hold up your Candle. 

Toby. Verily Nurſe, 1 have cry'd ſo much 

For my young Miſtrefs, that is mortify'd, 

That if 1 have no more Sack to ſupport me, 

T ſhall even ſleep; heiho, for another Flagonz _. 

Theſe Burials and Chriſtnings are the mournful Matters, 

And they ask more Drink. 

Nurſe. Drink to a ſad Heart's needful. 
Toby, Mine's ever ſad, for I am ever dry, Nurſe. 


Nurfe, 


S, no 
ayers 


tters, 


e. 


Vurfe. 
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Nurſe. Methinks the Light burns blue, Ipritheeſnuffit, - 
There's a Thicf in't, I think. « 

Toby. There may be one near it. | 
= Nurſe. What's that that moves there, ''th' Name of 
= Nicholas? | 

| That thing that walks. 


Toby. Would I had a Ladder to behold it, 
Mercy upon me, the Ghoſt of one o'th* Guard ſure, 
Tis the Devil by his Claws, he ſmells of Brimſtone, 
Sure he farts Fire, what an Earthquake I have in me; 
Out with thy Prayer-Book, Nurſe, | 


Nurſe. It tell i'th' frying Pan, and the Cat's cat it. 
Toby. I have no Power to pray; it grows ſtill longer, 

Tis Steeple high now, and it fails away Nurſe, 

Let's call the Butler up, for he ſpeakꝭ Lazine, 

And that will daunt the Devil: I am blaſted, 

My Belly's grown to nothing. 
Nurſe. Fic, fie, Toby. [ Exit. 
Boy. So let them go, and whilſt they are aſtonith'd, , 

Let us preſently upon the reſt now ſuddenly. 

Lur. Off, off, and up again when we are near the 

Art (ure thou know'ſt the Cheſt? (Parlor, 
Boy. Though it were i'th' dark, Sir, 

I can go to't. | 
Zur. On then, and be happy. [ Exit. 


; Enter Toby. . 
Toby, How my Haunches quake, is the thing here ſtill? 
Now can I out- do any Button- maker at his own Trade, 
[ have fifteen Fits of an Ague, Nurſe, tis gone I hope, 
The hard-hearted Woman has left me alone. Nurſe — 
And ſhe knows too I ha but a lean Conſcience to keep 
me Company. | ( Noiſe within. 
The Devil's among 'em in the Parlour ſure, 
The Ghoſt three Stories high, he has the Nurſe ſure, 
He is boiling of her Bones now, hark how ſhe whiſtles: 
There's Gentlewomen within too, how will they do? 
I'll to the Cook, for he was drunk laſt Night, | 
And now he is valiant, he is a-kin to th* Devil too, 


And fears no Fire. 
B 3 Euter 
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Enter Lurcher and Boy. 
Lur. No Light? 11 
Boy.” None left, Sing „n n d renn ee 
They are gone, and carried all the Candles with 'em, 
Their tright is infinite, let's make good uſe on't, 
We muſtbe quick, Sir, quick, or the Houſe will riſe elſe. 
Lur. Was this the Cheſt? | 
Boy. Yes, yes. 20 
Lur. There was two of em, 
Or | miſtake. 
Boy. I know the right, no ſtay, Sir, 
Nor no Diſcourſe, but to our labour luſtily, 
Put to your ſtrength and make as little noiſe, 
Then preſently out at the back Door. 
Lur. Come, Boy; | 
Come happy Child, and let me hug thy Excellence. | Exe. 
Enter Wildbrain. | 
Mild What thouſand noiſes paſs thro” all the Rooits? 
What cries and hurrics? ſure the Devil's drunk, 
And tumbles through the Houſe; my Villanies, 
That never made me apprehend before 
Danger or Fear, a little now moleſt me 
My Couſin's Death firs heavy o' my Conſcience, 
Would 1 had been half hang'd when I hammer'd it. 
T aim'd at a living Divorce, not a Burial, | 
That Frank might have had ſome hope; hark ſtill, 
In every Room Confuſion, they are all mad, 
Moſt certain all ſtark mad within the Houle, 
A Puniſhment inflicted for my lewdneſs, 
That I might have the more ſenſe of my Miſchief, 
And run the more mad too; my Aunt is hang d ſure, 
Sure hang'd her ſelf, or elſe the Fiend has fetch d her. 
heard a hundred cries, the Devil, the Devil, 
Then roaring, and then tumbling, all the Chambers 
Are a meer Babel, or another Bedlam, 
What ſhould I think? | ſhake my ſelf roo: 
Can the Devil find no time, but when we are merry ? 
Here's ſomething comes. | 
Enter Newlove. 
New. Oh that I had ſome Company, 


Exe. 


ms? 
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I care not what they were, to caſe my Miſery, 
To comfort me. 

Mild. Whoſe that? 

New. Again? nay then receive 

Wild. Hold, hold, I am no Fury. 

The Merchant's Wife. 

New. Are ye a Man? Pray Heav'n ye be. 

Wild. I am. 

New, Alas I have met, Sir, 

The ſtrangeſt things to Night. 

Wild. Why do you ſtare? 

New. Pray comfort me, and put your Candle our, 
For if I ſee the Spirit again I die for't. | 
And hold me faft, or I thall ſhake to Pieces elſe. 

Wild. I'll warrant you, I'Il hold ye, 

Hold ye as tenderly; I have put the Light out, 
Retire into my Chamber, there 1'll watch wi'ye, 
I'll keep yeu from all Frights. 

New. And will ye keep me? 

Wild. Keep you as ſecure, Lady, (us, 

New. You muſt got wrong me then, che Devil will have 

Wild. No, no, I'Il love you, then the Devil will fearus, 
For he fears all that love; pray come in quickly, 

For this is the malicious Houſe he walks in, 

The Hour he blaſts ſweet Faces, lames the Limbs in, 
Depraves the Senſes; now within this half Hour 

He will have Power to turn all Citizens Wives 

Into ſtrange Creatures, Owls, and long Tail'd Monki; s, 
Jays, Pies, and Parrots, quickly, 1 ſmell his Brimſtone. 

New. It comes again, l am gone, ſhift for your el, 8 

rt. 

Wild. Sure this whole Night is nothing but Illuſion, 
Here's nothing comes, all they are mad, damn'd Devil 
To drive her back again, c had been thy Policy _ 
To have let us alone, we might have doneſome fine thing 
To have made thy hel-hood laugh, 'tis a dainty Wench, 
If I had her again, not all your fellow Goblins, | 
Nor all their Claws ſhould ſcratch her hence, I'll {tay ſtill, 
May be her Fright will bring her back again, 


et I will hope, 
« cg B 4 Enter 
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Enter Toby. 
| Toby. I can find no Bed, no Body, nor no Chamber, 
Sure theyare all i'th'Cellar, and I cannot find that neither, 
I am led up and downlike a tame Aſs, my Light's out, F 

And I grope up and down like blind Man buffe, 
And break my Face, and break my Pate. 
Wild. It comes again, ſure 
I ſee the Shadow, I'll have faſter Hold now, 
Sure ſhe is mad, I long to lye with a mad Woman, 
She muſt needs have rare new Tricks. 
Toby. | hear one whiſper, 
If it be the Devil now to allure me into his Clutches, 
For Devils have a kind of Tone like Crickets, _ 
T have a Glimpſe of her Guiſe, tis ſhe would ſteal me, 
But PII ſtand ſure. | 
Toby. I have but a Dram of Wit left, 
And that's even ready to run; oh for my Bed now. 
Wild. She nam'd a Bed, I like that, ſhe repents ſure, 
Where is ſhe now? 
Toby. Who's that? 
Wild. Are you there: In, in, in preſently. 
Toby. I feel his Talents through me, 
'Tis an old haggard Devil, what will he do with me? 
Wild, Let me kiſs thee firſt, quick, quick. 
Toby. A leacherous Devil. 
Wild. What a hairy Whore*tis, ſure ſhe has a Muffler. 
Toby. If I ſhould have a young Satan by him, for 1 
dare not deny him, 
In what Caſe were I? Who durſt deliver me? 
Wild. Tis but my Fancy, ſhe is the ſame, in quickly, 
gently, my Sweet Girl. | | 
Toby. Sweet Devil, be good to me. [ Exeunt, 
| Enter Tom Lurcher and Boy, 
Lur. Where's my Love, Boy. 
BY: She's coming with a Candle, 
To ſee our happy Prize. 
Lur. I am cruel weary. 
Boy. I cannot blame ye, Plate is very heavy 
To carry without Light or Help. 
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Lur. The fear too hf 
At every ſtumble to be diſcover'd, Boy, 
At every Cough to raiſe a Conſtable ; 
Well, we'll be merry now. 
Boy. We have ſome reaſon; 
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| Things compals'd without fear or eminent danger 


Are too luxurious, Sir, to live upon. 
Mony and Wealth Ho thus are as full venture, 
And carry in their Nature as much Merit 
As his, that digs em out o'th* Mine, they laſt too 
Scaſon'd with Doubts and Dangers mot deliciouſly, 
Riches that fall upon us are too ripe, | 
And dull our Appetites. 

Lur. Moſt learned Child. 

Enter Miſtreſs. 

Miſt. You're welcome, where have you left it? 

Lur. In the next Room, hard by. 

Miſt. Is it Plate all? 

Lur, All, all, and Jewels: I am monſtrous weary, . 
Prithee let's go to Bed. 

Miſt. Prithee let's ſee it firſt. 

Lur. To Morrow's a new Day, Sweet. 

Miſt. Yes, to melt it, 
But let's agree to Night, how it ſhall be handled, 
I'll have a new Gown. 

Lur. That have any thing. 

Miſt. And ſuch a riding Suit as Miſtreſs Newlove's : 
ban though I be no 15 born, 
I hope I may atchieve it by my carriage. 

9 Thou ſay'ſt right. m—_ M 

Miſt. You promis d me a Horſe too, and a Lackquey. 

Lur. Thou ſhalt have Horſes fix, and a Poſtilion. 

Miff. That will be ſtately, Sweet-heart; a Poſtilion. 

Lur. Nay, we'll be in faſhion; be ſhall ride before us 
In Winter, with as much dirt would damp a Musket ; 
The infide of our Coach ſhall be of Scarlet. ' 
Miſt. That will be dear. 

Lyr. There is a Dye projecting 


Will make it cheap, Wench; come thou ſhalt have any 
a1. 
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Miſt. Where is this Cheſt? I long, Sweet, to behold 
Our Indies. | | 

Boy. Miſtreſs, let's melt it firſt, and then *tis fit 
You ſhould diſpoſe it, then 'tis ſafe from danger. 

Miſt. I'll be a loving Miſtreſs to my Boy too, 
Now fetch it in, and let's rejoice upon't. 

Boy. Hold your Light, Miſtreſs, we may ſee to enter, 

Miſt. Ha, what's here? call you this a Cheſt? 

Boy. We ha' miſs'd, Sir; 
Our haſte and want of light made us miſtake. 

Mift. A very Coffin. 

Lur. How! a Coffin? Boy, 'tis very like one. 

Boy. The Devil ow'd us a ſhame,and now he has paid us. 

Mi. Is this your Treaſare? 

Boy. Bury me alive in't. 

Lur. It may be there is no room. 

Mift, Nay, I will ſearch it: | 
I'll ſee what Wealth's within. A Woman's Face, 
And a fair Woman's. 

Boy. I cannot tell, Sir, 
Belike this was the Sadneſs that poſleſs'd%em 
The Plate ſtood next, I'm ſure. | | 

Lur. I ſhake, I ſhake, Boy, what a cold Sweat 

Boy. This may work, what will become on's, Sir? 

Miſt. She is cold, dead cold; d'ye find your Conſcience, 
D'ye bring your Gillians hither — nay, ſhe's puniſh'a, 
Your conceal'd Love's cas'd up? 

Lur. Tis Maria, the very ſame, the Bride, new horror ! 

Miſt. Theſe are fine tricks,you hope ſhe's in a Swoon, 
But I! take order ſhe ſhall n&er recover 
To bore my Noſe; come, take her up and bury her 
Quickly, or Pll cry out; take her up inſtantly. 

Lur. Be not fo haſty, Fool, that may undo us; 
We may be in for Murder fo; be patient, | 
Thou ſeeſt ſhe's dead, and cannot 1njure thee, 

Miſt. I am ſure ſhe ſhall not. 

Boy. Be not, Sir, dejected, 
Too much a ftrange miſtake! this had not been elſe, 
It makes me almoſt weep to think upon't, 1 

| Je. 
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Luy. What an unlucky Thief am 1? e 
Miſt. I'll no conſidering, either heſtir your ſelf, or 
Lur. Hold. | BL | 
Miſt. Let it not ſtay, to ſmell then, I will nor 

Indure the ſtink of a Rival. | 
Lur. Would 'twere there agiin. 

Boy. We muſt bury her. g 

Lur, But were o th ſudden, or with what Providence, 
That no Eyes watch us. | 

Miſt. Take a Spade and follow me, 

The next fair ground we meet, make the Church-yard; 
As [ live, PI ſee her lodg'd. Ir. 
Lur. It muſt be ſo, * 0 £ | 

How heavy my Heart is, I ha* no life left. 

Bey. Lam paſt thinking too, no underſtanding, 

That I ſhould miſs the right Cheſt. 

Lur. The happy Cheſt. 5 

Boy, That which I aw and mark'd too. 

Lur. Well, Paſſion wo' not help us, 

Had I twenty falls for this? 

Boy. Twas my Fault, Sir. 

And twenty thoufand fears for this, o'th* Devil, 

Now could I curſe, well, we have her now, 

And muſt diſpoſe her. 

Enter Miſtreſs. 

Mift. Hang both for two blind Buzzards, here's a Spade, 
Quickly, or I'll call the Neighbours : 
There's no remedy, _. 

Would the poor hungry Priſoners had this Paſty. ¶ Exe. 

Enter Fuſtice, and a Servant with a Light. 

Ser. Twas a ſtrange miſchance, Sir. 

Juſt. Miſchance. ſayſt? No, *twas Happineſs to me, 
There's ſo much Charge ſav'd, I have her Portion, 
P!] marry twenty more on ſuch conditions. 

Ser. Did it not trouble you, Sir, 

To ſee her dead? 

Fuſt. Not much, I thank my Conſcience; 
| was tormented 'till that happen'd, Furies 
Were in my Brain to think my ſelf a Cuckold 
At that time of the Night: 

When I come home, 1 charge you ſhut my Doors, 
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Locks, Bolts, and Bars, are little enough to ſecure me. 
Ser. Why, and pleaſe you? f 
Fut. Fool, to ask that queſtion; 
To keep out Women, I expect her Mother 
Will vifit me with her Clamours, oh I hate 
Their noiſe, and do abhor the whole Sex heartily ; 
They are all walking Devils, Harpyes : I will ſtudy. 
A Week together how to rail ſufficiently 
Upon 'em all, and that I may be furniſh'd, - 
Thou ſhalt buy all the railing Books and Ballads, ] 
That Malice hath invented againſt Women, 
I will read nothing elſe, and practiſe em, 
*Till I grow fat with Curſes. 
Ser. If you'll go ; 
To th' Charge, let me alone to find you Books. 
Fuſt. They come near us. 
Ser. Whar's that? 
N Fuſt. Where? hold up the Torch, Knave, 
1 + Ser. Did you hear nothing, tis a - 
Fuſt. Why doſt make a ſtand? 
Ser. What's that? | 
. Where, where, doſt ſee any thing ? 
We are hard by the Church-yard, and I was never 
Valiant at midnight in ſuch irkſome places; 
They ſay Ghoſts walk ſometimes, hark, dye hear nothing? 
Enter Lurcher, Boy and Miſtreſs. | 
| Miſt. No farther, dig here, and lay her in quickly. 
Lur. What light is that, Boy? we ſhall be diſcover d; 
Set the Coffin up an end, and get behind me, 
There's no 2 [> 
Boy. Oh!! 
Juſt. Where's that Groan? I begin to be afraid. 
Ser. What ſhall we do, Sir? | 
Juſt. We are almoſt at home now, thou muſt go forward, 
Perhaps 'twas my Imagination. 
Lur. Tis he? f 
Boy. T know him too, let me alone. a 
Ser. Oh Sir, a Ghoſt, the very Ghoſt of Miſtreſs Pride, 
have no power to run away. 
5 Juſt. 


C 


Mx x — —— — — 


W=.. — — = * 2 * 2 
— +" — 2 — * — — 


the Little Thief. 2865 
Curſed Ghoſt, bleſs me, preſerve me, | 
do command thee what ſo-e'er thou art, 
I do conjure thee leave me; do not fright me; 
If thou be'ſt a Devil vex me not ſo N 275 
If thou bei ſt 
The Spirit of my Wife. | 
Boy. Thy Wite. H 211 
. I ſhall be tormented. L 23177 | 
Boy. 'Thy abus'd Wife, that cannot peaceably 
Enjoy her Death, thou haſt an evil Conſcience. | 
. I know irt. 

Boy. Among thy other Sins, which black thy Sout, J 
Call to thy Mind thy Vow made to another 
Whom thou haſt wrong'd, and make her Satisfaction 
Now I am dead, thou perjur'd Man; or elſe - 

A thouſand black Tormentors ſhall purſue thee, | 
Until thou leap into eternal Flames; 1 
Where Gold which thou ador'ſt here on Earth © * 
Melted, the Fiends ſhall power into thy Throat; 
For this time pals, 8⁰ home and think upon me. 

Lur. Away. 

Ser. There are more Spirits. 

Juſt. Thank you dear Wife, | | 
I'll beftow twenty Nobles of a Tomb for thee, "0B 
Thou ſhalt not walk and catch Cold after Death. 

[They go backward is. 

Lur. So, ſo, they're gone, 'twas my ingenious Raſcal: 
But how doſt thou know he made Vows to another! ? 

Boy. 1 over-heard the Woman talk to Night on't; 
But now let's loſe no time, Sir, pray let's bury 
This Gentlewoman. W here's my Miſtreſs? 

Enter Miſtreſs. 

Miſt. Here, I durſt not tarry. 

Lur. We ha ſo cozen'd the old forty i'th” hundred, 
And the Devil hinder him nor, hell go a Pilgrimage; 
But come, about our Buſineſs, ſet her down again. 

Mar, Oh! 

Lur. She groans, ha. 

Mar. Oh! 

Luer. Again, ſhe ſtirs, 
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Miſt. Let's fly, or 2 we ſhall be 8.2008 in picees. 
' Lur. And you be good at that, bury your elf, | 
Or let the Sexton take ye for his Fee, 


Away, Boy. 7. 1e (Zi 


Mar. I am very cold, dead cold; 


Where am 1? What's this? a Coffin? where have I been: 


Mercy defend me: Ha? I do remember 

I was betray'd, and ſwounded, my Heart akes, 
I am wondrous hungry too, dead Bodies cat not; 
Sure I was meant for, burial, I am frazen; 
Death, like a cake of Ice, dwells round about wes. 


Darkneſs ſpreads o er the World too ; where? what Path? 


Beſt Providence dire& me. oo 


ACT II SCENE I 


Enter Lady, Wildbrai n, Women, and Toby. 


Lady. * art the moſt unfortunate Fellow. 
Wild. Why, Aunt, what have 1 done? 
Lady. The moſt malicious Varlet,  _ 
Thy wicked Head never at reſt, but 1 
And hatching helliſh things, and to no purpoſe, 
So thou mayſt have thy baſe Will. 
Wild. Why do you rail thus? 
Cannot a 45 3 fall out, 


But 1 muſt be at one end on't? 


Lady. Thou art at both ends. 

Wild. Cannot young ſullen Wenches In the Fool, 
And marry, and dye, but I mult be the Agent? ? 
All that I did (and if that be an injury, 
Let the World judge it) was but to perſwade her, 
And, as I take it, I was bound to it too, 


To make the reverend Coxcomb her Husband Cuckold: 


What elſe could I adviſe her? was there harm i'this? 
You are of Years, and have run through Experience, 
\Vould you be content, if you were young Nr 

To have a continual Cough grow to your Pil 
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A Rottenneſs, that Vaults are Perfumes to, 
Hang in your Roof, and like a Fog infect you? 
Anointed Hams, to keep his Hinges turning, 
Reek ever in your Noſe, and twenty Night Caps, 
With twenty ſeveral Sweats? | 
Toby. Some Jew, ſome Juſtice, _ * 
A — Heathen ſmells to ſay truth, Me a” 
And would you mellow my yo retty Mi 
In ſuch a miſ- ken? TIRE 8 Re 
Lady. Sirrab, * 
Where's the Body of my Girl? 
Wild. I know not, | hs 
I am no Conjurer, you may look the Body, _ 
I was like to be ſtol'n away my ſelf, the Spirit 
Had like to ha' ſurpris'd me in the ſhape of a Woman, 
Of a young Woman, and you know thoſe aredangerous. 
Toby. So had I, Madam, ſimply though I ſtand here, 
[ had been raviſh'd too: I had twenty Spirits, 
In every corner of the Houſe a Fiend met me. 
Lady. You lye like Raſcals, 
Was Miſtreſs Newlove ſuch a Spirit, Sir, 
To fright your Worſhip? ' | | 
Well, I diſcharge you, Sir, you're now at quan + 
Live where you pleaſe, and do what pranks you 5 
You know your Subſtance: though you are my Nephew, 
I am no way bound, Sir, to protect your miſchief: 
So fare you well. 1 
Wild. Farewel, good Aunt, I thank you, 
Adieu honeſt Nick; the Devil, if he have Power, 
Will perſecute your old Bones for this Marriage, 
70% Miſtreſs Win. 2 
And ſhall we wi ips! 
Shall we that have been Fellow Devils Cogether 
Flinch for an old Woman's Fart ? 
Wild.” Tis a fine timea Night too, but we muſt part, Vick. 
Toby. Shall we never ring again? ne'er toſs the Tenor, 
And roul the Changes into a Cup of Clarret ? 
You ſhall not want what &er | lay my Hands on, 
As I am ſure Auromedon the Coachman, 
dhall be diſtributed; bear up, I ſay, hang Sorrow, 


Give 
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Give me that Bird abroad that lives at Pleaſure . 

Sam. the Butler's true, the Cook a reverend Trojan, 

The Faulkner ſhall ſell his Hawks, and ſwear they were 

rotten, | TWIN © r. 
There be ſome wandring Spoons, that may be met with, 
I'll pawn a Coach Horſe, peace, utter no Sentences. 
The Harſhneſs ſhall be us'd in our Wars alſo; 4 
Or ſhall 1 drive her (tell me but your will now, 
Say but the Word) over ſome rotten Bridge, 
Or by a Marl-Pit fide, ſhe may flip in daintily, 
Let me alone for my fel © * 

Wild. No, no, farewel Thy, 
Farewel ſpiny Nicholas, no ſuch thing, 
There be ways i'th' World, if you ſee me 9 
A day or two hence, may be we'll crack a Quart yet, 
And pull a Bell, commend to the Houſhold; 
Nay, cry not Toby, twill make thy Head giddy. 

Toby. Sweet Maſter Wildbrain. 

Wild. No more, Toby, go, the Times may alter 
But where's the Coarſe of my dead Couſin, a 
(If ſhe be dead)-I hop'd 'thad but diſſembled, 

That firs heavy here: Toby, honeſt Toby, © 
Lend me thy Lanthorn, I forgot 'twas dark, 
1 had need look to my ways now. [4 

Toby. Take a Lodging with me to Night in the Stable, 
And ride away to Morrow with one of the Horſes, 
Next your Heart, pray do. ene 

Wild. No, good Night good Neighbour Toby, Iwill wan- 
I ſcorn to ſubmit my ſelf, e' er I have rambled, 
But whither, or with what, that's more material; 
No matter, and the worſt come, it is but ſtealing, 
And my Aunt wo'not fee me hang'd for her own, 
And farewel in a Halter coſts me nothing. [Exr. 

8 Euter Frank Heartlove. | | 
Hanf. The Night, and all the Evil the Night covers, 

The Goblins, Haggs, and the black Spawn of Darkneſs, 
Cannot fright me; no Death, I dare thy Cruelty. 
For I am weary both of Life and Light too; 
Keep my Wits, Heay'n, they fay Spirits appear 


! 
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To melancholy Minds, and the Graves open, 
would fain ſee the fair Maria's Shadow, 
But ſpeak unto her Spirit eber I dy'd, 
But ask upon my Knges a Mercy from her; 
1 was a Villain, but her wretched Kinſman, 
That ſer his Plot, ſhall with his Heart Blood ſatisſie 
Her injur'd Life and Honour. What Lighr's this? 
EFuter Wildbrain with a Lantborn. 
Mild. It is but melancholy walking thus; 
The Tavern Doors are baracado'd too. 
Where I might drink *till Morn in Expe&ation ; 
I cannot meet the Watch neither; nothing in 
The Likeneſs of a Conſtable, whom I might, 
In my Diſtreſs, abuſe, and ſo be carry'd, 
For want of other Lodging, to the Counter. 
Frank. Tis his Voice, Fate I thank thee. 
Wild. Ha, who's that? and thou be'ſt a Man ſpeak: 
Frank Heertlove, then I bear my Deſtinies; 
Thou art the Man of all the World I wiſh'd for; 
My Aunt has turn'd me out a-doors, ſhe has, 
At this unchriſtian Hour, and I do walk | 
Methinks like Guide Faux with my dark Lanthorn, 
Stealing to ſet the Town afire ; i'th* Country | 
| ſhould be ta'en for Villiam o'the Wiſpe, x 
Or, Robin Good-Fellow ;, and how doſt Frank? * 
Frank. The worſe for you. | Ty 
Wild. Come, thou'rt a Fool; art going to thy Lodging? 
[Il lye with thee to Night, and tell thee Stories, 
How many Devils we ha met withal; s 
Our Houſe is haunted, Frank, whole Legions, 
| ſaw fifty for my Share. 


et, 


* 


9 * 

lit, Frank. Didſt not fright 'em? _ (ciently. 

vit. Wild. How, fright em? No they frighted me ſuffis- 
Frank. Thou hadſt Wickedneſs enough to makethem 

ers, And be afraid o'thee, malicious Devil; (ſtare, 

els, And draw thy Sword, for by Maria's Soul, 


will not let thee ſcape to do more Miſchief. 
Wild. Thou art mad, what doſt mean? 
Frank, To kill thee, nothing elſe will caſe my Anger, 
The Injury is freſh, 1 bleed withal, ; \ 
Vol. VI. | C | Nor 
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Therefore call up t 


Thy Heart mutt ſuffer for thy damn'd Practices, 


— x 2 — 


Nor can that Word expreſs it, there's no Peace in't, 
Nor muſt it be forgiven, but in Death; 

fy Valour, if thou'ſt any, 
And ſummon up thy Spirits to defend thee; 


Againſt thy noble Couſin, and my Innocence. 

Wild Hold, heara Word; did I do any thing 

But for your good, that you might have her, 
That in that deſperate time I might 1edeem her, 
Although with ſhew of Los. 
Frank. Out, ugly Villain, 
Fling on her the moſt hated Name of Whore 
To the Worlds Eye, and face it out in Courteſie, 
Bring him to ſee't, and make me drunk to attempt it, 
Enter Maria. 

Mar. I hear ſome Voices this way. 

Frank. No more, if you can pray, do it as you fight. G 

Mar. What new Flights oppoſe me? I have head Ml I 

Wild. *Tis my Fortune. = Tongue. 

You could not take me in a better time, Sir, 
I ha nothing to loſe but the Love ] lent thee, 
My Life my Sword protect. 

Mar. I know em both, but to prevent their Ruins, 
Muſt not diſcover Stay Men moſt deſperate; 
The Miſchief you are forward to commit, 

Will keep me from my Grave, and tie my Spirit 
To endleſs Troubles elſe. 

Wild. Ha, tis her Ghoſt, 

Fran;. Maria? | 

Mar. Hear me both, each Wound you make 
Runs through my Soul, and is a new Death to me, 
Each threatning Danger will affright my Reſt; 
Look on me Heartlove, and my Kinſman view me; 
Was [ not late, in my unhappy Marriage, 

Sufficient miſerable? Full of all Misfortunes? 

But you muſt add, with you moſt impious Angers, 
Unto my ſleeping Duſt this Inſolence? | 
Would you teach Time to ſpeak eternally 

Of my Diſgraces; make Records to keep em, 


Keep them in Braſs? Fight then, and kill my 7 
ig 
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Fight deadly both, and let your bloody Swords, 

Through my reviv'd and recking Infamy, 

(That never ſhall be purg'd) find your own Ruins. 

Heartlove, I lov'd thee once, and hop'd again 

In a more bleſſed Love to meet thy Spirit: 

If thou kill'ſt him, thou art a Murtherer, 

And Murther ſhall never inherit Heav'n: 

My time is come, my conceal d Grave expects me, 

Farewel, and follow not, your Feet are bloody, 

And will pollute my Peace. I hope they are melted, 

This is my way ure. | Exit, 
Frank. Stay, bleſſed Soul. | 
Wild, Would ſhe had come ſooner, and ha ſav'd ſome 
Frank. Doſt bleed? — (Blood. 
Wild Yes, certainly, I can both ſee and feel it. 
Frank. Now I well hope it is not dangerous; 

Give me thy Hand, as Honour guides me, 

III know thee again. 
Wild. I thank thee heartily; 

know not where to get a Surgeon; 

This Viſion troubles me, ſure ſhe is living, 

And I was fooliſh blind, I could not find it; 

| bleed apace ſtill, and my Heart grows heavy, 

If I go far 1 faint, I'll knock at this Houſe, 

They may be charitable, would 'twere perfect Day. 

| Enter Miſtreſs. : 

Mift. *Tis not he: What would yon, Sir? 
Wild. 1 would crave a little Reft, Lady, 

And for my Hurts ſome Surgery, I am a Gentleman 

That Fortune of a Fizhr ———— 
Miſt. A handſome Gentleman, 

Alas he bleeds, a very handſome Gentleman. 
Wild. A ſweet young Wench, beſhrew my Hearta fair 

Fortune has made me ſome Recompence. (one; 
Miſt. Pray come in, the Air is hurtful for you, 

Pray let me lead you, I'll have a Bed for you preſently, 

']] be your Surgeon too, alas ſweet Gentleman. 

Wild. I feel no Hurts, the Morning comes too faſt now. 


Miſt. Softly, 1 befeech — b CR: 


IT 
4 * 


Fear * Madam, and bring Clappers with em, 


23752 The Night-Walker : Or, 


Euter Lady and Toby. 
Toby. He is not up yer, Madam, what meant you 

To come forth ſo early? pu 
Lady. You Blockhead; 

Your Eyes arc ſow'd up ill, they cannot ſce . 

When it is Day: Oh my poor Maria! 

W here be the Women? it 
Toby. They faid they would follow us. | 
Lady. He ſhall not laugh thus at my Miſery, 

And kill my Child, and ſteal away her Body, r. 

And keep her Portion too. At 
Toby. Let him be hang'd for t, 

You have my Voice, 

Lady. Theſe Women not come yet? 

A Son-in-law, I'll keep a Conjurer, 

Bur I'll find out his Knavery. 
Toby. Do, and I'll help him. Ar 


And if he were here, this Whip ſhould conjure him, . 


Here's a Captas, and it catch hold on's Breech, 
I'd make him ſoon believe the Devil were there. 

Lady. An old Uſurer. 

Toby. He marry'd. the Mony, chat s all he look d for 
For your Daughter, let her fink or ſwim, 

Lady. Vil ſwim him; | 
This is his Houſe, wonder they ſtay thus, | 
That we might rail him out on's Wits. 

Toby. They'll come, | 


Or ſome have loſt their old wont; 1 have heard, 

No Diſparagement to your Ladyſhip, ſome o theirTongu An 

Like Iom-a-Lincoln, three Miles off. 
Lady. Oh fie, | 

How tedious are they? 
Toby. W hat and we loſt no time, 


You and I ſhall make a ſhift to begin with him, 
Ard tune our Inſtruments 'till the Conſort ccme An 
To make up the full Noiſe, I'll knock. ; 

Juſt. Who's that rapt ſo ſaucily? (dow 7 


Toby. Tis I, Toby, come down, or elſe we'll fetch yu 7 


Alas, this is but the Saints-Bell, here's a COT WW; 
| 
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ill ring you another Pea]; come down, I ay. 
Some new Fortifications, look to my Doors, 
ut double Barrs, I will not have her enter, 
Nor any of her Tribe, they come to terrifie me: 
WK ccp out her Tongue too, if you can. 
Lady. I hear you, n 
And 1 will ſend my Tongue up to your Worſhip, 
he Eccho of it ſhall flye o'er the Street; 
My Daughter that thou killedſt with Kindneſs, Few, 
WT bat thou betray'dft ro Death, thou double Jew, 
And after ſtoll'ſt her Body. 
Toby. Jew's too good for him, 
7uſt. I defie you both; | 
y Daughter plaid the Villain, and betray'd me. 
Betray'd my Honour, ; 
Lady. Honour, Raſcal, | 
And let that bear an Action, I'll try it with thee, 
Honour? | | 
Toby. Oh Reprobate! 
Lady. Thou muſty Juſtice, 
uy an honourable Halter and hang thy ſelf. 
Toby. A worihipful Rope's end is too good for him. 
Lady, Get Honour that way, thou'lt die a Dog elſe. 
Toby. Come and be vwhipt firſt. 
La iy. Where is her Portion? 
Enter Nurſe and Women. 
Taft. Where Ill keep it ſafely. 
Nurſe. Traitor, thou ſhalt not keep it. 
Juſt. More of the Kennel? Put more Bolts to the Doors 
agus And arm your ſelves, Hell is broke looſe upon us. (there, 
Toby. I am glad y'are come, we'll blow the Houte 
Lady. Oh Nurie, | have ſuch Cauſe (down. 
Mom. Villain, Viper; although you had no Cauſe, 
we are bound to help. 
Nurſe. Yes, and believe, we come not he:e to examine, 
And if you pleaſe we'll fire the Houle. 
7uſt, Call the Conſtable. 
own Toby. A charitable Motion, Fire is comfortable, 
h you Lady. No, no, we'll only let him know our Minds, 
om We will commit no Outrage, he's a Lawyer. 
Wil | C 3 Fee. 
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So little you may put it in a Nutſhel. 
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Fuſt. Give me my Musket. 
Lady. Where's my Daughter's Body, 
That I may bury it ? 
Mom. Speak, or we'll bury thee. 5! 
Nurſe. Alive, we'll bury thee, ſpeak old Iniquity. 
Toby. Bury him alive by all Means for a Teſtimony, 
Jufſt. Their Voices make my Houſe reel, oh for Officers, 
I am in a Dream, thy Daughter's Spirit 
Walks a Nights, and troubles all the Neighbours: 
Go hire a Conjurer, I'll ſay no more. 
Lady. The — ſhall ſay more. 
Wom. Nurſe. We are Witneſſes, 
And if thou be'ſt not hang'd 
Enter Lurcher and Boy. 
Lur. Buy a Book of good Manners, 
A thort Book of good Manners. 
Boy. Buy a Ballad, a Ballad of the Maid was got with 
Toby. That might ha been my Caſe laſt Night, (Child. 
I'll ha't, what e'er it coſt me. 
Boy. A Ballad of the Witches hang'd at Ludlow. 
Toby. I will have that too; 
There was an Aunt of mine, I think, amongſt 'em, 
I would be glad to hear her Teſtament. 
Lur. A new Book of Women, | A 
Fuſt. The Thunder's laid, how they ſtare at him. lt 
Lur. A new Book of Fools, a ſtrange Book, 
Very ſtrange Fools. | | 
Juſt. I'll owe thee a good Tur, what-e'er thou art. 


[Wks | 


Lur. A Book of walking Spirits. 0 
Juſt. That I like not. 1 Bu 
Toby. Nor I, they walk'd me the Fools Morris. At 
Lur. A Book of wicked Women. At 


Fuſt. That's well thought on. 
Lur. Of rude, malicious Women, of proud Women, 
Of ſcolding Women. We ſhall nc'er get in. 


Roy. A Ballad of wrong'd Maids. 
Lady. I'll buy that. | | Ir 
Lur. A little, very little Book, | 
Of good and godly Women, a very little one, | * 
, 


Toby. 
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Toby. With a ſmall Print that no Body can read it. 
Nurſe. Peace, Sirrah, or I'll rear your Books. 
Fuft. Open the Door and let him in, I love him. 
Lur. A Book of evil Magiſtrates. 
Lady. Ay marry d'ye hear that, Juſtice ? 
Lur. And their eviller Wives, 
That wear their Places in their Petticoats. 
Juſt. D'ye hear that, Lady? 
Boy. A Book new printed againſt playing, 
Dancing, Masking, May-Poles; a zealous Brother's Book, 


And full of Fables. 


Lur. Another Book of Women, of mad Women, 
Women that were born in March. Exit. 
Lady. Are you got in? 
We would ha' pull'd your Knaves Hide elſe; this Fellow 
Was ſent to abuſe us, but we ſhall have time 
To talk more with this Juſtice. _ - (again, 
Juſt. Farewel, Madam, as you like this, come viſit me 
You and your treble Strings, new ſcold your Hearts out 
Mom. Shall he carry it thus away? 
Nurſe. Go to the Judge, and what you'll have us ſwear. 
Lady. | thank ye hearuly, 
I'll keep that for the laſt, I will go home, 
And leave him to his Conſcience for a while, 
If it fleep long, I'll wake it with a Vengeance. Exit. 
Enter Servants. 
1 Ser, What Book has he given thee ? ' 
2 der. A dainty Book, a Book of the great Navy, 
Oi fifteen hundred Ships of Cannon Proof, 
Built upen W hales to keep their Keels from ſinking: 
And Dragons in 'em, that ſpit Fire ten Mile, 
And Elephants that carry goodly Caſtles. 
1 Ser. Doſt thou helieve it? | 
2 Ser. Shall we not believe Books in Print? 
1 Ser, | have Fobn Taylor's Book of Hempſeed too, 
Which for two Lines I hapned on by Chance, 
| reverence. N 
2 Ser, | prithee what are they? 
Ser. They are ſo pit upon the Time, as if 
He ſtudy d to anſwer the late Hiſtriomattix, 
C 4 Talking 
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. * 
Talking of Change and Transformations, 
That wittily, and learnedly he bangs him, 
So many a Puritan's Ruff, though ſtarch'd in Print, 
Be turn'd to Paper, and a Play writ in't, 
And confute Horace with a Water Poet: 
A Play in the Puritan's Ruff? I'Il buy his Works fort. 
What haſt there, a Ballad roo? | J 
2 Ser. This is a Piece of Poetry inde d; A 
le fongs;, Juſtice cries wit bin. B 
What Noiſc is that? | 
x Ser. Some Cryi'th* Streets; prethee ſing on.| Sing again, 
2 Ser. Again, doſt nor hear? 'tis i'th* Houſe certainly, 
1 Ser. Tis a ſtrange Noiſe? and has a tang o'th' Juſtice, 
2 Ser. Let's fee ? „ Eri. 
Enter the Servants bringing in their Maſter bound and 
gagg d. 
4 1 Ser. Untie his Feet, pull out his Gag, he will choak Wl A 
4 What deſperate Rogues were theſe. | (elle; A 
| 2 Ser. Give him freſh Air. T 
[4 Juſt. I will never ſtudy Books more: T 
| I am undone, theſe Villains have undone me. 
Rifled my Desk, they have undone me learnedly: 
A Fire take all their Books, I'll burn my Study: 
Where were you Raſcals when the Villains bound me, 
'You could not hear? FS? | 
1 Ser. He gave us Books, Sir, dainty Books to buſie us; 
And we were reading, in that which was the Brew-houle; 
A great way off, we were ſinging Ballads too, 
And could not hear. 
Juſt. This was a precious Thief, 
A ſubtle Trick to keep my Servants ſafe. 
2 Her. What ha you loſt, Sir? | | 
Juſt. They ranſack'd all before my Face, and threatncd 
To kill me if I cough'd; they have a Chain, 
My Rings, my Box of caſting Gold, my Purſe too. 
They robb'd me miſerably ; but that which moſt grieves 
They took away ſome Writings; 'twas a Rogue (me, 
That knew me, and ſet on by the old Lady;  * 
I Will indite her fore. © | 
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1 Ser. Shall we purſue em? 
Juſt. Run, run, curſed Raſcals, 
am out of my Wits, let not a Creature in, 
No not with Neceſſaries. | 
2 Ser. We ſhall be ſtarv'd, 435 
Fuft. I'll buy my Meat at Window as they paſs by; 
won't truſt my Scrivener, he has Books too: 
And Bread I'll ha' flung up; I charge ye all 


Burn 2ll the Books 1'th* Houſe. 


1 Ser. Your little Prayer Book? Ds 
Juſt. VII never Pray again, I'll have my Doo 
Made up, nothing but Walls, and thick ones too; 
No Sound ſhall tempt me again, remember 1 
Have forſwore Books. 
2 Ser. If you ſhould be call'd to take your Oath? 
Juſt. I will forſwear all Oaths, rather than ſee 
A thing bur in the likeneſs of a Book: 
And I were condemn'd, Fll rather chuſe to hang, 
Than read again; come in, and ſearch all Places, 
They may be about the Houſe z were the Doors lock'd? 
1 Ser. But the Keys in 'em, and if they be gone, 
They could not want wit to lock us in, Sir. 
Juſt. Never was a Man ſo miſerably undone, 
[would loſe a Limb, to ſee their Rogueſhips totter. [| Exe. 
Enter Lady and Nurſe. 
Lady. Thy Brother's Daughter ſaiſt, and born in Wales? 
Nurſe. | have long time defired to ſee her, and I hope 
Your Ladiſhip will not be offended. . 
Lady. No, no. 
Nurſe. 1 ſhould be happy, if the might be ſerviceable 
To you, Madam. | 57775 
Lady. Beſhrew me, but at firſt, ſhe took me much, 
ls ſhe not like Maria? ſetting aſide 
Her Language, very like her, and I love her 
The better for't, I prithee call her hither, 
She ſpeaks feat Engliſh. © 
Nurſe. Why Guennieh, Guennith, du hummab Guenn'eh, 
dhe is courſe, Madam, after her Gountry guiſe, 
And were ſhe in fine Cloath - 


Lady, I'll have her handſome: * 
Enter 
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| Enter Maria. 

What part of Wales were you born in? 

Mar. In Abebundit, Madam. ; 
N 1 She ſpeaks that Name in Welſb, which we cal 
Lady. What can you do? (Breckmack. 

Mar. Her was toe many tings in Walls, know not the 
faſhion in Londons? her was Milk the Cows, make Seer; 
and Butters, and ſpin very well the Welb freeze, her 
was Cooke to te Mountain Cots, and fing very fine 
2 Tunes, was mage good Ales and Breds, and 

er know to Dance on Sundays, marge you now, Ma- 


miwi = 


dams. +; 
Lady. A pretty innocence, Idolike her infinitely, Nurſe, 

And if I live | W. 

Enter Servant. m. 

Ser. Here is Mr. Hearzlove, Madam, come to ſee you. Nen 

Lady. Alas, = Gentleman, prithee admit him. no 

Enter Frank Heartlove and Gentlemen. 


Frank. Madam, I am come to take my laſt leave. 

Lady. How, Sir? 

Frank. Of all my home Affections, and my Friends: WW V 
For the Intereſt you had once in Maria, Fa 
I would acquaint you when I leave the Kingdom. | 

Lady. Would there were any thing in my poor power 
That might divert your Will, and make you happy ; 

T am ſure I have wrong'd her too, but let your pardon 


Aſſure me you are charitable ; ſhe's dead, He 
Which makes us both ſad: What do you look on? Ar 
The likeſt Face—— If 

Mar. Pleſs us awle, why does that Sentilman make ſuch lea 
Unders and Mazements at her, I know her nor. Ul 


Fran. Be not offended, Maid. 
Lady. How the Wench bluſhes, ſhe repreſents Marias Ib 


loſs to him. a Ob 
Mar. Will the Sentilman hurt her? pray you be her An 
defences, was have mad Phiſnomies, is her troubled with 4 
Lunaticks in her Prain Pans, bleſs us awie. 
Frank. Where had you this Face? Wa 
Mar. Her Faces be our none, I warrant her. loft 
Frauk. 1 wonot hurt you, all the Lineaments pri! 


That 
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That built Maria up; all thoſe ſpringing Beauties 
Dwell on this thing, change but her Tongue I know her: 
Let me ſee your hand. ; 

Mar. DuGuin. was never Thieves and Robberies; here 
is no ſindge in her Hands warrant her. 

Frank. Truſt me, the ſelf-ſame white, 

And ſoftneſs, prithee ſpeak our Engliſh Diale&.. - 

Mar. Ha leggs? what does her ſpeage hard urds to her, 
to make poor Guenneth ridicles, was no mannerly Seutil- 
man to abuſe her. | 

Frank. By the love, 

That everlaſting love I bear Maria ———— 

Mar. Maria, her Name was Guennith,and good Names, 
was poor elſe, oman Maid, her have no fine kanags, to 
madge her trickſie in her own Cuntries was held a fine 
enſe her can tells her, and honeſt enſe roo, marg you dat 
now, her can keep her little Legs cloſe enough, warrant her. 

Lady. How prettily this anger ſhews. 

1 Gent. She gabbles innocently. | 

Frank. Madam farewel,and all good Fortunedwell we'e, 
With me my own Affections; farewel, Maid, 

Fair gentle Maid. 

2 Gent. She ſighs. 

Mar. Du cat a whee. e 

Frank, 1 cannot go, there's ſomewhat calls me back. 

Mar. Poor Frank, 

How gladly would I entertain thy Love, 

And meet thy worthy Flame, but ſhame forbids me: 

If pleaſe her Ladyſhip dwell here with Guennerb, and 

learn to ſpin and card Ull, to mage Flannels, and Linſeyes 

Ulſeis, fall tawgco'durds to her Ladyſhips urſhips for her. 

[The Tears flow from bim. 

The Tears of true Affection, woe is me, | 

Oh curſed Love that glories in Maids miſeries, 

And true Mens broken Hearts. (not, forgive her. 
Lady. Alas I pity him, the Wench is rude, and knows you 
Mar. Wipe your nyes pray you, though was porn in 

Walls 'mong craggy Rocks, and Mountains, yet heart is 

loft, look you hur can weep too, when hur ſce Men mage 


. Frank. 


prinie Tears and Lamentations, 
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Frank, How hard ſhe holds me? 
Juſt as Maria did, weeps the ſame drops: 
Now as I have a living Soul, her fight too ; 
What ſhall I think, is not your Name Maria? 
If it be not, delude me with ſo much Charity 
To ſay it is. 5 | 

Mar. Upon her life, you was mighty deal in Love with 
ſome podies, your pale Seckes and hollow Nyes, and pant- 
ings upon her Poſom, know very well, becauſe look you, her 
think her honeſt Sentilman, you fall call her Maria. 

- Frank. Good Madam, think not ill I am thus ſaucy. 
Lady. Oh no, Sir, be you not angry with the Wench, 
Frank. I am molt pleas'd. | f 

1 Gent. Let's interrupt him, he'll be mad outright elſe. 
2 Gent. Obſerve a little more. 

Frank. Would T could in your Language beg a Kiſs, 
Mar. If her have neceſſities of a Kits, look you, dere 
is one in ſaricties. 
Frank. Let me ſuffer death, 
If in my apprehenſion two twin'd Cherries 
Be more a kin, than her Lips to Maria's: 
And if this harſh illuſion would but leave her, 
She were the ſame. Good Madam, ſhall I have 
Your conſent now ? . 
Lady. To what? 
Frank, To give this Virgin to me. 
Lady. She's not mine, this is her Kinſwoman, 
And has more power to diſpoſe; alas, I pity him. 
Pray Gentlemen prevail with him to go; 
More-that I wiſh his Comfort than his Abſence, 
Frank, You have been always kind to me, will you 
Deny me your fair Couſin ? 
Nurſe. Twere fit you firſt obtain'd her own Conſent, 
Frank. She is no Friend that wiſhes my departure, 
I do not trouble you. 
Gent. Tis not Maria. 
Frank. Her Shadow is enough, III dwell with that, 
Purſue your own ways; thall we live together? 


Mar. If her wiil come to Morrow and rauge to her, her T 
will tell her more of her meanings, and then if herbe me-. IL. 
lancholy; 
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ancholy, her will ſing her a Welch Song too, to make 
her merries, but Guennith was very honeſt; her was ne- 
ver love but one Sentilman, and he was bear her great 
teal of good- ills too, was marry one day St. Davy, her 
give her five pair of white Gloves, if her will Dance at 
her Weddings. | 

Frank. All I am worth, 

And all my hopes this ſtrange Voice would forſake her, 
For then ſhe ſhould be Prithee ſtay a little, 
Hark in thine Ear, diſſemble not, but tell me, 

And fave my life; I know you are Maria: 

Speak but as I do, ten words to confirm me; 

You have an Engliſh Soul, do not diſguiſe it 

From me with theſe ſtrange Accents She pinch'd hard 
Again, and ſigh'd. * 
Lady. What ails the Wench? Exit. 
Nurſe. Why, Guemith, 

Frank. She's gone too. 

2 Gent. Come leave this dream. 

Frank. A Dream? I think ſo; 

But *rwas a pleaſing one: now I'll obey, 

And forget all theſe wonders, lead the way. Exeunt. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Wildbrain and Toby. 
Wild, Oneſt Toby? (met w'ye. 


Toby. Sweet Mr.:Wildbrain,---l am glad Iha 
1 Wild. Why, did my Aunt ſend for me? 
Toby. Your Aunt's a Mortal, and thinks not on you, 
t. For ought I can perceive. | 


Wild. Is my Couſin alive again ? 
Toby. Neither, and yet we do not hear 
That ſhe's buried. | 155 
, Wild. W hat ſhould make thce glad then? 

Toby. What ſhould make me glad? have I not cauſe, 
er To fee your Princely Body well, and walk thus, 
Look blithe and bonny, and your Wardrobe 9 ? 
£ | ld. 
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Wild. The caſe is clear, and I ha found a Mine, 
A perfect Indie, ſince my Aunt caſhier'd me; 
What think'ſt of this? > 
Toby. Oh delicate Bells. 
Wild. Thou putteſt me in mind, 
We are to ring anon, I mean to ſend for thee; 
Meet me at the old Pariſh Church. LE 
Toby. Say no more. 
Wild. When thy Lady is a-bed, we ha' conſpir'd 
A midnight Peal for joy. 20 
Toby. If I fail, hang me i'th' Bell-ropes. 
Wild. And how? and how does my Aunt? 
Toby. She's up to th' Ears in Law; 
I do ſo whirl her to the Counſellors Chambers, 
And back again, and bounce her for more Mony, 
And too again, | know not what they do with her; 
But ſhe's the merrieſt thing among theſe Law-drivers; 
And in their Studies half a day together; 
If they do get her with Magna Charta, the ſwears, 
By all the Ability of her old Body, 
She will ſo claw the Juſtice, ſhe will ſell | 
The Tiles of the Houſe ſhe vows, and Sack out o'th* Cellar, 
(That ſhe worſhips to Idolatry) be ſhe'll hang him. 
Wild. I would ſhe could: but hark thee honeſt Toby, 
If a Man have a Miſtreſs, may we not, 
Without my Aunt's leave, borrow now and then 
A Coach to tumble in, towards the Exchange, 
And ſo forth? | 
_ Toby. A Miſtreſs? . | 
Mild. She may be thine when we are married. 
Toby. Command, 1'll carry you both in Pomp; 
And let my Lady go a- foot a Law-catching, 
And exerciſe her Corns : Where is ſhe, Maſter John ? 
Wild. Shat fee her. | | 
Toby. Shall we ring for her? 
- Wild, And drink her health ? 
Toby. Drink ſtifly for five hours. 
Wild. We'll drink fifteen. 
Toby. To Night? we will ha' twenty Torches then, 
And through the Streets drive on triumphantly 5 7 
rium- 
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Trumphantly we'll drive, by my Lady's Door, 

As Iam a Chriſtian, Coachman, I will rattle you, 

And Urine in her Porch, and ſhe ſhall fear me : 


If you ſay more, I ſhall run mad outright, 
1 will drink Sack, and ſurfeit inſtantly; 


1 know not where am now. [ Exit. 
Enter Lurcher. fy, 

_=_ Hold fort 3 ſake, the Knave's tranſported. 

Fack Wildbrain? (with thee now? 


WALL — Tom how thrives the fellonious World 
| Lur. You look and talk as vou were much exalted. 
Wild. Thou'rt i'th* right, Tow, I'll tell thee firſt, 
I ha' ſhook off my Aunt, and yer I live ſtill, 
And drink, and ſing; her Houle had like to ha' ſpoil'd me; 
] keep no hours now; 
Nor need any falſe Key 
To the old Woman's Cabinets; I ha* Mony 
Upon my word, and pawn no Oaths to th' Butler. 
No Matrimonial Proteſtations 
For Sack-poſſets to the Chambermaid. 
I praiſe my Fate, there be more ways to th* Wood, Tow, 
Li. Prithee releaſe my wonder. / 
Mild. I'll increaſe it, wipe thine Eyes, 
Here is a Chain worth Mony, and — Man bad 1 ity 
A fooliſh Diamond, and other Trifles 
Lur. The very ſame, Oh Gipſey! Infidel! 
All that I ſweat, and ventur'd my Neck for, 
He has got already; who wculd truſt a Strumpet? 
Wild. This? this is Og: to what l poſſeſs 
At home. 
Lur. What home? 
Wild. A Houſe that ſhall be nameleſs; a 


— 


The Miſtreſs of it mine too, ſuch a piece 


For Fleſh and Blood, added to that fo loving 
Lur. Is ſhe married? 
Wild. I know not, nor I care not: 

But ſuch a prize, ſo mounting, fo delicious, 

Thou wilt run mad; I ll tell thee more hereafter. 
Lur. Nay, prithee a word more. 


Wild. 1 took no pains to find out all this Paradiſe, * 
* 


— 
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My Deſtiny threw me upon't i'th* dark, I found it; 
Wanting a Lodging too. | | | 
Lur. No old Acquaintance ? 
Wild. Never, never {aw her; 
But theſe things happen not in every Age: 
I cannot ſtay, if thou wilt meet anon 
At my own Rendezvous, thou knoweſt the Tavern, 
We'll Sup together, after that a Company 
Of merry Lads have made a match to ring. 
Liar. You keep your Exerciſe i'th' old Church: 
Wild. No other, | 
There is no Muſick to the Bells, we wou'd 
+] Have Bonfires if we durſt, and thou wou'd come 
n It ſhall coſt thee nothing, Tom ; hang piltering, 
4 And keep me Company, in time I may 
Shew thee my Wench too. 
Lur. I cannot promiſe; but you will be there? 
Wild. We'll toſs the Bells, and make the Steeple 
Roar, Boy; but come to Supper then. | 
Lur. My Hand, and expect me: 
Yes, I will come or fend, and to ſome purpoſe. 
Art come, Boy ? 
Enter Boy with Gown, Beard, and Cynſtable's Staff. 
Excellent Knave, how didſt thou purchale theſe? 
Boy. The Staff I ſtole laſt Night from a ſleeping Cor- 
The reſt I borrowed by my Acquaintance with (itable; 
The Players Boys; you were belt to loſe no time, Sir. 
Lur. So, ſo, help Boy, tis very well; do I not look 
Like one that breaks the King's Peace with Authority? 
You know your Charge, prepare things handſomly, - 
My diligent Boy, and leave me to my Office. 
Bay. There wants nothing already; but I fly, Sir. [ Ex. 


Lur. Now Fortune prove no Slut, and 1'Il adore thee, 
[ Knocks. 


— — ** ' 
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= Within Ser. Who's there? 

| Lur. A Friend wou'd ſpeak with Maſter Juſtice. 
Ser. Who are you ? | — 
Lur. I am the Conſtable, | 


„ | Ser. My Maſter is not at leiſure to hear buſineſs, 1 
| . 8 ur. 
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Lur. How? Not at Leiſure to do the King Service? 

ane hecd what you ſay, Sir; I know his Worſhip, 

f he know my Buſineſs, would no Excuſe. 

Ser. You mutt go to another Juſtice, I'll aſſure 

y Maſter is not well in Health. 

= Ly. I know not, | | 

Hut if your Worſhipful be not at Leiſure 

To do himſelf a Benefit, Iam gone, Sir, | 

n infinite Benefit, and the State thall thank him for't ; 

Thank him, and think on him too: I am an Officer, 

nd know my Place, but I do love the Jultice ; 
honour any Authority above me: 

eſide, he is my Neighbour, and I worſhip him. 
Ser. You have no Books, nor Ballads, Mr. Conſtable, 

\bout you ? eu. 5 
Lr. What ſhould I do with Books? does it become 
Man of my Place to underſtand ſuch Matters? | 

ray call your Maſter, if he pleaſe to follow me, 

ſhall diſcover to him ſuch a Plor, | 

dball get him everlaſting Fame, I'll be hang'd tor't, 

\nd he be not knighted inſtantly, and for Reward 

ave ſome of the Malefactors Lands, Ill bring him too; 

ut I cannot delay time. 3 

Juſt. within. Who's that? 1400 


on-. . 4 Conſtable, Sir, would ſpeak about ſome Buſineſs, 
ble; Ne lays will bring you Fame, and mighty Profit. 
ir. Lur. Pleaſe your Worſhip come down, I'll make you 
ok be notabl'ſt Piece of Villany I have in hand, Sir, (happy; 
y? und you ſhall find it out; I ha' made Choice 
| o bring your Worſhip to the firſt Knowledge, and 
hank me, as you find the good on't afterwards. - ' 
Ex, Juſt. What is it? Treaſon ? KEY 0073, 1:84 39 
Lur. "Tis little better, I can tell you 1 have lodg'd 


Crew of the moſt rank and deſperate. Villains: 

They talk of Robberies, and Ways they did em, 

ind how they left Men bound in their Studies. 
Fiſt. With Books and Ballads? 

Tur. That, Sir, that, and Murders, 
nd thouſand Knayeries more: they're very rich Sir, 
Vol. VI. | um : fn fi 


r. 
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With making kaſtez but 1 muſt be thus troubled, 
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In Mony, Jewels, Chains, and a hundred more 
Devices. | 

Feſt, Happy, happy Conſtable, I meet ye 
At the Back Door; get ready, Knaves. 

Lur. Not a Man ! beſeech you, 


I have privately appointed Strength about me, 


They cannot ſtart, your Men would breed Suſpicion; 
All my Deſire is, you would come alone, ä 
Fhat you might have the Hope of the Enterprize, 
Fhat you might hear em firſt, and then proceed, Sir. 
Juſt. | come, I come. 
Lur. Tis very well. 
Fuſt. Keep all my Doors faſt, 'tis ſomething late. 


Lur. So, ſo, and pleaſe your Worſhip I direct you. | Ex- 


Euter Boy. 
Boy. My Maſter ſtays, I doubt his Lime-Twigs catch 
It they do, all's provided; but I all (not, 


This while forget my own State; fair Maria 
Is certainly alive, I met her in 


Another Habit, with her Nurſe, twas ſhe; 


There is ſome Trick in't, but when this is over 
Fl! find it out, this Project for the Uſurer 
May have good Effect; however, twill be Sport 
To mortifie him a little. 
Enter Lurcher. 

He's come without him: 
Have you fail'd, Sir? | 

Lur. Proſper d: My little Ingineer, away, 
He is 'th? next Room, be not you ſeen, Sirrah. | Eri. 

Boy. The Pit-fall's ready,. never Juſtice 
Was catch'd in ſuch, a Nooſe: E'er he get out, 
He ſhall run through a ſcouring Purgatory, 


Shall purge him to the quick, tis Night already. 


Enter Algripe and Lurcher. 
Lur. Come ſoftly, yet Sir, ſoftly, are you not wear)! 
7uſt. Thou'ſt brought me into a melancholy Place, 
J ſee no Creature. | 
Lur. This is, Sir, their Den 
Where they ſuppoſe themſelves ſecure, I am faint 


And 
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And therefore never go without a Cordial; 

Without this I ſhould die: [Seems to drink, 
How it refreſhes me 

Already! WilPr pleaſe your Worſhip? I might have had 
The Manners to ha' ler you drink before tne; 

Now I am luſty. 

Juſt. Twas a good Taſte. | 

Lur. Taſte? how d'ye find the Virtue, nay, Sir, ſpare 
| My Wife has the Receipt; does it not ſtir (not: 
Your Worſhip's Body? When you come to examine, 
'Twi make you ſpeak like Thunder. 

Juſt. Hoy he. 

Lur. It. works already. | | 

Full. js there never a Chair, Iwaswearier than I thought, 
But who ſhall we have to take em, Mr. Conſtable? 

Iur. Let me alone, when I but give theW atch-word, 
We will have Men enough to ſurprize an Army. 

Juſt. I begin to be ſleepy; what, haſt a Chair? 

Enter another with a Chair. 

Lur. They do not dream of us, tis early riſing; 
Cate, Care, and early riſing, Common« Wealths Men 
Are ever ſubject to the Nods; fit down, Sir, 

A ihort Nap is not much amiſs; ſo, fo, he's faſt, 

Faſt as a Fiſh i'th* Net, he has winking Powder 

Shall work upon him to our Wiſh, remove him, 

Nay, we may cut him into Collops now 5 
And he ne'er feel; have you prepar d the Vault, Sirrah? 

Bey. Ves, yes, Sir, every thing in's Place. 

L:r, When you have plac'd him, you and I Boy 
Muſt about another Project hard by, his Potion 
Will bind him ſure enough till we return, 

This Villany weighs mainly, but we'll purge ye. [ Exe. 


[ Bells ring. 
, Enter Sexton. 
uy * Sex, Now for mine Ears, mine Fars be conſtant tome; 
laces They ring a Wager, and I muſt deal juſtly, ha Boys. 
Enter Lurcher and Boy. 
Lur. Doſt hear em, hark, theſe be the Ringers? 
Bey. Are you ſure the ſame? - 


Li. Or my Directions fail; 
; D 2 The 
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The Coaſt is clear: £3 
How the Bells go? How daintily they tumble? 


And methinks they ſeem to ſay, fine Fools III fit you. 
Sex. Excellent again, good Boys oh that was 
Lir. Who that? | | (nought, 
Roy. Be you conceal'd by any means yet, hark, 

They ſtop, I hope they'll tot again; cloſe, Sir. 

Enter Wildbrain, Toby and Ringers. 
Wild. A palpable Knock. | 


_ King. Twas none. 3 
Toby. Be judg'd by the Sexton then, a 
If I have Fars. 
Sex, A Knock, a Knock, a groſs one. (impiouſſj; , 
Toby. Carman, your Gallon of Wine, you ring molt Wi . 
Art thou o'th* worſhipful Company of the Knights Wi . 
And handle a Bell with no more Dexterity? (o'th' Wet, 
You think you are in Thames-ftreet : 
Juſtling the Carts; oh a clean Hand's a Jewel. 
By. Good Speed to your good Exerciſe. 
Toby. Ware welcome. | 1 
Boy. I come, Sir, from a Gentleman, and Neighbour 
One chat loves your Muſick well. (bard by, - 
Taby. Fe may have more on't. 2.4 
Handle a Bell, as you were haling Timber? y 


Groſs, groſs, and baſe, abſurd. 
Ring. I'll mend it next Peal. 
Boy. To intreat a Knowledge of you, whether it be 


| By the Far-you-ring thus cunningly, or by the Eye; I. 
For to be plain, he has laid ten Pounds upon't. 


Witd. But which way has he laid? 
Bay. That your Ear guides you, 
And not vour Eye. | . 

Teby. Has won, has won, the Ear's our only lnſtrumen 

Boy. But how ſhall we be ſure on't ? i 

Toby. Put all the Lights out, to what end ſerve 0 


Wild. A plain Caſe. 1 Eyes then 
Boy. You ſay true, 'tis a fine cunning thing to neg b) 
And can you ring i'th' dark ſo? (th' Ear ſure 


Mild. All Night long, Boy. 


Boy. Tis wonderful, let this be certain, Gentlemen 
Nt 
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Ist poſſible you ſhould ring fo ?. (dead drunk: 
Toby. Poſhble? thou art a Child, I'll ring when I am 


YOu. WF Out with the Lights, not winkling of a Candle, 
t v BY 1 know-my Rope too, as I know my Noſe, [ 
gli. And can bang it ſoundly i'th' dark, 1 warrant you. 
Wild. Come, let's confirm him ſtraight, and win the 
Wager. | | | | Exenunt. 
Boy. Let me hear to ſtrengthen me, | 
And when y'have rung, I'll bring the Mony to you. 
Lur. So, fo, follow ein; ro AM. ov: 
They ſhall have a cool Rewaid, one hath Gold of mine, 
Wh Good ſtore in's Pocket, King. 
* But this will be reveng'd in a ſhort Warning. 
be They are at it luſtily; hey, how wantonly 
„ They ring away their Cloaths, how it delights me! 


Wet, Buy. Here, here, Sir. 
Enter Boy with Cloaths. 
Lur. Haſt Wildbrain's? 
Boy. His whole Caſe, Sir: I felt it out, and by the Guards 
This ſhould be the Coachman's, another Suit too. 
Lur, Away Boy, quickly now to the Ulurer, 
ths Hour to wake approaches. 
Boy. That once finiſh'd, 
You'll give me leave to play, Sir; here they come. Exe. 
Enter Wildbrain, Toby, and Ringers. 
10 Hild. Jam monſtrous weary. | 
* 4 Toby. Fie, how I ſweat? Reach me my Cloak to cover 
N [run to Oil like a Porpoiſe; t was a brave Peal. (me, 
x. Let me light the Candle firſt, then I'll wait on you. 
Wild. A very brave Peal. | Exit Sex. 
Toby. Carman, you came in cloſe now. 
Wild. Sure 'tis paſt Midnight. 
Ring, No ſtirring in the Streets I hear. (Noſe 
Toby, Walk further, was thata Pillar? tis harderthan 
Where's the Boy promis'd us five Pounds? 
Wild. Room, I weat ſtill; come, come, my Cloak, 


[ ſhall take cold. | 
Enter Sexton. | 
x. Where lies it;? e ! 
—__ Wil : 


Fi 
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Wild. Here, here, and all our Cloaths. 
Ser. Where, where? 

Ring. Vth' Corner. 

Toby. Is thy Candle blind too ? give me the Bottle, 

I can drink like a Fiſh now, like an Elephant. 

Sex. Here are the Corners, but here are no Cloaths; 

Yes, here is a Cuff. 

Wild. A Cuff? Give me the Candle, 

Cuffs wo' not cover me I ſmell the Knavery. (ton? 
Toby.Is'tcometo a Cuff? My whole Suit turned to a But- 
Wild Now am I as cold again as though 'twere Chriſt. 

Cold with my Fear, I'll never ring by the Kar more. (maſ:; 
Toby. My new Cloaths vaniſh'd ? 

Wild. All my new Cloaths, Toby. 
Ring. Here's none. | 
Toby. Not one of my Dragon's Wings left to adorn me, 

Have I muted all my Feathers ? (Candle; 
Wild. Cheated by the Ear; a Plot to put out tic 

I could be mad; my Chain, my Rings, the Gold, the Gold, 
Toby, The Cold, the Cold I cry, and I cry truly, 

Not one Sleeve, nor a Cape of a Cloak to warm me. 
Wild, W hat miſerable Fools were we ? | 
Toby. We had &en beſt, Gentlemen, 

Every Man chuſe his Rope again, and faſten it, 

And take a ſhort Turn to a better Fortune. 

To be Bawds to our Miſeries, and put our own Lights out? 
Wild. Prithee Sexton let's have a Fire at thy Houſe, 

A good Fire, we'll pay thee ſome wayfor't, I am Stone cold 
Sex. Alas, I pity you; come quickly, Gentlemen. 
Wild. Sure I ha? been in a Dream, I had no Miſtrels, 

Nor Gold, nor Cloaths, but am a ringing Raſcal. 
Toby. Fellows in Affliction, let's take Hands all; 

Now are we fit for Tumblers. | Kreum. 

Enter Lurcher and others, bringing in Algripe. 
Lur. So, fo, preſently his Sleep will leave him, 
And Wonder fieze upon him Tos 

id 'em within be ready. 

Fuſt. What Sour ds this? 
What horrid Din? What diſmal Place is this? 
] neyer ſaw before, and now behold it; 


<2 Ft 
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But by the half Lightof a Lamp, that burns here: 
My Spirits ſhake, tremble through my Body; 
| Help, help, : 
Enter two Furies, with black Tapers, 
Mercy protect me, my Soul quakes, 
aths; What dreadful Apparitions ! How I ſhudder! 

1, 2 Fur. Algripe. 

Juſt. What are you? 4 (miſſion 
ton? I Tur. We are Hell-hounds, Hell- hounds, that have Com- 
But- From the Prince of Darkneſs, 
bil. To fetch thy black Soul to him. 

14015 Fuſt. Am I not alive ſtill? 
1 Fur. Thou art, but we have brought thee Inſtruments 
Will quickly rid thy miſerable Life. Stab, 

2 Fur. Poiſon, 
| me, 1 Fur. Hang thy ſelf, this Choice is offer'd. 
dle; 2 Fur. Thou canſt not hope for Heay'n ; thy baſe Soul is 

tne WW Loſt to all Hope of Mercy. 
500d. 2 Fur. Quickly, quickly, 
The Torments cool. 2 
e. 1 Fir, And all thy Friends expect thee. 
Come with us to that Pir of endleſs Horror, 
Or we will force thee. 

Fuſt. Oh, oh, oh. 

i Fur, Groans are too late, ſooner the Raviſher, 
out? WW Whoſe Soul is hurl'd into eternal F roſt, 
iſe, N Stung with the Force of twenty thouſand Winters, 
old. To puniſh the Diſtempers of his Blood, 

Shall hope to get from thence, than thou avoid 
(5, The certainty of meeting Hell where he is. 
Shall Murderers be there for ever dying, 
; Their Souls ſhot through with Adders, torn on Engines, 
u. Dying as many Deaths for killing one, 
Could any Imagination number them, 
As there be Moments in Eternity: 
And ſhall that Juſtice ſpare thee, that haſt ſlain, 
Murder'd by thy Extortion, ſo many ? 
Juſt. Oh, oh. | : 
2 Fur. Do Execution quickly, or we'll carry thee alive 


into Hell. 
D 4 Juſt. 


But 
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. Gently, gentle Devils, do not force me 

To Kill my felt, nor do not you do't for me; 
Oh let me live, II make amends for all. 

1 Fur. tell us of thy Repentance? Perjur'd Villain, 
Pinch off his Fleſh, he mutt be whipr, ſalted and whipt. 

Fuſt. Oh Miſery of Miſeries! (him); ha! 

_=—_ ders, 1, 2.Tear his accurſed Limbs, to Hell with 

\ Miſch: ef on that Innocent Face, away. | Creep in. 

Enter Boy like an Angel. 

Boy. Valicious Furies, hence, choak not the Seeds 
Of hoiy Fenitcnce. 

Fuſt. This muſt be an Angel, 
How at his Preſence the Fiends crawl away? 
Here is ſome light of Mercy. 

Boy. Be thou wile, 
And entertain it, wretched, wretched Man ; 
What poor Defence hath all thy Wealth been to thee: 
What lays thy Conſcience now? 

Juſt. Be my good Angel, here I promiſe thee 
To become honeſt, and renounce all Villany 
Enjoin me any Penance, PII build Churches, 
A w_ City of Hoſpitals. 

Take heed, 

1 is no dallying, nor are theſe impos'd. 

Fuſt. Nameany thing within my Power, ſweet Angel; 
And if I do not faithfully perform it, 
Then whip me every Day, burn me each Minute, | 
Whole Years tovether Jer me freeze to Ificles, 

Boy. 1'thi number of thy foul Opprefſions, | 
Thou haſt uncone a faithful G. 'ntleman, 
By taking forteit of his Land. 

Fuſt. Voung Lurcher, | 
I do confets. 

Boy. He lives moſt miſerable, 
And in Deipair may hang or drown himſelf: 
Prevent his Ruin, or his Blood will be 
More Sin in thy Account; haſt thou forgotten 
He had a Siſter? 

Fuſt. 1 do wel] remember it. 


Boy. Couldſt thou for Mammon break tbyſolemn ooo 
a 
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Made once to that unhappy Maid, that weeps 


A thouſand Tears a day tor thy Unkindneſs, 
Was not thy Faith contracted, and thy Heart? 


lain, and couldit thou marry another? 
pt. J. But ſhe is dead, 
ha! And I will make true ſatisfaction. 


with Hoy. What do ] inſtance theſe, that haſt been falſe 
p in, To all the World. 
Jeſt. 1 know it, and will henceforth 
eds Practiſe Repentance z do not frown, ſweet Angel, 
| will reſtore all Mortgages, forſweur 
| Abominable Uſury, live chaſte; 
For | have been wanton in my Shroud, my Age; 
And if that poor innocent Maid, I fo abus'd, 
Be living, I will marry her, and ſpend 
My days to come religiouſly, 3p” in 
hee? Boy. I was commanded but a Meſſenzer 
To tell thee this, and reſcue thee from thoſe, 
Whoſe Malice would have dragg'd thee quick to Hell: 
If thou abuſe this Mercy, and repent not, 
Double Damnation will expect thee for it 
But if thy Lite be virtuous hereafter, 
A bleſſedneſs ſhall reward thy good Example; 
Thy fright hath much diſtracted thy weak Senſes, 
igel; Drink of this Viol, and renew thy Spirits, | 
TI ha' done my Office, think on't and be happy. 
Lur. So, ſo, he gapcs already, now he's faſt; 
Thou haſt acted rarely, but this is not all; 
Firſt, help to convey him out o'th' Vault. (Sir ? 
Boy. You will diſpenſe with me now, as you promis'd, 
Lur. We will make ſhift without thee, thou'ſt done well, 
By our Device this Bondage may ſcape Hell. [ Exit. 
Enter Lady, Nurſe, and Maria. 4 
Lady. Didſt think, Maria, this poor Outſide, and 
Diſſembling of thy Voice, could hide thee from 
A Mother's ſearching Eye, though roo much fear, 
Leſt thou wert not the ſame, might blind a Lover 
That thought thee dead too; oh my dear Maria, 
| hardly kept my Joys in from betraying thee: 
owl Welcome again to life, we ſhall find out 
Made The 
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The myſtery of thy Abſence; conceal 
Thy Perſon ſtill, for Algripe muſt not know thee; 
And exerciſe this pretty Dialect ; 
If there be any courſe in Law to free thee, 
Thou ſhalt not be ſo miſcrable; be ſilent, 
Good Nurſe. 
Nurſe. You ſhould not need to fear me, Madam, 
I do not love the uſuring Few fo well 
Beſide, *rwas my trick to diſguiſe her fo. 
Lady. Be not dejected, Mall. 
Mar. Your care may comfort me; 
Bur I deſpair of Happineſs : 
Heartlove, I dare not ſee him. 
Nurſe, We'll withdraw. 
Lur. I ſhall but grieve to ſee his Paſſions too, 
Since there's no volfibility to relieve him. ¶ Exeumt. 
Enter Frank Heartlove. 
Frank, The World's a Labyrinth, where unguided Men 
Walk up and down to find their wearinels ; 
No ſooner have we meaſured with much toil 
One crooked path with hope to gain our freedom, 
But it betrays us to a new Affliction; 
W hat a ſtrange mockery will Man become 
Shortly ro all the Creatures ? 
Oh Maria | 
If thou be'ſt dead, why does thy Shadow fright me? 
Sure 'tis becauſe I live; were I but certain 
To meer thee in one Grave, and that our Duſt 
Might have the Privilege to mix in ſilence, 
How quickly ſhould my Soul ſhake off this burthen! 
e Enter Boy. 
Thus far my Wiſhes have ſucceſs, I'll loſe 
No time: Sir, are not you call'd Mr. Heartlove ? 
Pardon my rudeneſs. FT Ek 
Han. What does that concern 
Thee, Boy, 'tis a Name cannot advantage thee, 
And I am weary on't. wp | 
Boy. Had you conceal d, 


Or ] forgot it, Sir, fo large were my Dircdi 
| irccti- 
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Directions, that you could not ſpeak this Language, 
| But | ſhould know you by your Sorrow. | 


Frank. Thou 
Wert well inform'd, it ſeems; well, what's your buſineſs ? 

Boy. I come to bring you comfort. 

Frank. Is Maria | 
Alive again? that's ſomewhat, and yet not 
Enough to make my Expectation rife, to 
Paſt half a Bleſſing; ſince we cannot meet 
| To make it up a full one; thou'rt miſtaken. 

Boy. When you have heard me, you'll think otherwiſe ; 
In vain I ſhould report Maria living : 
The comfort that I bring you, mull depend 
Upon her Death. 

Fank. Thou'rt a diſſembling Boy, 

Some one has ſent thee to mock me; though my anger 
Stoop not to puniſh thy green Years, unripe 
For Malice; did I know what Perſon ſent thee 
To tempt my Sorrow thus, I ſhould revenge it. 
Bay. Indeed I have no thought ſo uncharitable, 
Nor am I ſent to grieve you, let me ſuffer 
More Puniſhment than ever Poy deſerv'd, 
If you do find me falſe; I ſerve a Miſtreſs 
Would rather dye than play with your Misfortunes; 
Then good Sir hear me our, 

Frank. Who is your Miſtreſs? 

Boy. Before I name her, give me ſome Encouragement, 
That you receive her Meſſage ; She is one 
Thar 1s full acquainted with your miſery, * 
And can bring ſuch a portion of her Sorrow | 
In every Circumſtance ſo like your own, 

You'll love and pity her, and wiſh your Griefs 
Might marry one anothers. 

Frank. Thou art wild : 

Canſt thou bring comfort from ſo ſad a Creature? 
Her miſerable Story can at beſt, 
kut (well my Volume, large enough already. 

Boy. She was late belov'd, as you were, promis'd Faith, 
and Marriage ; and was worthy of a better 
Than he, that ſtole Maria's Heart. 


— 


Frank. 
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Frank. How's that ? 

Boy. Juſt as Maria dealt with your Affection, 
Did he that married her deal with my Miſtreſs ; 
When careleſs both of Honour and Religion, 
They cruelly gave away their Hearts to Strangers. 

Frank. Part of this truth I know, but pi ithee Boy 
Proceed to that thou cam'ſt for; thou didſt promiſe 
Something, thy Language cannot hitherto 
Encourage me to hope for. 

Boy. That I come to: 

My Miſtreſs thus unkindly dealt withal, | 
You may imagine, wanted no affliction; I 
And had, c'er this, wept her ſelf dry as Marble, | 


Had not your fortune come to her relief, | 

And twin to her own Sorrow, brought her comfort, A 
Frank. Could the condition of my Fate ſo equal, I 

Leſſen her Sufferings? | T 
Boy. I know not how If 


Companions in Grief ſometimes diminiſh 
And make the preſſure eaſie by degrees : 


She threw her troubles off, remembring yours, p 
And from her pity of your wrongs, there grew 1 
Affection to your Perſon thus increas d, T 
And with it, Confidence, that thoſe whom Nature pf 


Had made fo even in their weight of ſorrow, 

Could not but love as equally one another, 

Were things but well prepar'd; this gave her boldneſs 

To employ me thus far. 4 * 
Frank. A ſtrange Meſſage, Boy. 
Boy. If you incline to meet my Miſtreſs Love, 

It may beger your comforts ; befides that, 

lis ſome revenge, that you above their ſcorn 

And pride can laugh at them, whoſe Perjury 

Hath made you happy, and undone themſelves. 
Frank. Have you done, Boy ? 
Byy. Only this little more 

When you but ſee, and know my Miſtreſs well, 

You will forgive my tediouſneſs, ſhe's fair, 

Fair as Maria was. 


Frank, I'll hear no more, a 6. 
ore; 35 


39 
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Go fooliſh Boy, and tell thy fonder Miſtreſs 
She has no ſecond Faith to give away 


} And mine was given to Maria, though her Death 


Allow me freedom; ſee the Picture of her. | 
Enter Maria, and Nurſe. | 


F would give ten thouſand Empires for the Subſtance; | 


Yet for Maria's ſake, whole divine Figure / 
That rude Frame carries, I will love this Counterfeit 


| Above all the World, and had thy Miſtreſs had all 


The Grace and Bloſſom of her Sex; now ſhe 
Is gone, that was, walking, a ſpring of Beauty, 


| I would not look upon her. 


Boy. Sir, your pardon, 


I have but done a Meſſage, as becomes 


A Servant, nor did ſhe'on whoſe Commands 
| gladly waited, bid me urge her Love 
To your diſquiet, the would chide my diligence 
If I ſhould make you angry. 
Frank. Pretty Boy. 
Boy. Indeed I fear J have offended you; 
Pray if I have, enjoin me any Penance for it: 
have perform'd one Duty, and could as willingly, 
To purge my fault, and ſhew I ſuffer with you, 
Plead your cauſe to another. 
Frank. And I'll rake thee 
At thy word, Boy, thou haſt a moving Language, 
That pretty innocent Copy of aria | 
Is all I love, J know not how to ſpeak; 
Win her to think well of me, and I will 
Reward thee to thy wiſhes. 
Boy. I undertake © 
Nothing for gain, but ſince you have reſoly'd 
To love no other, FI} be faithful to you, 
And my Prophetick Thoughts bid me already 
day I ſhall proſper. | = 
Sr Thou wert ſent to bleſs me. 
. Pray give us opportunity. | 
Frank, A, ke 1 2 [ Exit. 
Nurſe. He's gone. 2 
Boy. With your fair leave, Miſtreſs. os 
Mar. 
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Mar. Have you buſineſs with her, pray you? 
Boy. I have a meſlage from a Gentleman, 
Pleaſe you vouchſafe your Ear more private. 
Nurſe. You ſhall have my abſence, Niece. [Exit 
Mar. Was the Sentleman afeard to declare his matten 
openly, here was no Bodies was not very honeſt, if her libe 
not her Errands the peter, was wiſt to keep her preathz 
to cool her Porridges, can tell her that now, for aul 
her private hearings and tawgings. | 
Boy. You may, if pleaſe you, find another Language, 
And with leſs pains be underſtood. 
Mar. W hat is her meaning ? 1. 
Boy. Come, pray ſpeak your on Engli/b. | 
Mar. Have Boys loſt her Ittsand Memories? bleſs us ault. 
Boy. I muſt be plain then, come, I know you are 
Maria, this thin vail cannot obſcure you: 
V1! tell the World you live, I have not loſt ye, 
Since firſt with Grief and Shame to be ſurprw d, 
A violent Trance took away ſhew of Life ; 
could diſcover by what Accident 
You were convey'd away by Midnight, in 
Your Coffin, could dechre the Place and Minute 
When you revivꝰ d, what you have done fince, as perfectly-+ 
Mar. Alas, I am betray'd to new Misfortunes. 
Biy. You are not; for my knowledge, I'll be dumb 
For ever, rather than be ſuch a Traitor; 
Indeed | pity you, and bring no thoughts, 
But full of Peace; calt home your modeſt Blood, 
Pale hath too long uſurp'd upon your Face; 
Think upon Love again, and the poſſeſſion 
Of full blown joys, now ready to ſalute you. 
Mar. Theſe words undo me more than my own Gris 
Boy. Iſee how Fear would play the Tyrant with you, 
Bur I'll remove Sufpicion; have you in 
Your Heart, an Entertainment for his Love Th 
To whom your Virgin Faith made the firſt Promiſe? 
Mar. If thou mean'ſt Heartlove,thou doſt wound me ſtill 
J have no Life without his Memory, 
Nor with it any hope to keep it long 
Thou ſeeſt I walk in darkneſs like a Thief, 


'That 


TY 
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That fears to ſee the World in his own ſhape, 
My very Shadow frights me, tis a death 

To live thus, and not look Day in the Face. 
Away, I know thee not. 

Boy, You ſhall hereafter know, and thank me, Lady, 
le Ill bring you a diſcharge at my next Viſit, 
Of all your fears; be content, fair Maria, 

Tis worth your wonder. 
Mar. Impoſſible. 
Boy. Be wile and ſilent, 
5 Wl Diets your ſelf, you ſhall be what you with. 
Mar. Do this, and be 
My better Angel. | 
le. Boy. All your cares on me. [ Exennt, 


— 


= 4 4 


ACT V GSR N 


Enter Lurcher and Boy. 


Lur. I Muſt applaud thy Diligence. 
5 Boy. It had been nothing 
) T6 have left him in the Porch; I call'd his Servants, 
» Wich wonders they acknowledg'd him, I pretended 
It was ſome Spice ſure of the falling Sicknels, 
And that *twas Charity to bring him home; 
They rub'd and chat'd him, ply'd him with Strong-water, 
Still he was ſenſeleſs, clamours could not wake him 
| wiſh'd 'em then get him to Bed, they did ſo, 
And almoſt ſmothe:'d him with Rugs and Pillows; 
, And ' cauſe they ſhould have no Cauſe to ſuſpect me, 
| watch'd them 'till he waked. 0 
Lur, Twas excellent. 
| Boy. When his time came to yawn, and ſtretch himſelf, 
| bid 'em not be haſty to diſcover | 
will, How he was brought home; his Eyes fully open, 
With trembling he began to call his Servants, 
And told em he had ſeen ſtrange Viſions, | 
That ſhould conyert him from his Heathen courſes 1 "OK 
ey 
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They wondred, and were filent ; there he preach'd 
How ſweet the Air of a contented Conſcience : 
Smelt in his Noſe now, ask'd *em all forgiveneſs 

For their hard Paſture ſince they liv'd with him; 

Bid em believe, and fetch out the cold Surloin, 
Pierce the Strong Beer, and let the Neighbours joy in't: 
The conceal'd Mus):adine ſhould now lie open 

To every Mouth; that he would give to th' Poor, 
And mend their Wages; that his Doors ſhould be 


Open to every miſcr.ble Suitor. | 
Lur. What ſaid his Servants then? q 
Boy. They durſt not ſpeak, } 
But bleſt themſelves, and the ſtrange means that had Eve 
Made him a Chriſtian: In this over-joy | I 
FT took my leave, and bad 'em ſay their Prayers, I an 
And humour him, leſt he turn'd Few again. I 
Lr. Enough, enough. Who's this? | 
Enter Toby. 5 


Tis one of my Ringers; ſtand cloſe, my Lady's Coachman, 
Toby. Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat. 
Would I were at rack and manger among my Horſes; 
We have divided the Sexton's | 
Houſho d- ſtuff among us, one has the Rug, and he's 
Turn'd Ir;h,and another has a Blanket, and he muſt beg in't, 
The Shecrs ſerve another for a Frock, and with the Bet- 
cord | 
He may paſs fora Porter, nothing but the Mat wouldfall 
To my ſhare, which with the help of a Tune, anda 
Haſſock | 
Out o'th* Church, may diſguiſe me till I get home; 
A pox o' Bell-ringing by the Ear, if any Man take me 
At it again, let him pull mine to the Pillory : I could wiſh Wi 
I had loſt mine Ears, ſo I had my Cloaths again : . 
The Weather wo'not allow this faſhion, 
I do look for an Ague beſides. a 
Zur. How the Raſcal ſhakes? 
Toby. Here are company : 
Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mar, | 
A Haſlock for your Feet, or a Piſs clean and ſweet i 
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Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat: 
Ringing I renounce thee, Pll never come to Church more. 

Lur. You with a Mat. 0 

Toby. I am c , hr. in? 
If any one ſhould offer to buy my Mat, what a Caſe were 
oh that I were in my Oat- tub with a Horſe- Loaf, 
Something to hearten me:: 2 2 
dare not hear m;; 

a Mat. 


Buy a Mat for a Bed, buy 
Lur. He's deaf, It ie 2ULO: * 
Toby. Jam glad I am: Buy a Mat for a Bed; 
Lur. How the Raſcal ſwears? What a Pickle he's in? 
Every Street he goes through will be a new Torment. 
Toby. If ever I meet at Mignight more a jangling: 
I am cold, and yet I drop; buy a Mat for a Bed, buy a Mat. 
Luar. He has puniſnment enough. | Exit Toby. 
Duter Wildbrain. 8 
Who's this? my tother Vouth? he is turn'd Bear. 
Wild. I am half afraid of my ſelf: This poor ſhiſt 
got o'th' Sexton, to convey me handſomelli 
To ſome Harbour, the Wench will hardly know me; 
They'll take me for ſome Watchman o'th' Pariſh; 
Lha' ne'er a Penny left, me, that's one Comfort; 


ſs k 


x 


01 And Ringing has begot a monſtrous Stomach, 
nd that's another Miſchief: I were beſt go home, 

el o. every thing will ſcorn me in this Habit. 

ad: Neſdes, Tam ſo full of theſe young Bell Ringers; 


f I get in a Doors, not the Pow r o'th' Country, 
* | cu ſhall diſembo gan: * 
Bi come hither um, tis he 

nel preſently, Exit Servant. 

Mild. Iam betray'd to one that will eternallylaugh at me, 

Three of theſe Rogues will jeer a Horſe to Death. 

Lo. Tis Mr. Wildbrain ſure, and yet methinks 

8 Faſhion's ſtrangely altered; Sirrab, Watchman, © 

ou Rugamuffin, turn you louzy Bear's Skin: 

du with the Bed-rid Bill. 

Vol. VI. — | There's 


1902 The Night Walker: or, 


Wild. H'as found me ut, 
There's no avoiding him; I bad rather now | 
Be arraign'd at Newgate for a Robbe vv 
Than anſwer to his Articles: Your au, sr, Mo 
Jam in haſte. 1% D N 

Lur. Nay, then 1 wil abe bend wi' ye; 
A Watchman, and aſham'd to ſnhew his Coumcnance; M 
His Face of Authority ? I have ſeen that Ply er Gi 
Were you never in Priſon for pilfering? 16% 1e | 


* 
Tel 


Wild. How the Rogue worries me. en Ur 
Lur. Why may not this 1 n Tc 
Be the Villain robb'd my. Houſe laſt! Night, Di 


And walks diſguisd in this: nh; 919% 1121 # 
Arm'd with a Tun ol kon? 1 way er Do. 

| Beforc a Magiſtrate. 6 9 . . 
Mild. What will become of we? | I awd 
Lur. What art thou? ſpeak, 


Mild. am the wandrin ing few ey 0 your Worſhip . 

Lin. By your leave Rabbi, I will go you PR: Wil 
A ae: yelept Brillewel, where vou, No 
Under CorreCtion, may reſt yout ſelf 070 She 
You have brought a ill ard you, chere be Dop Al 
To firk fuch rupg'd Curs,'V hips Ne why 7 
Indeed. he 


Wild. Bells. io. a 1, ee et eee 
enen dene 
Wild. I muft be known, a8 good at Huſt ne er ny 
But do not anger me too impudently, ©. a! nne 
The Rabbi will be mov then. (4-8 7 28 "EY 


, Lur. How? Jack Wil rain? L 9 * un V0 11-8; 1 
What time o'th' Moon, Man, ha? Sec "Blk 1 * 
Haſt in thy Brains? 4 e's 


©" Wild.” No more Beis n: ne 7 
No moe Bells, they fin dere ” 

Lur. Why where's the Weneh, xy YR chat be I, 
The unexpected Happineſs ? Where's that, Fa ack? (thes * 
Where are thy golden Days? * 

Wild. It was his Trick, as fare as Lam burn, ; Ln 


But how to be reveng d * 
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"Re Fie, ſie, Fack, "4s 
Marry a Watchman's Widow i in th jo — 
With a Revenue of old Iron and a Rug? l 
Is this the Paragon, the dainty Piece, 
The delicate divine Rogue? 
| Wild. Tis enough, lam undone, - 
ce) WY Mark'd for a b and ſo leave ping, 
mi Give me my Bill. 
1 Lur. You got mk. your Tailor's, 1 
Unleſs you had better Linings; it may be, - 
To avoid Suſpicion, you are going ch 8 
Diſguis d to your fair Miftrels. 4 
Mild. Mock no further, 1 * 
Or as I live, I'll lay my Bill. ks Pate, | 
ru take a Watchman's Fury into m Fingers, 
To ba no Judgment to diſtinguiſh Perf erſons, | -; 
W thee down. i 
(hi Come, I ha' done, and now 
1 Will ſpeak ſome Comfort to thee, 1 will lead chee 
Now to my Miſtreſs hitherto conceal'd ; 
She ſhall ta take Pity on thee. too, ſhe loves 
A handſome 3 thy Miſery invites me 
To do thee good, Ill not wh 3 e 
Her Beauty ſhall commend it ſelſ; but do not, 
When l have brought you into Grace, ſupplant me. 
Wild. Art thou in carneft ? by this cold 4 vin 
Le. No Oaths, I am not coſtive; here ſhe comes. 


Enter Miſtreſs. 
Sweetheart, IL have brought a Gentleman, 
A Friend of mine, to be acquainted with you, 
He's other than he ſeems; why d'ye ſtare thus? 
Miſt. O Sir, forgive me, L have done ye wrong. 
* — s the Matter? didit ever foe her afore, 
ac 
2 Prithee do what thou wot wi me, if thou haſt 
A Mind, hang me up quickly. 
Lur, Never e Il give thee my ſhare rather, 
E 2 — Take 
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Take her, I hope ſhe loves thee ar firſt Sight, 

She has Petticoats will patch thee up a Suit; 

I refign all, only I'll keep theſe Tiifles, -- 

I took ſome Pains for em, I take it, Fack; | 

What think you, Pink of Beauty? Come, let me 

Counſel you both to marry, ſhe has a Trade, 

If you have Audacity to hook in Gameſters: 
Let's ha' a Wedding, you will be wondrous rich; 
For ſhe is impudent, and thou art miſerable; 

*T will be a rate'March; ng... - 
Aiſt. As you are a Man, forgive me, 1'll redeem all 
Zur. You wo'not to this Geer of Marriage then? 
Wild. No, no, I thank you Tom, I can watch for 

A Groat a Night, and be every Gentleman's Fellow. 
Lur. Riſe and be good, keep home, and attend you 4 

Buſineſs. | * AJ A0 
my Thou haſt done't to purpoſe, give me thy Hand 

Shall we be Friends? Thou ſee'ſt what State I am in, 

Fil undertake this Penance to my Aunt, 

Juſt as | am, and openly:'I'll go; 

Where, it 1 be receiv'd again fer currant, 76 U 

And Fortune ſmile once more (ie Jack. 
Lur. Nay, nay, I'm ſatisfy'd, ſo farewel, honeſt low- 
Wild. J eannot help it, Tome Men meet with firange 

Deſtinies. e 

If things go right thou may'ſt be hang d, and I 

May live to ſee't, and purchaſe thy Apparel; 

So farewel Tom. Commend me to thy Polcat. [Ex 


- | Enter Lady, Nurſe and Servant. . 


Lach. Now that I have my Counſel ready, and m 
The Judges all inform'd of the Abuſes; (Cauſe ripe; 
Now that he ſhould be gone. 

Nurſe. No Man knows whither, Fran 
And yet they talk he went forth with a Conſtable I La, 
That told him of ſtrange Buſineſs, that would bring bim Fran 
Mony and Lands, and Heay'n knows what; but = " 
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ive ſearch'd, and cannot find out ſuch an Officer: 
ind as a Secret, Madam, they told your Man 
Nicbolas, whom you ſent thither as a Spy, 
WT hey had a ſhrewd ſuſpicion twas the Devil 
W'ch' likeneſs of a Conſtable, that has tempted him 
zy this time to ſtrange things; there have beon Men g 
\s rich as he, have met convenient Rivers, 
\nd ſo forth; many Trees have born ſtrange Fruits: 
Dye think he has not hang'd himſelf ? | 
| Lady. If he be hang'd, who has his Goods ? 
S Nurſe. They are forfeited, they fay. 
Lady. He has hang'd himſelf for certain then, 
Dnly to cozen me of my Girl's Portion. # 
Nurſe. Very likely. | 
Lach. Or did not the Conſtable carry him to ſome Priſon? | 
_ They thought on that tov, and ſearch'd every | 
where. f | 
Lady. He may be cloſe for Treaſon, perhaps executed. 
s Nuſe. Nay, they did look among the Quarters too, 
ind muſtered all the Bridge-Houſe for his Night- cap. 


Enter Servant. | 


al 


dr. Madam, here is the Gentleman again. 
” Lady. What Gentleman? 85 
an Ser, He that lov'd my young Miſtreſs. 


Lady. Alas, 'tis Heartlove, twill but feed his Melancholy 
Lo let him ſee Maria, ſince we dare not +! 
let tell the World ſhe lives; and certainly, 

Did not the violence of his Paſſion blind him, 
e would ſee paſt her borrowed Tongue and Habit. 


Ext, Nurſe, Pleaſe you entertain him awhile, Madam, 
l caſt about for ſomething with your Daughter. 
1 my Lady. Do what thou wo't; pray Mr. Heartlove enter. 
ripe [Exeunt Servant and Nurſe ſeverally. 
Enter Frank Heartlove. | 1191 
Hank. Madam, I come to ask your gentle Pardon. 
ch. Pardon, for what? you ne'er offended me, © 
bim Frank. Yes, if ye be the Mother of Maria. 5 
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Lady. 1 was her Mother, but that word is cancell'd, : 
And buried with her in that very minute v 
Her Soul fled from her; we loſt both our Names 0 
Of Mother and of Daughter. 1 

Frank. Alas, Madam : 0 
If your Relation did conſiſt but in 
Thoſe naked terms, I had a Title nearer, 0 
Since Love unites more than the tie of Blood; T 
No matter for the empty Voice of Mother, N 
Your Nature ſtill is Jett, which in her abſence. 

Muſt love Maria, and not ſee her Aſhes | T1 

And Memory polluted. . Sire ol = I 
Lady. You amaze me; by n Li 
Frank. By me, I am the vile Profaner. _ By 
Lady. Why do you ſpeak thus indiſcrcetly, Sir? * 

You ever honour'd her. w_ IF 
Frank. I did live, ie. 

But ſince ſhe died, I ha' been a Villain to her. 80 
Lady. I do deſeech you ſay not ſo; all this Wy. 

Is 2 to make me know how much I ſinn'd, Fo 

In forcing her to marry, 7 
Frank. Do not mock me, "WM. 

I charge you by the Virgin you have wept for; | W 

For I have done an impious act againſt ber, 1 PI 

A deed able to fright her from her ſleep, - | 

And through her Marble, ought to be reveng' 3 

A wickedneſs, that if 1 ſhould be filent, -- 

You as a Witneſs muſt aceuſe me fort. | 1 
Lady. Was | a Witneſs? - UN rn 
Frank. Yes, you knew I lo! ur 

Maria once; or grant, you did but ab . Tp Ikr 

By what I ba- profeſs'd, or ſhe has told you, One 

Was't not a fault unpardonable in me, A 

When I ſhould drop my Fears upon der Grave, Go 

Yes, and proof ſufficient. . 2 She 
Lady. To what? As i 
— That I, forgetful of my Fame and Vows . And 


Tofair Maria, &er the Worm could pierce 
Her tender Shroud, bra chang' d her for another; 


10 
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Did you not bluſh to ſee me turn a Rebel? 
So ſoon to court a Shadow, a ſtrange thing, 
Without a Name? Did you not curſe my levity, 
Or think upon her Death with the leſs ſorrow, 
That ſhe had ſcap'd a Puniſhment more killing, - ; 
Oh how I ſhame to think on't. 5 
Lady, Sir, in my | | 
Opinion, *rwas an Argument of Love | | 
To your Maria, for whole ſake you could 
Affe ct one that but carried her ſmall likeneſs. 
Frank, No more, you are too charitable, but 
know my guilt, and will from henceforth never 
Change words with that ſtrange Maid, whoſe innocent 
Like your Maria's won ſo late upon me: Face 
My Paſſions are corrected, and I can H 
Look on her now, and Woman- kind, without 
Love in a thought; tis thus, I came to tell you, 
If after this acknowledgment, you'll be 
So kind to ſhew me in what ſilent Grave 
You have diſpos'd your Daughter, I will ak 
Forgiveneſs of all her Duſt, and never leave, 
Till with a loud Confeſſion of my Shame. 
I wake her Ghoſt, and'that pronounce my Pardon: 
Will you deny this favour? then farewell, 
u never ſee you more? Hat. n 
Enter Nu ſe, Maria in her own Apparel ; after ſome 
| ſhew of wonder, Heartlove goes; towards ber. 
Lady. Be not deluded, Sit, upon my Life 
This is the Soul whom you but thought Maria 
In my Daughter's Habit; what did you mean, Nurſe? 
knew ſhe would but cozen you, is the'hot like now? 
One Dew unto another is not neareerrr 
Nurſe. She thinks ſhe is a Gentle woman; 
And that Imagination has ſo taben her, 
She ſcorns to ſpeak; how handſomly ſtie carries it, 
As if ſhe were a well⸗bred thing; her Body? 
And I warrant you; Wat lbok sss 
5.1 | 


E 4 Lady. 
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Lady. Pray be not fooliſh. 
- Bank I diſturb no Body, f peak but half a word 
And | am fatisfied ; but what a that? 
VI! (wear 'tis ſne. 
Lady. But do not, I deleoch you; 
For truſt me, Sir, you know not what I know. 
Frank. Peace then, 
And let me pray; the holds up her hands with me. 
Lady. This will betray all. 
Frank..Love ever honour'd, 
And ever young, thou Sovereign of all Hearts, 
Of all our Sorrows the ſweet eaſe. L Weeps nom, 
Does ſhe ſtill cozen me? 
Nurſe. Vou will ſee anon; 
Twas her deſire, expect the iſſue, Madam. 
Frank. My Soul's bo big, I cannot pray z tis ſhe, 
I will go nearer. 


Enter Algripe, Lurcher, and Boy. 


Nurſe. Here's Mir. Algripe, and other Strangers, Madam, 

Alg Here, good Lady, 
Upon my — Lask = Worſhip's Pardon; 
Here's the whole Sum I 2 with thy fair Daughter; 
Would ſhe were living, I might have her peace too, 
And yield her up again to her old liberty: 
I had a Wife before, and could not marry; 
My Penance ſhall be, on that Man that honour 
To confer ſome Land. 

Lady. This is incredible. 

Alg. Tis truth. 

Lur. Do you know me, Sir? 

Alg. Ha, the Gentleman I deceiv id. 

Lur. My Name is Lare bor. 
Ak. *Shar have thy Mortgage. 

Lu. Tha? that already, no matter for the Deed 
If you releaſe it. 

Ale In do't before th) 


'd her 


witneſz; 


But where's thy Siſter? if ſhe live l am happy, 2 
I co 


. 
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I conceal our Contract, which was | 


Stolen from me with the Evidence of this Land. 8 | 
The Bey goes to Maria, and gives her a Paper; ſhe won- 
27 and ſmiles upon Heartlove; he ard ap- 


oaches ber : afterward ſhe ſhews it ber Mor 
Jer then gives it to Heartlove. | 


Nurſe. Your Daughter ſmiles. 
Lur. | hope ſhe lives, but where, I cannot tell, Sir. 
Boy. Even here, and pleaſe you, Sir. 
Ale. How? | 
Boy. Nay, tis ſhe; 
To work thy fair way, I preſerved you, Brother, 
That would have loſt me willingly, and ſerv'd ye 
Thus like a Boy; I ſerv* _ faithfully, 
And caſt your Plots to preſerve your Credit ; 
Your foul ones I diverted to fair uſes . 
So far as you would hearken to my Counſel; 
That all the World may know how much you owe me. 
Ale. Welcome entirely, welcome my dear Alathe, 
And when I loſe thee again, Bleſſing forſake me: 
Nay, let me kiſs thee in theſe Cloaths. 11594 1 
And I roo, | (tle Thief 
And bleſs the time I had ſo wiſe aSiſter : Wert thou the lit- 
Boy. I ſtole the Contract, I muſt confeſs, 
And kept it to my ſelf, it moſt concern'd me. 
Frank. Contracted? this 3 his After - Marriage. 
Mar. Dare you give this Hand 
To this young Gentleman? my Heart goes with it. 
Als. Maria alive] how my Heart's exalted! tis my duty; 
Take her, Frank Heartlove, take her; and all Joys 
With her; beſides ſome Lands to advance her Jointure. 
Lady. What have is your own, and bleſſings crown ye. 
Frank. Give me room, Farmsen 
And freſh Air to conſider, Gentlemen, 
My hopes are too high. # 
Mar. Be more temperate, 
Or I'll be Welſ again. 
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Ale. A Day of wonder. "* 
* Lady, your Love, I ha * my puller gal 
A time, when my much ſuffering made me hate as 
And to that end I did m * to croſs you 


And fearing you were I ftale your Coffin; | 
Thar you might never more uſurp my Office: \ } 
Many more knacks I did, which at the WIR | } 
Shll be told of as harmleſs Tales. 7 
It | bor, within * 


Enter Wildbrain. .. 
Wild. Hollow your Throats ons, I am at x home, 
If you can roar me out again | 
Lady. What thing is this? 6 5 
Li. A continent of Fleas: room for the em ; 
Make room afare there; your Kinſman, Madam. 
Lady, My Kinſman? let me wonder! 
Wi 11 Do, and I'lI'wonder too to ſee this — 
At peace one with another; tis not worth 2 0 
Your admiration, I Was never dead yet; 5 
You're merry Aunt, I ſee, and all your Company: 
If ye be not, Fl: fool up, and provoke ye; dv / bn 
I will do any thing to get your love again» n 
TH forſwear Midnight, Taverns and Temptmions. 
Give good Example to your Grooms, the Maids 
Shall go to Bed, and take their reſt this Vear; 
None ſhall appear with Blifters in their Bellies. 
Lur. And when you will fool again, you wen goRing 
Wild. Madam, have mer. 
Lady. Your Submiſſion, Sir. 
1 gladly take; we will!! R. 
Enquire the teaſon of this Habit Aber eus. 113d 24 
No you are n W _ we CIT 
Where's Toby? -. i ve 
Where's the Coachman? %% 94102. ..4 18 
Nurſe. He's a-bed, Madam 
And has an Ague, he fass. % 
Lier. Vil be his Phyſiciaa mn. 
Lady. We muſt afbor then. g SN 2g 7727 
Fog E'er the Prieſt ha? done, 


the Little Thief. 2911 
Ly ſhall wait upon you with his Coach, e 

and make your Flanders Mares dance back again we' ye, ] 
warrant you, Madam, you are mortified, | 

our Suit ſhall be granted too. 

| Wild, Make, make room afore thee. 

Lady. Home forward with glad Hearts, home, Child. 
Mar. | wait you. 

Frank. On joyfully, the Cure of all our Grief, 

Fi; owing to this pretty little Thick, [Exeunt omnes. 
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PROLOGUE 


Allies, to you, inwhoſe Defence and Right 
Naacher bene Muſe prepar d her {elf 
to fght | 

A Battel without Blood, 'twas well fought to 
(The Victory s Yours, though got with mic h ado, 
We do preſent this Comedy, in -whicn 

A. Rivulet of pre. Wit fou flrong and vid 
Io Fancy, +. == 2 pb, that may 
Add Grace and Ornament to a merry Play. 
Which this may prove. Tet not to go too far 
In Promiſes from this our Female War, 

We do intreat the angry Men would not 


Expett the #fgres of a ſubtie lo, 
Set S pete hen High Expreſſiows, am what's worſe 
In a true Comedy, politick Diſcourſe. 

The end we aim at, is to make you Sport ; 
Tet neither gall the City, ner the Court. 
Hear, and obſerve his Comick $ train, and when 
Fare fick of - Melancholy, feet again. 

'Tis no dear Phyfick,. fuae ill quit the Coft 
Or his Intentions, with our Pains, are loſt. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Oroſo, an old rich doating Citizen, Suitn 
to Livia. 1 
Sophocles, 5 Two Gentlemen, Friends to Petruchio 


Tranio, | 

Petruchio, An Italian Gentleman, Husband ti 
Maria. 

Rowland, A young Gentlewoman, in Love with 
Livia, | 4-1 

Petronius, Father to Maria and Livia. 


Ledro d Tio witty Servants to Petruchio. 


Doctor. 
Apothecary. 
Watchmen. 


Porters. 


WOMEN. 


9 7 two Maſculint 


Maria, 4 chaſte witty Lady, 
Livia, Miſtreſs to Rowland, — " ers of Þ ; * 


Biancha, Their Couſin, and Commander in chief. Ply 
City Wives, 2 To the Relief of the Ladies, I Nies; 
Country Wives, which two were drunk. Spl 


Maids. Go: pl 
SCENE LONDON Mr 
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The. 7 i 7 am id. 


A COTE SCENE I 


Enter Moroſo, Sophocles, and Tranio, with | 
SAME, as from a Wedding. 


1 ROS O 
8 J ep give em Joy. 21:9 779 


— Amen. p oy (a >, 
Amen, A Novi enc 
be Pudding's — i'th* «| (Wen poor 
Through — a Mine of Patience mutt 

thou work | 
er thou know'ſt good He more? 
Tra, Tis too true: Certain, | 
thinks her Father has dealt harſhly with her, 
cceeding harſhly, and not like a Father, * 
0 match her to this Dragon; 1 proteſt ON 
pity the poor Gentle woman. 75 A422 
Mor. Methinks now, it 
es not ſo terrible as People think bim. 20 
Spb. This old Thief flatters, out of meer Devotion; 
0 pleaſe the Father for his ſecond. Da | 
Tra, But ſhall he have her? N 
Ves, when I have Rome. 
nd yet the Father's for him. 
Vor. VI. F. 
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Mor. LIl aſſure ye, 

I hold him a good Man. 

b. Yes, ture a wealthy, 

But whether a good Woman's Man is doubtful, 
Tra, Would 'twere no worſes | 
Mor. What though his other Wife, 

Out of her moſt abundant ſoberneſs, 

Out of her daily Hue and Cries upon bim, 

(For ſure ſhe was a Rebel) turn'd his Temper, 

And forc'd him blow as high as ſhe; Does't follow 

He muſt retain that long fince bard Tempel, 

To this ſoft Maid ? 

Soph. ] fear it. 

Tra. So dol too: 

And fo far, that if God had made me Woman, z 

And his Wife that muſt be- 
Mor. What would you de, Sir? 

Tra. I would learn to eat Coals with an angry y Cat 

And ſpit fire at him: I would, to prevent | 

Do all the ramping, roaring Tricks, a W hore 


Being drunk, and tumbling fipe, would tremble 25 4 
There is no laſety elſe, 155 ei Wind r 


To be a Wife, and his. Dan 1 TX | 
Spb. So I ſhould think too. W Re be of 
Tra. For yet the bare remembrance of bitte WA le | 

(tell ye on my Knowledge, and a Truth tho) 

Will make him ſtart in's fleep, and very often 

Cry out for Cudgels, Coleſtaves, any thing 

Hiding his Breeches, out of fear her Ghoſt 

Should walk, and wear em yet. Since his firſt Marrigh 

He is no more che ſtill muse 

Than I am Babylom. 

| » Soph. He's a good F ellow, 

And on my word I love him; but to think 

A fit match for this tender Soul ——- 

Ta. His very frown, ifſhe but ſay her Prayers 

Louder than Men talk Treaſon, makes him Tinder 5 

The motion of a Dial, when he's teſty, 

Is the fame trouble to him as a Water- work; 

She muſt do nothing of her felf, not eat, Dat 


_ 


wy * 
arenen, Ch. = 


2 
AS ayaw »Þ 


— 


the Tamer tam'd. 2.949 
Drink, lay Sir, how do ye? make her ready, unteady, 
| nleſs he bid her. 
Hob. He will bury her, 
en Pound to twenty Shillings, within theſe three Weeks, 
Tra. P'll be your half. 
Enter Jaques with 4 Pot of Wine. 
Mor. He loves her moſt extream| 
and ſo long 'twill be Honey-moon. Now Jagues, 
You arg a buſie Man I am ute. 
| 7ag. Mi certain, 


. * ag mult have Eggs. 
ot yet this ren Days. 


2 Sweet Gentlemen with Muskadel. 
Tra. That's ri © rank 
Mor. This Fel 5 broods his Maſter ; feed 22 
Soph. We ſhall be for you preſendy. | 
Jag. Your Worſhips 
Shall * it rich and neat, and ꝙꝰ my Conſcience 
s welcome as our Lach day: Oh my old Sir, 
hen ſhall we fee your orſhip run at Ring? 
That hour, a ſtanding were worth Mony. 
. dre Hale 8 Miſtreſs, 
n my little Honeſty, your N 
1 —3 _ Spee 7 think _ 
his ſingle . of a Fiddle, 
Vithout a Bow, but even poor ſport. 


Mor, You're-merry. (big. | 

Jag. Would 1 were wiſe too, fo God bleſs your of 

Ira. The Fellow tells gm ons [Exit Jaq. 
20h Spb. When is the da 


Mme, come, you'll teil Ma a Mariage 

| Mor. Nay, believe me: 

Put We. her Father pleaſes, I am *. 

wal my Friends hall know ic. | 

| hy not now ? * 
dre pak. had ſerv'd for both. 

- There's reaſon in't. 

Sph. Call'd Rowland 

8 Will ye walk? 

* U think we are loſt: Come Gentlemen. 


FJ Tra. 


rift 
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Tra. You have wip'd him now. | 
Soph. So will he never the Wench, I hope. 
Tra, I with it. [ Exeunt 


-S{C-EN-EndL 


Enter Rowland and Livia. 

Row. Now Livia, if you'll go away to Night, 
If your Affections be not made of Words. 

Liv. I love you, and you know how dearly Rowland, 
Is there none near us? My Affections ever 
Have been your Servants, with what Superſtition 
I have ever Sainted you— 

Row. Why then take this way. | 

Liv. Twill be a childiſh, and a leſs proſperous Courſe, 
Than his that knows not Care; why ſhould we do 
Our honeſt and our hearty love ſuch wrong, 

To over-run our Fortunes? tt (ih 

Row. Then you flatter. 

Liv. Alas, you know I cannot. 

Row. What hope's left elſe 
But flying, to enjoy ye? 

r 
For let it be admitted, we have time, 
And all things now in other ExpeCtation, 
My Fathcr's bent againſt us; what but Ruin, 
Can ſuch a by-way bring us? If your fears | 
Would let you look with my Eyes, I would ſhew you, 
And certain, how our ſtaying here would win us 
A Courſe, though ſome what longer, yet far ſurer. 

Row, And then Moraſo Was ye. 

Liv. No ſuch matter; 1 r 
For hold this certain, Begging, Stealing, Whoring, 
Selling (which is a Sin unpardon able) 

Of counterfeit Cods, or muſty Englifh Croacus; 
Switches, or Stones for th' Tooth-ach, ſooner finds me, 
Than that drawn Fox, Moroſy, ' 0 © 

| Row. But his Mony, Fn wrath 
If Wealth may win you——— 
Liv. If a 'Hogimpay-be': ah OOO ; 
High-Prieft among the Jew ? His Mony, Rowland* 


Ot 


mt, 


Us 
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Oh Love forgive me, what Faith haſt thou? 
Why, can his Mony kiſs me? | 
Row, Les. / 
Liv. Behind, 
Laid out upon a Petticoat; or graſpe me 
While | cry, Oh good thank you? O' my Troth 
Thou mak*ft me merry with thy fear: Or lie with me, 
As you may do? Alas, what fools you Men are? 
His mouldy Mony? Half a dozen Riders, 
That cannot fit, but ſtampt faſt to their Saddles ? 
No Rowland, no Man ſhall make uſe of me; 
My Beauty was born free, and free I'll give it 
To him that loves, not buys me. You yet doubt me. 
Row, | cannot ſay I doubt ye. 
Liv. Go thy ways, 
Thou art the pretticſt puling piece of Paſſion - 
[faith I will not fail thee. 
Row. had rather 
Liv. Prethee believe me, if I do not carry it, 
For both our goods 
Row. But 
Liv. What but? 
Row, T would tell you. 
Liv, I know all you can tell me, all's but this, 
You wou'd have me, and lie with me; is't not ſo? 
. Yes. 
Lw. Why you ſhall, will that content you? Go. 
kom. Jam very loath to go. 
| Enter Biancha and Maria. 
Liv. Now o my Conſcience 
Thou art an honeſt Fellow, here's my Siſter ; 
by, prethee go; this Kiſs, and credit me, 
ber am three Nights older, I am for thee: 
Lou ſhall hear what I do. 
rewel, 
km, Farewel. [Exit Rowland. 
Liv. Alas poor Fool, how it looks? | 
t would ev'n hang ir ſelf, ſhould I but croſs it. 


tor pure Love to the matter I muſt hatch it. 


Bia. Nay, never look for merry hour, Maria, 
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If now you make it not; let not your Bluſhes, 

Your Modeſty, and tendernefs of Spirit, 

Make you continual Anvile to his Anger: 

' Believe me, ſince his firſt Wife ſet him going, 
Nothing can bind his Rage: Take your own Council, 

You ſhall not ſay thar I perſwaded you. 

But if you ſuffer him 


Mar. Stay, ſhall I do it? Or 
Bia. Have you a Stomach to't? Or 
Mar, | never ſhew'd it. 35200 Pa 
Bia. 'Twill ſhew the rarer and the ſtronger in you. Th 
But do not fay I urg'd you. My 
Mar: I am perfect, 1 
Like Gurtius, to redeem my Country, I have F 
Leap'd into this gulph of Marriage, and PII do it. 1 
Farewel all poorer Thoughts, but Spight and Anger, 4 
Till I have wrought a Miracle. Now Couſin, [ 
I am no more the gentle, tame Maria; | fe 
Miſtake me not, 1 have a new Soul in me Die 
Made of a North- wind, nothing but Tempeſt; l 
And like a Tempeſt ſhall it make all Ruin, Proc 
Till I have run my Will out. Mut 
Bia. This is brave now, be n 
If you continue it, but your own Will lead you. Here 
Mar. Adieu all Tenderneſs, I dare continue; Li 
Maids that are made of Fears, and modeſt Bluſhes, 'Tis 
View me, and love Example. &. Tot 


Bia. Here is your Siſter, . 
Mar. Here is the brave old Man's Love. : 
Bia. That loves the young Man. (Heart is 


Mar. Ay, and hold thee there Wench : What a grief of Nor 
When Paphos Revels ſhould rowae up old Night, AM. 
To ſweat againſt a Cork, to lie and tell Give 
The Clock o'th' Lungs, to riſe ſport ſtary'd? Ur be 

Liv. Dear, Siſter, Tul! 
Where have you been, you talk thus? ind 1 

Mar. Why at Church, Wench Ur ay 
Where Fam ty'd to talk thus: Fam a Wife now. Thou 

Lid. It ſeems ſo, and a medeſt. Wo nd n 


of of 
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When thou art married once, thy Modeſty 
Will never buy thee Pins. = 

Liv. Blels me. 

Mar. From what? 

Bia. From ſuch a tame Fool as our Couſin Livia? 

Liv. You are not mad. 

Mar. Yes Wench, and ſo muſt you be, 

Or none of our acquaintance; mark me, Livia; 
Or indeed fit for our Sex: Tis Bed time. 

Pardon me yellow Hymen, that I mean 

Thine Offerings to protract, or to keep faſting 
My valiant Bridegroom. 

Liv. Whither will this Woman? 

Bia, You may perceive her end. 

Liv, Or rather fear it. 

Mar. Dare you be Partner in't? 

Liv. Leave it Maria, 
| fear I have mark'd too much, for goodneſs leave it; 
Diveſt you with obedient Hands, to Bed. 

Mar. To Bed? No Livia, there are Comets hang 
Prodigious over that yet; there's a Fellow | : 
Muſt yet, before I know that heat (nefer ſtart Wench) 
be made a Man, for yet he is a Monſter; 

Here muſt his Head be, Livis. 

Liv. Never hope it. 

'Tis as eaſie with a Sive to ſcoop the Ocean, as 
To tame Petruchio. 

Mar. Stay : Lucina hear me, 
Never unlock the Treafure of my Womb 
for humane Fruit, to make it capable; 

Nor never with thy ſecret Hand make brief 

\ Mother's Labour to me, if I do 

Give W my married Husband's Will, 
Urbe a Wife in any thing but hopes, 

Til have made him eaſe as a Child, 

ind tame as Fear, he ſhall not win a ſmile, 

Ur a pleas'd look, from this Auſterity, 

ough it would pull another Jointure from him, 
ind make him ev'ry day another Man, 
nd when I kiſs him, till I have my Will, | 

F 4 May 


- 
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May I be barren of Delights, and know _. 1. ....- 
Only what Pleaſures are in Dreams, and Gueſles. 
Liv. A ſtrange Exordium. 84" 
Bia. All the teveral Wrongs + SE 
Done by Imperious. Husbands to their Wives 
Theſe thouſand years and upwards, ſtrengthen thee: 

Thou haſt a brave (aule, or 

Mar. And I'll do it bravely, 
Or may knit my Life out ever after. | 

Liv. In what part of the World got ſhe this Spirit? 
Yet pray Maria, look before you truly, a 
Beſides the Obedience of a Wife, | 
Which you wil. find a heavy imputation, 
Which yet 1 cannot think your own, it ſhews 
So diſtant from your ſweetneſs. | 

Mar. Tis, I ſwear. | q 

Liv. Weigh but the Perſon, and the hopes you have, 
To work-this deſperate Cure. 

Mar, A weaker Subject 
Would ſhame the end I aim at, Diſobedience. 
You talk too tamely : By the faith I have 
In mine own noble Will, that childiſh Woman 
That lives a Priſoner to her Husband's Pleaſure, 
Has loft her making, and becomes a Beaſt, 
Created for his. Uſe, not Fellowſhip. 

Liv. His firſt Wife ſaid as much. 

Aur. She was a Fool, | 
And took a ſcurvy Courſe; let her be nam'd "Bs 
Mongſt thoſe that wiſk for things, but dare not do *T 
have a new Dance for him. 3 

Liv. Are you of this Faith? 

Bia. Ves truly, and will die in't. 

Liv. Why then let's all wear Breeches. 

Mar. Now thou com'ſt near the nature of a Woman, 
Hang theſe tame hearted Eyaſſes, that no ſooner 
See the Lure out, and hear their Husband's hollow, 
But cry like Kites upon em: The free Haggard _ 
(Which is that Woman, that hath Wing, and knows it 
Spirit and Plume) will make an hundred checks, 
To ſhew her freedom, ſail in ev.ry. Air, "oe 


* 
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And look out ev*ry Pleaſure, not regarding 

Lure, nor Quarry, till her pitch command | 

What ſhe deſires, making her foundred Keeper 

Be glad to fling out Trains, ard golden ones, 

Jo take her down again. x” 
Liv. You are learned, Siſter; 

Yer I ſay {till rake heed. | 

Mar. A witty ſaying, 
| [| tell thee Livia, had this Fellow tired 
As many Wives as Horſes under him, 

With ſpurring of their Patience, had he got 

A Patent, with an Office to reclaim us, 
Confirm'd by Parliament, had he all the Malice 
And ſubtilty of Devils, or of us, 

Or any thing that's worſe than both. 

Liv. Hey, hey Boys, this is excellent. 

Mar. Or could he #4 | | 
Caſt his Wives new again, like Bells, to make em 
Sound to his Will, or had the fearful Name 
Of the firſt breaker of wild Women; yet, 

Tet would 1 undertake this Man, thus fingle, 
And, ſpight of all the freedom he has reach'd to, 
Turn him and bend him as L liſt, and mould him 
Into a Babe again, that aged Women, 

Wanting both Teeth and Spleen, may maſter him. | 

Bia. Thou wilt be Chronicl d. i 

Mar. That's all I aim at. _ | 

Liv. I muſt confeſs, I do with all my Heart | 
Hate an imperious Husband, and in time 
Might be ſo wrought upon. 

Bia. To make him Cuckold? 

Mar, If he deſerve it. 

Liv. Then III leave ye, Ladies. 

Bia, Thou haſt not ſo much noble Anger in thee. 

Mar. Go fleep, go ſleep; what we intend to do, 

Lies not for ſuch ſtarv d Souls, as thou haſt, Livia. 

Liv. Good night, the Bridegroom will be with you 

Mar. That's more than you know. (preſently. 

Liv. If ye work upon him, 

s you have promiſed, ye may give Example, 


ave, 
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Which no doubt will be followed. 
. - e orig e ne 
Bia. Good Night, we'll trouble you no further. 
Mar. If you intend no good, pray do no harm, 
Liv. None, but pray for you, [Exit Lia 
Bia. Cheer Wench. _ © 
Mar. Now Biancba, | | 

Thoſe wits we have, let's wind 'em to the height. 

My reſt is up Wench, and I pull for that 

Will make me ever famous. They that lay 

Foundations, are half-builders, all Men fay. 

| Enter Jaques. 

Jag. My Maſter, forſooth, | (to him, 
Mar. Oh how does thy Maſter? Prethee commend me 
Jag. How's this? My Maſter ſtays, forſooth- 
Mar. Why let him ſtay, who hinders him, forſooth? 
Faq. The Revel's ended now, 

To viſit you. 

Mar. | am not fick, | 

| Faq. I mean to ſee his Chamber, forſovath. _ 
Jag. Am I his Groom? Where lay he laſt Night, for- 
Jag. In the low matted Parloyr. (ſooth! 
Mar. There lies his way by the long Gallery. 
Faq. I mean your Chamber: You're very merry,Miltreb. 

Mar. Tis a good fign | am ſound-hearted, Feques* 
But if you'll know where I lie, follow me; 

And what thou ſeeſt, deliver to thy Maſter, _ _ 

Bia. Do, gentle . 4 [Exeun. 
Fag. Ha, is the Wind in that Door? 

By'r Lady we ſhall have foul weather then; 

I do not like the ſhuffling of theſe Women, (tber: 
They are mad Beaſts, when they knock their Heads toge- 
I have obſery'd them all this Day, their Whiſpers, 
One in anothers Ear, their ſigns and pinches, 

And breaking often into violent Laughters: 

As if the end they purpos'd were their own. 

Call you this Weddings? Sure this is a Knavery, 

A very Trick, and dainty Knavery, _ _ . 
Marvellous finely carried, that's the Comfort: 
What would theſe Women do in ways of Ls” 


- . 
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That are ſuch Mafters this way? Well, my dir 

Has been as good at finding out theſe To) s, 

As any living, if he loſe it now, | ; 
At his own Peril be it. I muſt follow. [ Exie. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Servents with Lights, Petruchio, Petronius, 
Moroſo, Tranio, and Sephocles. 958 
Petru. You that are married, Gentlemen; have at ye 
For a round Wager now. 
Soph, Of this Night's Stage? 
Petru. Ves. (Shillings. 
Hob. T am your firſt Man, a pair of Gloves of twenty 
Petru. Done; who takes me up next? Lam for all bets. 
Mor. Well luſty Lawrence, were but my Night now, 
Old as Iam, I would make you clap on Spurs, 
But I would reach you, and bring you to your trot too: 
I would, Gallants. | (Boy, ha? 
Fer. Well faid, good Will; but where's the Staff 
Old father Time, your Hour-glaſs is empty. | 
Tra. A good tough train — 5 break thee to all pieces; 
Thou haſt not breath enough to ſay thy Prayers. 
Petro, See how theſe Boys deſpiſe us. Will you to Bed, 
This pride will have a fall. (Son? 
Petru. Upon your Daughter | 
But I ſhall riſe again, if there be truth 
In Eggs, and butter'd Parſnips. 
Perro, Will you to bed, Son, and leate talking? 
Tomorrow Morning we ſhall have you look, 
Tor all your great words, like St. George at Kingſton, 
Running a Foot-back from the furious Dragon, 
That with her angry Tail belabours him 
For being lazie. 7 
Tra. His Courage quench'd, and ſo far quenchd 
Petru. Tis very well, Sir. a 
What then? | 3 0 
Spb. Fly, fly, quoth then the fearful Dwarfe; 
Here is no place for living Man. | 
Petru. Well my Maſters, if Ido fink under my buſineſs, 
I find*tis very poſſible, i am not the firſt that has _ 
| carried; 


ge 


hat 
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carried; So that's my Comfort, what may be done with 
out impeach or waſte, I can and will do. 

Enter Jaques. 
How now, is my fair Bride a-bed ? 

Jag. No truly, Sir. 

Petro. Not a-bed yet? Body of me; we'll up and 
rifle her; here's a coil with a Maiden-head, tis not in- 
tail'd, is it ? 3 

Petru. If it be, Il try all the Law th? Land, but Il 
cut it off; let's up, let's up, come. 

Faq. That you cannot neither. 

Petru. Why : | | 

Faq. Unleſs you'll drop through the Chimney like: 
Daw, or force a breach i'th' Windows; you may untile 
the Houſe, tis poſſible. +a | 

Petru. What doſt thou mean? | 

Faq. A Moral, Sir, the Ballad will expreſs it; 

The Wind and the Rain, has turn'd you back again, 

And you cannot be lodged there. The truth is, all the Doors 
Are baracadocd ; not a Cathole, but holds a murd'rer int. 
She's victuall'd for this Month. 

Petru. Art not thou drunk? 

S9ph, He's drunk, he's drunk; come, come, let's up. 

Jag. Yes, yes, I am drunk; ye may go up, ye may 
Gentlemen, but take heed to your Heads; Ifay no more. 

Soph. I'll try that. Exit Soph. 

Petro. How doſt thou fay ? the Door faſt lock'd, Fellow! 

Jag. Yes truly, Sir, *ris lock'd, and guarded too; 
and two as defficrate Tongues planted behind it, as e er 
yet batrer'd; they ſtand upon their Honours, and will 
not give up without ſtrange Compoſition, I'll aſſure 


vou; marching away with their Ejeces cockt, and Bul- | 


lets in their Mouths, will not fatisfhe them. 
Peru. How's this? How's this? they are 
Is there another with her? . 
Faq. Yes, marry is there, and an Enginier, 
Mor. Who's that, for Heav'n's ſake ? A 
Jag. Colonel Biancha, ſhe commands the works ;, pm 
les but a Ditcher to her, there's a Hal-moon; Lan pur 
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a poor Man, but if you'll give me leave, I'll venture a 


Year's Wages, draw all your force before it, and mount 
your ableſt Piece of Battery, you N not enter it theſe 


ree Ni hrs et. 4 
8 * Euter Sop hocles. 

petru. I ſhould laugh at — ood Faque | 

Spb. Beat back again, ſhe's fortified ＋ ohee, [ 
Am! drunk now, Sir? 
7 He that dares moſt, go up now, and be cool, 
[ . ſcap'd a pretty ſcowring. 

Petru. What, are they mad? have we another gods: 
They do not talk, I hope? 

b. Oh terribly, extreamly fearful, cha Noe at 
bridge is nothing near her. 

Peu. How got ſhe Tongue? | 

Hoh. As you got Tail, ſne was bers to t. ; 

Perry, Lock'd out a Doors, and on my W edding-night? 
Nay, and I ſuffer this, I may go grazez 1” 7 
Come Gentlemen, I Il Batter; are theſe Virtues ? | 

Hyb. Do, and be beaten-off with ſhame, as Fans; I 
went up, came to th' Door, knock d, no Body inſwer'd; 
knock'd louder, yet heard nothing; would have broke 
in by force; when ſuddenly a Water - work flew from 
the Window with ſuch Violence, that had I not duck'd- 
quickly like a Fryer, catera quis neſcit?- The Chamber's 
nothing but a meer Oftend, in every Window Pewter 
Cannons mounted, you'll _—_ find with "what they 
are charg'd, Sir. 

Petru. Why then zantara for Us. 

Soph. And all the lower Works lin'd ſure with dall 
ſhot, long Tongues with Fire-locks, that at twelve 
ſcore B lank hit to the Heart; now and ye dare go * 

Enter Maria and Bianca above. 

Au. The Window opens, beat a Parley firſt; 

am ſo much amaz'd, my very Hair ſtande. 

Petro, Why how now Daughter; what, intrench'd? 

Mar. Alittle guarded for my ſafety, Sir. 

Perru, For your ſafety, Sweet-heart? Why who offends 
| come not to uſe Violence. (vou? 

Mar. I think y6u' cannot, Sir, I am better fortified. 

Perry, I know your end, Yo! 
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You would fain reprieve your Maidenhead 
A Night, or two. 

= Yes, or ten, or twenty, or ſay an hundied: 
Or indeed, till I lift lie with you. 

Soph. That' sa ſhrewd ſaying from this preſede Hour 
I never will believe a ſilent Woman. 
When they break out they are Bonfires. 

Petro. ill you liſt, lie with him? Why who are you; 

Bra. That trim Gentleman Wiſe, Sir. 

Perru. Cry you mercy, do you command too? 

Mar. Ves, marry does ſhe, and in chief. 

Bia. 1 do command, and you ſhall go without; 

(1 mean your Wife, for this Night. Nt 

Mar. And for the next tod Wench,and > as't follows 

Fetro. Thou wilt not, wilt a? 

Mar. Yes indeed dear Father, 

And till he Scal to what I ſhall ſet an, 2 
For any thing I know for ever. | 

Spb. Indeed theſe are ords. 

Tra. You hear, Sir, ſhe:can talk, God be thanked. 

Petru I would 1 heard it not, Sir. man, 

Soph. 1 find that all the Pity beſtow'd upon this Wo 
Makes but an Anagram of an ill Wife, 

For ſhe was never virtuous. | 

Perru, You'll let me in, 1 hope, for all this Kung 

Aar. Hope ſtill, Sir. 

Ferro. Vou will come down, I am ſure. 

Mar, Im (ure I will not. 

Petro. I'll fetch you then. 

Bia. The power of the whole County cannot, Sit; 
Unleſs we pleaſe to yield, which yet I chin 
We ſhall not; charge when you pleaſe, you ſhall 
Hear quickly from us. 

Mor. Bleſs me from a Chicken of thy hatchitg, 

Is this wiving? 

Petru. Prethee Maria, tell me what's the Reaſon, Pe 
And do it freely, you deal thus ſtrangely with me? - 
You were not forc'd to marry, your Conſent - 
Went equally with mine, if not before it: 
I bope you do not doubt I want that Mens: 
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Man ſhould have, to keep a Woman waking; 
would be ſorry to be ſuch a Saint yet; 
y Perſon, as it is not excellent, 
o tis not old, nor lame, nor weak with Phyfick, 
zut well enough to pleaſe an honeſt Woman, 
hat keeps her Houſe, and loves her Husband. | 
Mer. *Tis fo. AHH n 1 
Pet. My Means and my Comditiom are no Shanters 
him that owes vm, all the World knows that, 
\nd my Friends no reliers on my Fortunes. 5 
Mar. All this I —— none — all theſe Parcels 
dare accept againſt; nay more, ſo ht 
am from Takiog theſe the ends I aim at, I's Ct 
Theſe idle outward thinps, theſe Womens Fears, © 
hat were I yet unmarried, free to chaſe - * 
Through all the Tribes of Man, P11 take Ferrnebio 
n's ſhirt, with one ten Groats to pay che Prieſt, | 
fore the beft Man living, or the ableſt (ones. 
hat e'er leap'd out of Lancuaſbire, and they are right 
Petro, Why do you play the Fool then, and ſtand 
Dut of the Window, like a broken Miller? (prating | 
Petru. If you will have me Credit you, Marie, . 
ome down, and let your Love confirm it. A l 
Mar. Stay there, Sir, that Bargain's yet to make. 
Bia. Play ſure Wench, the Pack's in'thineown Hand. 
Spb, Let me dic lowſie, if theſe two Wenches | 
be not brewing Knavery to ſtock a Kingdom. ; 
Petru. Why this is a Riddle; g 
love you, and { love you not. 
Mar. It is ſo; | 
ind till your own Experience do untie it, 
his diſtance I muſt keep. 
Perry, If you talk more, 
am angry, ve angry | | 
Mar. I am old on't, and I will talk. 
Petru. Prethee Peace, 
et me not think thou art Mad. I tell thee, Woman, 
thou goeſt forward; I am ſtill Perruchio. 4 1 
Mar. And I am worſe, a Woman that can fear 
Neither Perruchio Furius, nor his Fame, 
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Nor any thing that tends to our Allegiance 4: 
There's a ſhort Method for you, now you know me. 

Petru. If you can carry't ſo, tis very well, 

Bia. No, you ſhall carry it, Sir. * 

Petru. Peace, gentle Low- bel. 

Perro. Uſe no more Words, but come dente 7 
I charge thee by the Duty of a Child. 

Petru. Prethee come Maria, I forgive all. 

Mar Stay there; That Duty, that you = en 
If you — truly what you lay) 19149 ven b 
Is now another Man's, you gaye't away [Att 
PFth* Church, if you remember, to my Hutband;. 
So all you can exact now, is no more A nl 
But only a duę reverence to your Perſon, - ; | 
Which thus I pay; your . and 1 am Be. 

To Bed for this Night. 
Petro. This is monſtrous: 
That Bleſſing that St. Dunſtan gave the Devil. 
If I were near thee, | would ou — 2 1 00 


Pull thee down by th* Noſe. vb v 


Bia. Saints ſhould not — Sin; 11 
A little Rubarb now were excellent. 
Petru. Then by that Duty you owe to me, Mwic, 
Open the Door, and be obedient; I am quiet yet. 
Mar. I do confeſs that Duty, make your beſt ont. 
Perru. Why give me leave, I Will! 
Bia. Sir, there's no learning | | 
An old tiff Jade to trot, you know the ay 
Mar. Vet as I take it, Sir, I owe no more: 
Than you owe back again. 
Petru. You will not Article? 
All I owe, preſently, let mo but up, Til pa 
Mar. V'are too hot, and ſuch prove "ay at length 
You do confeſs a Duty, or Reſpect to me from you again, 
That's very near, or full the ſame with mine? 
Petru. Ves. 
Mar. Then by that Duty, or Reſpect, or what 
You pleaſe to have it, go to Bed and leave me, 
And trouble me no longer with your foolivg v. 


the Tamer tam d. | 2933 


Petru. Well, what remedy ? 
Petro. A fine ſmart Cudgel. Oh that I were near thee. 
Bia. If you had Teeth now, what a caſe were we in? 
Mor. Theſe are the moſt authentick Rebels, next 
ſyrone, 1 ever read of. | 
Mar. A week hence, or a fortnight, as you bear you, 
and as I find my Will obſerv'd, I may, 
With interceſſion of ſame Friends, be brought 
zy be to kiſs you; and ſo quarterly 
To pay a little Rent by Compoſition. 
You underſtand me? 
Hyb. Thou Boy, thou. 
Petru. Well there are more Maids than Maudlin, that's 
my comfort. 
Mar. Yes, and more Men than Michael. (Meat, Lady. 
Petru. I muſt not to Bed with this Stomach, and no 
Mar. Feed where you will, ſo it be ſound and wholſome, 
ſe live at Livery, for I'll none with you. (carry. 
Bia. You had beſt back one of the Dairy Maids, they'll 
ut take heed to your Girths, you'll get a bruiſe elle. 
P:rru. Now if thou would'ſt come down, and tender me 
Ul the delights due to a Marriage-bed, 
tudy ſuch Kiſſes as would melt a Man, 
ind turn thy ſelf into a thouſand Figures, 
Lo add new flames unto me, I would ſtand 
Thus heavy, thus regardleis, thus deſpiſing 
bee, and thy beſt alluring: All the Beauty 
hat's laid upon your Bodies, mark me well, 
or without doubt your Minds are miſerable, 
ou have no Maſques for them; all this rare Beauty, 
y but the Painter and the Silk-worm by, 
le Doctor with his Diets, and the Tailor, 
ind you appear like flea'd Cats, not ſo handſome. . 
#Har. And weappear like her thar ſent us hither, W 
bat only excellent and beauteous Nature; 
my our ſelves for Men to wonder at, 
"too divine to handle; we are Gold, 
our own Natures pure, but when we ſuffer 
he Husbands ſtamp upon us, then allays, 
nd baſe 177 of you Men, are mingled with us, 
DL VI. — 
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And make us bluſh like Copper. | 

Petru. Then, and never | 

Till then, are Women to be ſpoken of, 

For till that time you have no Souls, I take it: 

Good Night: Come Gentlemen; VII faſt for this Night 
But by this Hand, well; I ſhall come up yer? 

Mar. No. 

Petru. There will I watch thee like a wither'd Jury, 
Thou ſhalt neither have Meat, Fire, nor Candle, 
Nor any thing that's eaſie; do you rebel ſo ſoon ? 
Yet take mercy. 5 

Bia. Put up your Pipes, to Bed Sir, I'll aſſure you 
A Month's Siege will not ſhake us. | 

Mor. Well ſaid, Colonel. : 

Mar, To Bed, to Bed Petruchio; good NightGentlemen, 
You'll make my Father fick with fitting up: 

Here you ſhall find us any time theſe ten Days, 
Unleſs we may march off with eur contentment, 

Petru. VII hang firſt. 

Mar. And I'll quarter if I do not, 

l' make you know, and fear a Wife, Petruchio, 
There my cauſe hes. | | 
You have been famous fora W oman-tamer, 

And bear the fear'd-name of a brave Wife- breaker: 

A Woman now ſhall rake thoſe Honours off, (te, 
And tame you; nay, never look, ſo big, ſhe ſhall, beliei 
And I amſhez what think ye? good Night to all, 
Ye ſhall find Centinels. 

Bra, If ye dare fally. [ Exeunt abn 

Petro, The Devil's in 'em, ev'n the very Devil, the 

down-right Devil. | | 

Petru. I'll Devil em, by theſe ten Bones I will: I'll bring 
it to the old Proverb, no ſport no pie, taken dow! 
1th” top ofall my ſpeed? This is fine dancing: Gentlemen 
ſtick tome. You ſee our Freehold's touch d, and by ti ; 
light, we will beleaguer em, and either ſtarve em ou 
or make em recreant. | 

Perro. I'll ſee all Paſſages ſtopt, but thoſe about em 

If the good Women of the Town dare ſuccour em, 
We ſhall have Wars indeed. 8 
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Spb. I'll ſtand perdue upon em. 

Mor. My Regiment ſhall lie before. 

Jag. 1 think ſo, tis grown too old to ſtand. 

Pein. Let's in, and each provide his Tackle, 

Weill fire em out, or make 'em take their Pardons: 

ear what 1 ſay on their bare Knees ——. 

m Petruchio, fear d, and ſpoken of, 

\ndon my wedding Night am I thus jaded? Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Rowland and Pedro at ſeveral Door-. 


Row, Now, P edro? 
Ped. Very buſie, Maſter Rowland. 
Row, W har haſte, Man? 
Ped. 1 beſeech you pardon me, 
am not mine own Man. 
Row, Thou art not mad ? 
Ped. No, but believe me, as haſty ———— 
Row. The cauſe, good Pedro? 
Ped. There be a thouſand, Sir; you are not Married? 
Row, Not yet. 
Fed. Keep your ſelf quiet then. 
kw. Why? 
Peg. Youl find a Fiddle 
That never will be tun d elſe: from all Women-— | Exit. 
Row, What ails the Fellow tro? Jaques? 
Enter Jaques. 
Jag. Vour Friend, Sir, 
ut full of Buſineſs. 
| Row. Nothing but Buſineſs? 
rethee the reaſon, is there any dying? 
faq. I would there were, Sir. 
Row, But thy Buſineſs? + 
| faq. = tell you in a word, I — ſent to lay 
au impoſition upon Souſe and Puddings, 
alties, and fen Cuſtards, that the Womka 
ay not relieve yon Rebels: Fare ye well, Sir. 
How does my Miſtreſs? 
Ny Jag. Like a reſty Jade. 
he's {poiPd for riding. 


lige 


ou 


emen. 


(Exit Jaques. 
G 4 | Row. 
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Row. What a Devil ail they? 
Enter Sophocles. 

Cuſtards, and penny Paſties, Fools and Fiddles, 
What's this to th* purpoſe ? Oh well met. 

Soph. Now, Rowland. 
I cannot ſtay to talk long. 

Row. What's the matter? 
Here's ſtirring, but to what end? Whither go you? 


Soph. To view the Works. K 
Row. What Works? he 
Soph. The Womens Trenches. L 
Row, Trenches? Are ſuch to ſec? R 
Sopb. 1 donot jeſt, Sir. L. 
Row. I cannot underſtand you. a 


h. Do not you hear 

In what a ſtate of Quarrel the new Bride 
Stands with her Husband? 

Rom. Let him ſtand with her, and there's an end. 

Soph. It ſhould be, but by'r Lady 

She holds him out at Pikes end, and defies him, 
And now is fortify'd, ſuch a Regiment of Rutters 
Never defied Men braver: I am ſent 
To view their Preparation. 

Row. This is News 
Stranger, than Arms in the Air; you ſaw not 
My gentle Miſtreſs? 

Soph. Yes, and meditating | 
Upon ſome ſecret Buſineſs, when the had found it 
She leap'd for joy, and laugh'd, and ftraight retir d 
To ſhun Aoroſo. ; | 

Row, This may be for me. 

S9ph, Will you along? 

Row. No. | 

Soph. Farewel, | Exit Sophocke 

Row. Farewel, Sir. 3, Weis its 
What ſhould her muſing mean, and what her joy int, 
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M 
If not for my advantage? Stay ye, may not 
Enter Livia at one Dos. and Moroſo at another bear fi 1 
That bob: tail jade Mornſo, with his Gold, ; f | 
His gew-gaudes, and the hope ſhe has to ſend him 0 7 


Qu 
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Jaickly to Duſt, excite this? Here ſhe comes, 
nd yonder walks the Stallion to diſcover: 
et i'll ſalute her: Save you, beauteous Miſtreſs. 
Liv. The Fox is kennell'd for me : Save you, Sir. 
Row. Why do you look ſo ſtrange? | 
Liv. I uſe to look, Sir, 
ithout examination. 
Mor. Twenty Spur-Royals for that Word, 
Rom. Belike then 
he Object diſcontents you? 
Liv. Ves it does. 
Row. Is't come to this? You know me, do you not? 
Liv. Yes, as I may know many, by Repentance. 
Row, Why do you break your Faith? 
Liv. I'll tell you that too, 
You are under Age, and no band holds upon you. 
Mor. Excellent Wench. 
Liu. Shew out your Underſtanding, 
ind get more Hair to cover your bare Knuckle; 
For Boys were made for nothing, but dry Kiſſes) 
Ind if you can, more Manners. 
Abr. Better ſtill. | 
Liv, And then if I want Spenib Gloves, or Stockings, 
ten pound Waſtecoat, or a Nag to hunt on, 
tmay be I ſhall grace you to accept em. 
Now. Farewel, and when I credit Women more, 
lay I to Smithfield, and there buy a Jade, 
And know him to beſo) that breaks my Neck. 
Liv. Becauſe I have known you, I'll be thus kind to you; 
ew el, and be a Man, and I'll provide you, ; 
cauſe [ ſee you're deſperate, ſome ſtaid Chamber-maid, 
Lhat may relieve your Youth with wholſome Doctrine. 
Mor. She's mine from all the World: Ha, Wench ? 
Liv. Ha, Chicken?---[Gives him a Box c rh Ear, and Ex. 
ney this? ] do not love theſe mats gn _ you. 
w. Ihe Devi — { Wrings bim by th Noſe. 
a take thee—— {Wrings bim ly ri Noſe 
kw, There's a Love · token for you, thank me now. 
Air. VII think on ſome of ye, and if Live 
Ly Noſe alone ſhall not be plaid withal. Exit, 
G 3 ACT 
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Ac T I. SCENEL 
Enter Petronius, and Moroſo. 


Petro. Box o th' Ear, do you ſay? 

Mor. Yes ſure, a ſound one, 
Beſide my Noſe blown to my Hand; if Cupid 
Shoot Arrows of that weight, I Il ſwear devoutly, 
H'as ſued kis Livery, and is no more a Boy. 

Ferro. Vou gave her ſome ill Language? 

Mor. Not a word, | 

Petro. Or might be you were fumbling ? 

Aor. Would I had, Sir, 

I had been a-forehand then; but to be bafM'd, 
And have no feeling of the Cauſe—— 

Petro. Be patient, 

I have a Medicine clap'd to her Back will cure her. 

Mor. No ſure it muſt be afore, Sir. 

Petro. O' my Conſcience, 5 10 
When I got theſe two Wenches (who till noc 
Ne'er ſhew'd their riding) 1 was drunk with Baſtard, 
W hole Nature is to form things like it (elf 
Heady, and Monſtrous; did ſhe flight him too? 

Mor. That's all my comfort; a meer Hobby-horſe 
She made child Rowland; s'foot ſhe would not know him, 
Nor give him a free look, not reckon him 
Among her Thoughts, which 1 held more than wonce!, 
I having ſeen her within's three Days kiſs him, 
With ſuch an Appetite as though ſhe would eat bim. 

Petro. There is ſome trick in this; how did he take i 

Mor, Ready to cry, he ran away. 

Ferro. I fear her, 

And yet I tell you, ever to my Anger, 

She 1s as tame as Innocency; it may 

This Blow was but a Favour. 
Mor. I be ſworn 'twas well tied on then. 
. Go too, pray forget it, 
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have beſpoke a Prieſt, and within's two Hours 
| have ye married, will that pleaſe you? 
Mor. Yes. 
Perry. I'll ſee it done ni ſelf, and give the Lady 
ch a found exhortation for this Knavery 
I] warrant you, ſhall make her ſmell this Month on't. 
Mor. Nay good Sir be not violent. 
Petro, Neither Mor. It may be 
hut of her carneſt Love there grew a longing | 
ks you know Women have ſuch Toys) in kindneſs, 
o give me a Box o' th' Ear, or fo. | 
Petro. It may be. | 
Mor. 1 reckon for the beſt ſtill, this Night then 
ſhall enjoy her. 
Petro, You ſhall handfel her. 
Mor. Old as I am, I'll give her one blow for't 
hall make her groan this Twelve-month. 
Petro. Where's your Jointure? 
Mor. J have a Jointure for her. | 
Petro. Have your Council perus'd it yet? (ter, 
Mr. No Council but the Night, and your ſweet Daugh- 
hall &er peruſe that Jointure. | 
Petro, Very well, Sir. 
Mor. I'll no Demurrers on't, nor no Rejoinders. 
The other's ready ſeal'd. 
Petro, Come then let's comfort | 
ly Son Petruchio, he's like little Children 
har loſe their Baubles, crying ripe. 
Mor. Pray tell me, - N25 
this ſtern Woman. ſtill upon the flaunt 
t bold Defiance? 
Petro, Still, and ſtill ſhe ſhall be, 
Lill ſhe be ſtary'd out; you ſhall ſee ſuch Juſtice, 
bat Women ſhall be glad after this Tempeſt, ' | 
Lo tie their Husband's Shoes, and walk their Horſes. 
Mor. That were a merry World; do you hear the Ru- 


ind mean to make a 
Petro, They'll ſooner 
Draw upon Walls as we do: Let 'em, let em, 


| 


lkeyſaythe Women are in Inſurrection, (mour? 


— — 
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We'll ſhip em out in Cuck-ſtools, there they'll Sail 

As brave Columbus did, till they diſcover 

The happy Iſlands of Obedience. 

We ſtay too long, come. | | 
Aor. Now St. George be with us. [Exon 


SCENE IL 
Enter Livia alone. 


Liv. Now if can but get in handſomely, 
Father I ſhall deceive you, and this Night, 
For all your private plotting, I'll no Wedlock; 
I have ſhifted ſail, and find, my Siſter's ſafety 
A ſure Retirement; pray to Heav'n that Rowland 
Do not believe too far, what I ſaid to him, 
For yon old Foxcaſe forc'd me, that's my fear. 
Stay, let me ſee, this Quarter fierce Perruchio 
Keeps with his Mirmidons, I muſt be ſudden, 
If he ſeize on me, I can look for nothing ; 
But Marſhal-Law, to this place have I ſcap'd him; 
Above there. 

Enter Maria and Biancha above. 

Mar. Cheval a. | 

Liv. A Friend. 

Bia. Who are you? 

Liv. Look out and knowy. | 

Mar. Alas poor Wench, who ſent thee ? 
What weak Fool made thy Tongue his Orator? 
] know you come to Parly. 

Liv. You're deceiv'd, 
Urgꝰ d by the Goodneſs of your Cauſe, I come 
To do as you do. 

Mar. You're too weak, too fooliſh, 
To cheat us with your ſmoothneſs; do not we know 
Thou haſt been kept up tame? 

Liv. Belicve me. 

Mar. No, prethee good Livia 
Utter thy Eloquence ſomewhere elſe. 

Bia. Good Couſin, | 
Put up your Pipes; we are not for your Palate z 
Alas, we know who ſent you. Lis 


ul 


rent. 


iu. 


but an old empty Bag with a grey Beard, 
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Liv. O' my Word del; 191 
Bia. Stay there; you muſt not think your Word, 
Or by your Maidenhead, or ſuch Swmday Oaths, 
Sworn after Even-Song, can inveigle us 
To loſe our hand- faſt; did their W iſdoms think, 
That ſent you hither, we would be fo fooliſh, 
To entertain our gentle Siſter Simon, 
And give her Credit, while the wooden Jade 
Petruchio ſtole upon us? no good Siſter, | 
Go home, and tell the merry Greets that ſent you, 
Lium ſhall burn, and I, as did Mneas, ; 
Will on my back, ſpite of the Myrmidons, 
Carry this Warlike y, and through Seas 
Unknown, and unbeliev'd, ſeek out a Land, 
Where like a race of noble Amazons 
We'll root our ſelves, and to our endleſs Glory 
Live, and deſpiſe baſe Men. 
Liv. I'll ſecond ye. 
Zia, How long have you been thus? 
Liv. That's all one, Couſin, 
I ſtand for freedom now. 
Bia, Take heed of lying; 
For by this Light, if we do credit you, 
And find you tripping, his Infliction 
That kill'd the Prince of Orange, will be ſport 
To what we purpoſe. | 
Liv. Let me feel the heavieſt. (Maiden-head 
Mor. Swear by thy Sweet-heart Rowland, for by your 
| fear *twill be too late to ſwear, you mean | 
Nothing but fair and ſafe, and honourable 
To us, and to your ſelf, 
Liu. I Swear. 
Bia. Stay yet, 
Swear as you hate Moroſo, that's the ſureſt, 
And as you have a certain fear to find him 
Worſe than a Poor dry'd Fack, full of more aches 
Than Autumm has; more Knavery, and Ulury, 
And Foolery, and Brokery, than Dogs-ditch ; 
As you do conſtantly believe he's nothing 


And 


2942 T he Woman's Prize : Or, 


And that Beard ſuch a Bob-tail, that it looks 
Worle than a Marc's Tail eaten off with Fillies ; 
As you acknowledge that young handſome Wench, 


That lies by ſuch a Bilboa blade that bends, Nt 
With ev'ry Paſs he makes, to th' hilts, miſerable, Cc 
A dry Nurſe to his Coughs, a Fewterer 
To ſuch a naſty Fellow, a robb'd thing Tl 
Of all Dclights Youth looks for ; and to end, Ar 
One caſt away on courſe Beef, born to bruſh Sh 
That everlaſting Caſſock that has worn | Cl 
As many Servants out, as the North-eaſt Paſſag 
Has conſum'd Sailors; if you ſwear this, and truly, U 
Without the Reſervation of a Gown, öh 
Or any meritorious Petticoat, v 
"Tis like we ſhall believe you. A 
Liv. I do {wear it. | Ci 
Mar. Stay yet a little; came this wholſome Motion 0 
Deal truly Liter) from your own Opinion, (1 
Or ſome Suggeſtion of the Foe ? A 
Liv. Ne'er fear me, | A 
For by that little Faith I have in Husbands, T 
And the great Zeal I bear your cauſe, I come 
Full of that Liberty you ſtand for, Siſter. : Q 
Mar. If we believe, and you prove recreant, Livia, 
Think what a maim you give the noble Cauſe + Y 
We now ſtand up for: Think what Women ſhall, | 
An hundred Years hence, ſpeak thee, when Examples A 
Are look'd for, and ſo great ones, whoſe Relations, BY 
Spoke as we do em Wench, ſhall make new Cuſtoms, 
Bia. If you be falſe, repent, go home, and pray, N 
And to the ſerious Women of the City 0 
Confeſs your ſelf ; bring not a Sin ſo hainous Fl 


To load thy Soul to this Place; mark me, Livia, 
If thou be'ſt double, and betray'ſt our Honours, 
And we fail in our purpoſe: get thee where 
There is no Women living, nor no hope 
There ever ſhall be. 

Mar. If a Mother's Daughter, 
That ever heard the Name of ſtubborn Husband 


Find thee, and know thy Sin. PLL 
1 | Bia. 


n 
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Bia. Nay, if old Age, 
One that has worn away the Name of Woman, 
And no more left to know her by, but railing, 
No Teeth, nor Eyes, nor Legs, but wooden ones, 
Come but i'th* Wind- ward of thee, for ſure ſhe'll ſmell 
thee ; | EY. 
Thou'lt be fo rank, ſhell ride thee like a Night-Mare, 
And ſay her Prayers backward to undo thee; (rieſt, 
She'll curſe thy Meat and Drink, and when thou mar- 
Clap a ſound ſpell for ever on thy Pleaſures. | 
Mar. Children of five Year old, like little Fairies, 
Will pinch thee into motley z all that ever 
Shall live, and hear of thee, I mean all Women, 
Will (like ſo many Furies) ſhake their Keys, 
Ard toſs their flaming Diſtaffs o'er their Heads, 
Crying Revenge; take heed, tis hideous 3 | 
On 'tis a fearful Office, if thou hadſt (ther, 
(Though thou beſt perfect now) when thou cam ſt hi- 
A falſe | magination, get thee gone, 
And as my learned Couſin faid, repent, 
This place is ſought by ſoundneſs. 
Liv. Sol ſeek it, 
Or let me be a moſt deſpisd Example. 
Mar. I do believe thee, be thou worthy of it. 
You come not empty? | | 
Liv. No, here's Cakes, and cold Meat, 


| And Tripe of Proof ; behold, here's Wine and Beer, 


Be ſudden, I ſhall be ſurpriz d elſe. (way 3 
Mar, Meet at the low Parlour Door, there lies a cloſe 
What fond Obedience you have living in you, 
f Duty to a Man, before you enter 
Fling it away, *twill but defile our Off rings. 
Bia. Be wary as you come, 4 
Liv, 1 warrant ye. Eu. 
SCENE III. 
Enter three Maids. 
1 Maid. How goes your buſineſs, Gicls ? 
2 Maid. A foot, and fair. 
3 Maid. If Fortune favour us; away to your ſtr eng 
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The Country Forces are arriv'd, be gone, 
We are diſcover'd ele. 
1 Maid. Arm, and be Valiant. 
2 Maid. Think of our Cauſe. 
3 Maid. Our Juſtice. | 
I Maid. Tis ſufficient. [ Exeunt. 


$10 EE NE ITY; 


oy Rowland and Tranio at ſeveral Doors. 
Tra. Now Rowland? | 
Row. How do you ? 
Tra. How doft thou, Man? 
Thou look'ſt ill. 
Rom. Ves, pray can you tell me, Tranio, 
W ho knew the Devil firſt? 

Tra. A Woman. N 

Row. So. Were they not well acquainted ? 

Tra. May be ſo, : 

For they had certain Dialogues together, 

Row, He fold her Fruit, I take it? 

Tra. Yes, and Cheeſe 
That choak'd all Mankind after. 

Row. Canſt thou tell me | 
Whether that Woman ever had a Faith, 

After ſne had eaten? 

Tra. That's a School - queſtion. 

Rom. No, 3 
"Tis no Queſtion, for believe me Tranio, 

That cold Fruit after cating bred naught in her 
But windy Promiſes, and Cholick Vows 

That broke out both ways. 

Thou haſt heard I am ſure 

Of Eſculapins, a far famed Surgeon, 

One that could ſet together quarter'd Traitors, 
And make em honeſt Men. 

Tra. How doſt thou, Rowland? 

Row. Let him but take (if he dare do a Cure 
Shall get him Fame indeed) a faithleſs Woman, 
There will be Credit for him, that will ſpeak him, 
A broken Woman, Trauio, a baſe Woman, And 
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And if he can cure ſuch a rack of Honour, 
Let him come here, and practiſe. 
Tra. Now for Honour's ſake, 
Why what ail'ſt thou, Rowland? 
Row. I am ridden, Tranio, 
And ſpur-gall'd to the Life of Patience, 
(Heav'n keep my Wits together) by a thing 
Our worſt Thoughts are too noble for, a Woman. 
Tra. Your Miſtreſs has a little frown'd, it may be? 
Row. She was my Miſtreſs. |; 
Tra. Is ſhe not ? 
Row. No, Tranto. 
She has done me ſuch diſgrace, ſo ſpitefully, 
So like a Woman bent to my undoing, 
Tha: henceforth a good Horſe ſhall be my Miſtreſs, 
A good Sword, or a Book; and if you ſee her, 
Tell her I beſeech you, even for Love ſake—— 
Tra. 1 will, Rowland. 
Row. She may ſooner 
Count the good I have thought her, 
Our old Love and our Friendſhip, 
Shed one true Tear, mean one hour conſtantly, 
Be old and honeſt, marricd, and a Maid, 
Than make me ſee her more, or more believe her; 
And now I have met a Meſſenger, farewel, Sir. [Exiz: 
Tra. Alas poor Rowland, 1 will do it for thee ; 
This is that Dog Moroſo, but I hope 
To ſee him cold 1'th* Mouth firſt, e er he enjoy her; (him, 
l watch this young Man, deſperate Thoughts may ſeize 
And if my Purſe or Council can, I'll eaſe him. ¶ Exit. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Petruchio, Petronius, Moroſo and Sophocles. 
Fetru. For look you Gentlemen, ſay that I grant her, 
Out of my free and liberal love, a Pardon, 
Which you, and all Men elſe know, ſhe deſerves not, 


(Teneatis amici) can all the World leave laughing? 
Petro, I think nor. 


Fetru, No by—— they cannot; 
For pray conſider, haye you ever read, 
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Or heard of, or can any Man imagine. 

So ſtiff a Tom- boy, of fo ſet a Malice, 

And ſuch a brazen Reſolution, 

As this young Crab-tree? and then anſwer me, 

And mark bur this too Friends, without a caule, 

Not a foul W ord come croſs her, not a fear 

She juſtly can take hold on, and do you think 

I mult fleep out my Anger, and endure it, 

Sow Pillows to her eaſe, and lull her Miſchief ? 

Give me a Spindle firſt; no, no my Maſters, 
Were ſhe as fair as Nell-a-Greece, and Houſewife, 
As good as the wiſe Sailor's Wife, and young ſtill, 


Never above fifteen, and theſe Tricks to it, Lik 

She ſhould ride the wild Mare once a Week, the ſhould, WWF Th 
Believe my Friends (he ſhould 3; I would tabor her, Lil 

Till all the Legions that are crept into her, An 

Flew out with Fire ith' Tails. Th 

Soph. Methinks you err now, At 

For to me ſeems, a little ſufferance Th 

Were a far ſurer Cure. U 

Petru. Ves, I can ſuffer, | Ap: 

Where I ſee Promiſes of Peace and Amendment. A, 

Mor. Give her a few Conditions. Th 

Perru. I'll be hanged firſt. Da 

Petro. Give her a Crab-tree Cudgel. An 

| Petru. Sol will \ 
| And after it a Flock-bed for her Bones. I 
| And hard Eggs, till they brace her like a Drum, Of 
3 She ſhall be pamper'd with J 
She ſhall not know a ſtool in ten Months, Gentlemen. Tw 

Soph. This muſt not be. | Ru: 

Autor Jaques. 4 Tw 

Faq. Arm, arm, out with your Weapons, At. 

For all the Women in the Kingdom's on ye; Thi 

Enter Pedro. | Dry 

They ſwarm like Waſps, and nothing can deſtroy em, P 

But ſtopping of their Hive, and ſmothering of 'em. (Th 

Ped. Stand to your Guard, Sir, all the Devils extant I [he 

Are broke upon us like a Cloud of Thunder ; If n 

There are more Women marching hitherward, —— ber 


In 


ant 


24 
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jn reſcue of my Miſtreſs, than e' er turn'd Tail 


At Sturbridge Fair, and I believe, as fiery. 


2947 


Jag. The F orlorn-hope's led by a Tanner's Wife, 


know her by her Hide, a deſperate Woman; 


She flead her Husband in her Vouth, and made (ther, 
Raynes of his Hide to ride the Pariſh. Take em all toge- 


They are a Genealogy of Jennets, gotten 


And born thus by the boiſterous Breath of Husbands; 


They ſcrve ſure, and are ſwift to catch Occaſion 


mean their Foes or Husbands) by the Forelocks, 


And there they bang like Favours; cry they can, 


But more for noble Spight, than Fear; and crying 


Like the old Giants that were Foes to Heav'n, 


They heaveye Stool on Stool, and fling main Pot-lids 


Like maſſie Rocks, dart Ladles, toſſing Irons, 
And Tongs like Thunderbolts, till overlaid, 
They fall beneath the weight; yet ſtill aſpiring 


Apainſt the Soveraign Peace of Puritans, 
A May-pole and a Morris, maugre mainly 


Dares plant a ſtand of batt'ring Ale againſt em, 


Of the Town, made it good, and fought em. 
Jaq. Another to her everlaſting fame, erected 
Two Ale-houſes of eaſe ; the Quarter-Seſſions 
Running againſt her roundly; in which Buſineſs 
Two of the Diſanullers loſt their Night-caps ; 

A third ſtood excommunicate by the Cudgel ; 

The Conſtable, to her eternal Glory, 

Drunk hard, and was converted, and ſhe Victor. 


(The trappings of good Stomachs) noble Ale 
ſhe true Defender, Sauſages, and ſmoak'd ones, 
lt need be, ſuch as ſerve for Pikes; and Pork, 
(Better the Jews ne'er hated ;) here and there 


Ted. Then are they victualed with Pics and Puddings, 


At thoſe Emperious Godheads that would tame 'em. 
There's ne'er a one of theſe, the worſt and weakeſt, 
Chuſe where you will,) but dare attempt the raiſing, 


Their Zeal, and Dudgeon-daggers ; and yet more, 
And drink *em out o'th*Parith. (tience. 


Spb. Lo you fierce Petruchio, this comes of your Impa- 
Ped. There's one brought in the Bears againſt the Ca- 


(nons 
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A Bottle of Metbeglin, a ſtout Britain (for. 


That will ſtand to em; what elſe they want, they War 
Petru. Come to Council. 1 (dom 
Soph. Now you mult grant Conditions, or the King. 

Will have no other talk but this. | 

+ Petro. Away then, and let's adviſe the beſt. 

Soph. Why do you tremble ? 
Mor. Have I liv'd thus long to be knockt o'th' Head, 

With half a Waſhing-beetle ; pray be wiſe, Sir. (not. 
Petru. Come, ſomething I'll do, but what it is, I know 

h. To Council then, and let's avoid their Follies, 

Guard all the Doors, or we ſhall not have a Cloak left. 


| I Eren 
S CEN E III. 


Enter Petronius, Petruchio, Moroſo, Sophocles, 
and Tranio. 


Perro. 1 am indifferent, though I muſt confeſs, 
J had rather ſee her carted. 
Tra. No more of that, Sir. 
Soph. Are ye reſolv'd to give her fair Conditions? 
*T will be the ſafeſt way. 
Petru. I am diſtracted, 
Would I had run my Head into a Halter 
When I firſt woo'd her : If I offer Peace, 
She'll urge her own Conditions, that's the Devil. 
Soph. Why, ſay the do ? 
Petru. Say, I am made an Aſs, then; 
I know her aim; may I, with Reputation 
(Anſwer me this) with ſafety of mine Honour, 
After the mighty manage of my firſt Wite, 
Which was indeeda Fury to this Filly, 
After my twelve ſtrong labours to reclaim her, 
Which would have made Don Hercules horn mad, 
And hid him in his Hide, ſuffer this Cicely, 
E'er the have warm'd my Sheets, e er grappell'd with me, 
This Pinck, this painted Foiſt, this Cockle-boat, 
To hang her Fights out, and defie me, Friends, 
A well known Man of War? If this be equal, 
And I may ſuffer, ſay, and I have done? 


Petri. 


Vo; 
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Petro. Ido not think you may. | | 
Tra. You'll make it worſe, Sir. A . 
Pray hear me, good Perruchio ; but e' en now 

ou were contented to give all conditions, 
To try how far ſhe would carry: 'Tis a folly, 
And you will find it ſo) to clap the curb on, 
er you be ſure it proves a natural wildneſs, 
And not a forc'd. Give her conditions, 
oron my Life this trick is put into her. 

Petro. I ſhould believe ſo too. 

Spb. And not her own. 

Tra, You'll find it fo. ; 

Spb. Then if ſhe flownder with you, 87 
lap ſpurs on, and in this you'll deal with Temperance, 
void the hurry of the World. 

Tra. And looſe, LM above. 
Mr. No Honour on tay Life, Sir. 

Petro. It ſeems they are very merry. 

Enrer Jaques. 

Petru. Why Heav'n hold it. 

Mor. Now Jaques? | 
Jag. They are i' th' flaunt, Sir. 

9b. Yes, we hear em. — 2 

24. They have got a ſtick of Fiddles, and they firk it 
1 wondrous ways, the two grand Capitano i, | 
They brought the Auxiliary Regiments) 
ance with their Coats tuck'd up to their bare Breeches, 
nd bid the Kingdom kiſs em, that's the Burden; 
bey have got Metbeglin, and audacious Ale; 

nd talk like Tyrants. 

— How 3 

49. epdin 
ta 0e rake. 


a 
0M 


Ot. 
OW 


SONG. 
\ Health for all this Day, C35 | = 
To the Woman that bears the ſway, * 
ä And wears the Breeches Non 
3 Let it come, let it ume. 
Vol. VI. H 8 | Let 


me, 


7175. 
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Let this Health be a Seal, 
For the good of the Common-wveal, 
The Wotwan ſhall wear r the Breschm Wil C 


Let's drink then and 1 b 9 1 

Aud merrily merrily qu 

And tipple, and tipple a 2 
Here's to thy Fool, 
And to ty Fool. 
Chme, to all Fools, 

T hough it coſt us, Wench, mauuy a Pound. 


Tra. Hark. 
Petro. A Song, pray ſilence. | 
Mor. They look out. 
[All the Women above, Citizens and Cory Wont, 
Letru. Good Ex'n, Ladies. 
Mar. Good you, good Ey'n, Sir. 
Petr, How have you flept to Night? 
Mar. Exceeding well, Sir. 
Petru. Did you not wiſh me with you? 
Mar. No, believe me, " 
I never thought on you. 
Com. Is that he? 
Bia. Yes. 
Coun, Sir? 
Spb. She has umd hard, mark her Hood. 
Conn. You are 
Siph. Learnedly Drunk, I'll hang elſe; let her utter. 
Gun. And I mult tell you, vv voce s Friend, 
A very fooliſh Fellow. 
Tra. There's an Ale Figure. 
Petru. I thank you, Suſan Brotes, _ 
Cit, Forward, Siſter. 
Cour. You have eſpouſed here a heatty Woman, 
A comely, and courageous. 
Petru. Well, I have fo. 
| Coun, And to the comfort of diſtreſſed Damſels, 
Women out- worn in Wedlock, and ſuch Veſltls, 
This Woman has defied you. 
Petru. It ſhould ſeem ſo. 
Coun, And why? 
Ferm. Yes, can you tell? 


* * 


| Co 
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Coun, For thirteen Cauſes. 
Ferru. Pray by your patience, Miſtreſs. 

„Ci. Forward, Siſter. + 

Perru. Do you mean to treat of all theſe ? 
Cit. Who ſhall let her? 
Petro, Do you hear, velvet Hood, we come not now 
o hear your Doctrine | 
Cu, For the firſt, I take it, 
t doth divide it ſelf into ſeven Branches. 
Perry. Hark you, good Marie, 
are you got a Catechiſer here? 
Tra. Good Zeal. 
pb. Good three · pil d Predication, will you peace, 
nd hear the Cauſe we come for? 0 
Coun. Ves Bob- tails, | | 
e know the Cauſe you come for, here's the Cauſe, 
ut never hope to carry her, never dream 
Dr flatter your Opinions with a Thought 
f baſe Repentance in her. 
Cit. Give me Sack, 
y this, and next ſtrong Ale. 
(oun. Swear forward, Siſter. bo 
Cit. By all that's Cordial, in this place we'll bury 
Dur bones, Fames, Tongues, our Triumphs, and all 
hat ever yet was ChronicFd of Woman; | 
ut this brave Wench, this excellent Deſpiſer, 
his bane of dull Obedience, ſhall inherit 
er liberal Will, and march off with conditio 
oble, and worth her ſelf. 
Cur. She ſhall, Tom Tilers, 
ind brave ones too, my Hood ſhall make a Hearſe-cloth, 
ind Ill lie under it like Fone o Gaunt, 
er] go leſs, my Diſtaff ſtuck up by me, 
or the eternal Trophy of my Conqueſts ; | 
nd loud Fame at my Head with two main Bottles, 
dell fill to all the World the glorigus fall ; 
fold Don Gillian. "1M 
Cr. Yet a little further; 
© have taken Arms in reſcue of this Lady, 
oſt juſt and Noble: If ye beat us off 

H2 Without 


Con 
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Without conditions, and we recant, 

Uſe us as we deſerve; and firſt degrade us 

Of all our ancient Chambring, next that 

The Simbols of our Secreſie, ſilk Stockings, 

Hue of our Heels; our Petticoats of Arms 

Tear off our Bodies, and our Bodkins break 

Over our coward Heads. 

Coun. And ever after, 

To make the tainture moſt notorious, 

At all our Creſts, videlicet our Plackets, 

Let Laces hang, and we return again 

Into our former Titles, Dairy-maids. 

Petru. No more Wars; puiſſant Ladies, ſhew condition 

And freely I accept em. ; 

Mar. Call in Livia; | * 

She's in the Treaty too. * 

Enter Livia above. 
Mor. How, Livia? 
Mar. Hear you that, Sir? 

There's the conditions for ye, pray peruſe em. 

Perro. Yes, there ſhe is; 't had no right Rebel 
Had ſhe held off; what think you, Man? (hon, 
Mor. Nay nothing. | 
I have enough o'th' proſpect; o' my Conſcience, 
The World's End and the Goodneſs of a Woman 

Will come together. = 
Petro. Are you there, ſweet Lady? 

Liv. Cry you mercy Sir, I ſaw you nor, your Bleſſing 
Petro. Yes, when l bleſs a Jade, that ſtumbles with me. 

How are the Articles? 
Liv. This is for you, Sir; 

And I ſhall think upon' t. 
Mor. You have us'd me finely. 22! 
Liv. There's no other uſe of thee now extant, 

But to be hung up, Caſſock, Cap, and all, 

For ſome ſtrange Monſter at Apothecaries. + 
Petro. 1 hear you, Whore. 601 

Liv. It muſt be his then, Sir, 

For need will then compel me. 
Cit. Bleſſing on thee. | 

<6 
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Petro. There's no talking to em; 
How are they, Sir? Ho 
Prrru. As 1 expected: Liberty and Cloathes, [| Reads. 

When, and in what way ſhe will; continual Monies, 
Company, and all the Houle at her diſpoſe; 

No Tongue to ſay, Why is this? Or whether will it? 
New Coaches, and ſome Buildings, ſhe appoints here; 
Hangings, and Hunting-horſes; and for Plate 
And Jewels for her private Ule, I rake it, 

wo thouſand Pound in preſent; then for Muſick, 
nd Women to read French. 
Petro. This muſt not be. 

Petru. And at the latter end a Clauſe put in, 
hat Livia ſhall by no Man be importun'd, 
his whole Month yet, to marry. 

Petr. This is monſtrous. 

Petru. This ſhall be done, I'll humour her awhile: 

If nothing but Repentance and Undoing 
an win her Love, I'll make a ſhift for one. 

$9h, When ye are once a- bed, all theſe Conditions 
ie under your own Seal. | | 

Mar. Do you like 'em? 
Parry, Yes. | 3 
ind by that Faith I gave you fore the Prieſt 

I ratifie em. 

Cun. Stay, what Pledges? | 
Mar, No, I'll take that Oath ; 
ut have a care you keep it. 11 
(it. Tis not now 
8 when Andrea liv'd. 

(am. If you do juggle, 
Vralter but a Letter of theſe Articles 

© have ſet down, the ſelf-ſame Perſecution. 

Mar. Miſtruſt him not. 
Ferry. By all my Honeſty 
Mar. Enough, 1 yield. 
tro, What's this Inſerted here? chere 
| b. That the two valiant Women that commanded 
Ul have a Supper made em, and a large one, 

id liberal Entertainment without grudging, 
H 3 And 
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ing, 
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And Pay for all their Soldiers. | 
Petru. That ſhall be too; 
And if a Tun of Wine will ſerve to pay em, 
They ſhall have juſtice: I ordain ye all 
Pay-maſters, Gentlemen. 
Tra. Then we ſhall have ſport, Boys. 
Mar. Well meet you in the Parlour. 
Petru. Ne'er look ſad, Sir, for I will do it, 
Soph. There's no danger in't. | 
Petru. For Livia's Article you ſhall obſerve it, 
I have ty'd my ſelf. 
Petro. I will. | 


Petru. Along then; now 0 1 
Either I break, or this ſtiff Plant muſt bow. Ereun 


* 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Enter Tranio and Rowland. 

Tra. Ae you ſhall take my Counſel. 
2M Row. -I ſhall hang firſt. | 
I'll no more Love, that's certain, tis a bane, | 
(Next that they poiſon Rats with) themaſt mortal: 
No, I thank Heav'n, I have got my ſleep again, 
And now begin to write Senſe; I can walk y 
A long hour in my Chamber like a Man, 
And think of ſome thing that may better me; 
Some ſerious point of Learning, or my State; 
No more ay-mees, and Miſtreſſes, Tranto, | 
Come near my Brain: I'll tell thee, had the Devil 
But any Eſſence in him of a Man, Woh, 
And could be brought to love, and love a Woman, 
Twould niake his Head ake worſer than his Horns do 
And firk him with a Fire he never felt yet, 
Would make him dance. I tell thee, there is nothing 
(It may be thy caſe Tranio, therefore hear me:) 
Under the Sun (reckon the maſs of Follies Tra. 
Crept into th” World with Man) ſo deſperate; or. 


fe 
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80 mad, ſo ſenſeleſs, poor and baſe, ſo wretched, 
Ro 77 and ſcurvy, | 

2 Whither wilt thou, Rowland? 
Row. As tis to be in Love. 
Tra. And why, for Virtue fake? 
Row. And why, for Virtue's ſake? Doſt thou not con- 
Tra. No by my Troth. | (ceive me? 
Row. Pray then and heartily, um 
or fear thou fall into't : PH tell thee why too, 
For | have hope to fave thee) when thou loveſt, 
nd firſt begin'ſt ro worſhip the gilt Call: 
Inprimis, chou haſt loſt thy Gebfry: 


3 

uud like a Prentice, flung away thy Freedom, 

orthwith thou art a Slave. 

Ira, That's a new Doctrine. 

kum. Next, thou art no more Man. 

Tra. What then? | | 

Row. A Frippery; 

othing but braided Hair, and penny Ribbond, 

love, Garter, Ring, Roſe, or at beſt a Swabber, 

thou canſt love ſo near to keep thy making, 

let thou wilt loſe thy Language. ö 
Tra. Why? | 

Row, Oh Tranio, | 

hoſe things in Love, ne'er talk as we do. 

Ira. No? © | | 

low. No, without doubt, they ſigh, and ſhake the Head, 

ind ſometimes whiſtle dolefully, | _ 
Ira. No Tongue? | 3 | | 

Ves Tramo, but no Truth in't, nor no Reaſon, 

id when they cant (for tis a kind of canting) 

le ſhall hear, if you reach to underſtand em 

Which you muſt be a Fool firſt, or you cannot) 

duch Ferri, ſuch believe me, I proteſt Sweet, 

nd oh dear Heav'ns, in which ſuch Conſtellations 

pn at the Births of Lovers, this is too well, 

ad daigne me Lady, daigne me I beſcech ye, 

ur poor unworthy lump, and then ſhe licks him. 

Tra. A on't, this is nothing. 171 

Rur. Thou haſt hit it: 


H 4 ̃ Then 
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Then talks ſhe ten times worſe, and wries, and wrigples 
As though ſhe had the Itch (and fo it may be.) 
Tra. Why thou art grown a ſtrange-Diſcoverer. 
Rom. Of mine own Follies, Tranio. 
Tra. Wilt thou, Rowland, 
Certain ne'er love again? 
Row. I think ſo, certain, | 
And if I be not dead drunk I ſhall keep it. 
Tra. Tell me but this, what doſt thou think of Women! 
Row. Why, as I think of Fiddles, they delight me, 
Till their Strings break. 
Tra. What Strings? 
Row. Their Modeſties, 
Faiths, Vows, and Maidenheads, for they are like Kits 
They have but four Strings to'em. 
Tra. What wilt thou 
Give me for ten Pound now, when thou next loveſt, 
And the fame Woman ſtill ? 
Row. Give me the Mony; 
A hundred, and my Bond for't. 
Tra. But pray hear me, 
III work all means I can to reconcile ye? 
Kom. Do, do, give me the Mony. 
Tra. There. 
Rom. Work Tranio. 
Tra, You ſhall go ſometimes where ſhe is. 
Row. Yes, ſtraight. 
This is the firſt good I &er got by Woman. 
Tra. You would think it ſtrange now, if another Beauty 
As good as hers, fay better. | 
Row. Well. | 
Tra. Conceive me, 
This is no point o' th' Wager. 
Row. That's all one, 
Tra. Love youas much, or more, than nowſhe hates you 
Row. *Tis a good hearing, let em love: Ten Pon 
- I never love that Woman. 1 (more, 
Tra. There it is; 
And ſo an hundred, if you loſe. 
„ 3-646, Wave 
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Have you another to put in? 
Tra. No, nog Sir. | 
Row. I am very ſorry; now will Ieret 
A new Game, and go hate for th' Bell; I am ſure 
| am in excellent caſe to win. | 
Tra. I muſt have leave, 
To tell you, and tell Truth roo, what ſhe is, 
And how ſhe ſuffers for you, 
Row. Ten Pound more, 
] never believe you. 
Tra. No, Sir, I am ſtinted. 
Row, Well, take your beſt way then. 
Tra. Let's walk, I am glad 
Your ſullen Feaver's off. 
Row. Shalt ſee me, Tranio, 
A monſtrous merry Man now : let's to the Wedding, 
And as we go, tell me the general hurry | 
Of theſe mad Wenches, and their Works. 
Tra. I will. | 
Rom. And do thy worſt. 
Tra. Something I'll do. | 
Row. Do Tranio. ' Exeunt. 


„„ *& oy: - 


Enter Pedro, and Jaques. 
Ted. A pair of Stocks beſtride em, are they gone? 
Jag. Yes, they are gone; and all the Pans i th Town 
beating before em. W hat ſtrange A dmonitions 
They gave my Maſter, and how fearfully 
They threaten'd, if he broke em? 
Ped. O' my Conſcience 
Has found his full Match now. 
7aq. That I believe too. 
Pea. How did ſhe entertain him ? 
Jag She look'd on him, 
Ped. But ſcurvily. 
Jaq. With no great Affection 
That I aw; and I heard ſome ſay he kiſs'd her, 
But "twas upon a Treaty, and ſome Copies 
dar, but her Cheek. 
Ped. Jaques, What wouldſt thou give For 
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For ſuch a Wife, now? 
Faq. Full as many Prayers 
As the moſt zealons Puritan conceives 
Out of the Meditation of fat Veal, 
Or Birds of prey, cram'd Capons, againſt Players, 
And to as good a Tune too, but againſt her; 
That Heav'n would bleſs me from her; mark it Pedi 
If this Houſe be not rurn'd within this Fortnight 
With the Foundation upward, Il be carted. 
My Comfort is yet, that thoſe Amorites, 
That came to back her caule, thoſe Heathen Whore, 
Had their Hoods hallowed with Sack. 
Ped. HowDeviliſh drunk they were? | 
Jag. And how they tumbled, Pedro: Didſt thou mark 
The Country Cævaliero? 
pid. Out upon her, 
How ſhe turn d down the Bragget? 
Jag: Ay, that ſunk her. (falt 
ed. That Drink was well put to her; What a Somer 
Whenthe Chair fell, ſhe ferch'd,with her Heels upward: 
Jeq: And what a piece of Landskip ſhe diſcover? 
Ped, Didſt mark her, when her Hood fell in the Poſſet? 
7aq. Ves, and there rid, like a Dutch-Hoy ; the Tun- 
When ſhe had got her Ballaſs. (brel, 
Ped. That I ſaw too. 
Jag. How fain ſhe would have drawn on Sophocles 
To COme aboard, and how ſhe fimper'd — 
Ped. I warrant her, ſhe has been a worthy ſtriker. 
Faq. I'th* heat of Summer there had been ſome hope 
Ped Hangher. | + 05 (ont. 
Jag. She offer'd him a Harry-groat, and belcht out, 
Her Stomach being blown with Ale, ſuch Courtſhip, 
Upon my Life has giv'n him twenty Stools fince ; 
Believe my Calculation, theſe old Women, 
When they are tippled, and a little heated, - 
Are like new Wheels, they'll roar you all the Town oer 
Till they be greas d. war's” . 
Ped. The City Cinque-a face 
Dame Toft and Butter, had the Bob too? 
Jad. Ves. | 


But 
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But ſhe was ſullen drunk, and given to filching, 

I ſce her offer at a Spoon. My Maſter — 
do not like his look, I fear Was faſted n | 
For all this Preparation; let's ſteal by him. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE NL 


Enter Petruchio, and Sophocles. 
Sh. Not let you touch her all this Night ? 
Perry, Not touch her. 
Hyb. Where was your Courage? 
Petru. Where was her Obedience? 
Never poor Man was ſhatn'd ſo; never Raſcal 
That keeps a ſtud of Whores was us d ſo baſely. 
Hob. Pray you tell me one thing truly; 
Do you love her? 
Petru. I would I did not, upon that Condition 
I paſt thee half my Land. | 
Soph. It may be then, 
Her Modeſty requir'd a little Violence ? 
Some Women love to ſtruggle. 
Petru. She had it, 
And ſo much that I ſweat for't, ſo I did, 
But to no end; I walht an Erbiope. 
She ſwore my Forte might weary her, but win her 
| never could, nor ſhould, till ſhe conſented; 
\nd I might take her Body Priſoner, 
but for her Mind or Appetite———— 
Wh, 'Tis ſtrange ; 
This Woman is the firſt I ever read of, 
Refus'd a warranted Occaſion, 
And ſtanding on fo fair Terms. 
Perry. I ſhall quit her. 
Soph, Us'd you no more Art? 
Petru. Yes, I ſwore to her, 
And by no little ones, if preſently 
Without more Diſputation on the matter, 
She grew not nearer to me, and diſpatcht me 
Out of the Pains I was, for I was nettl'd, 
And willingly, and eagerly, and ſweetly, 
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I would to her Chamber-maid, and in her hearing 
Begin her ſuch a erf. 
Sb. Then ſhe ſtarted! 
Petru. No more than I do now; marry ſhe anſ 
If I were ſo diſpos'd, ſhe could not help it; 
But there was one call'd Jaques, a poor Butler, 
One that might well content a ſingle Woman. 
Soph. And he ſhould tilt her. 
Petru. To that ſenſe; and laſt | 
She bad me yet theſe ſix Nights look for nothing, 
Nor ſtrive to purchaſe it, but fair good Night, 
And fo good Morrow, and a Kiſs or two 
To cloſe my Stomach, for her Vow had ſeal 'd it, 
And ſhe would keep it conſtant. 
Soph. Stay ye, ſtay ye, 
Was ſhe thus when you woo'd her ? 
Petru. Nothing, Sophocles, 
More keenly eager, I was oft afraid 
She had been light, and eaſie, ſhe would ſhowre 
Her Kiſſes fo upan me. 
Sy. Then ] fear 
Another Spoke's i'th* Wheel. 
Petru. Now thou haſt found me, 
There gnawes my Devil, Spbocles. O Patience, 
Preſerve me; that I make her not example 
By ſome unworthy way; as fleaing her, 
Boiling, or making Verjnice, drying her. 
Sopb. I hear her. | 
Petru. Mark her then, and ſee the Heir 
Of ſpight and prodigality, ſhe has ſtudied 
Away to begger's both, and by this Hand 
| Maria at the Door, and Servant and Woman. 
She ſhall be, if [| live, a Doxy. 
Soph. Fye, Sir. 10% 
Mar. 1 do not like that dreſſing, tis too poor, 
Let me have ſix gold Laces, broad and maſſy, 
And betwixt ev'ry Lace a rich Embroidry, 
Line the Gown through with Pluſh perfum'd, and purffl: 
All the Sleeves down with Pearl. 
Fetru. What think you, Sophocles, 
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In what point ſtands my State now? 

Mar. For thoſe Hangings. 
Let em be carried where! = ar} — 
They are too baſe for my uſe, and beſpeak 
New Pieces of the Civil Wars of France, 
Let em be large and lively, and all Silk work, 
The Borders Gold. 
Spb. 1 marry, Sir, this cuts it. 
Mar. That fourteen yards of Satten give my Woman, 
do not like the Colour, tis too civil; | | 
There's too much Silk i'th' Lace too; tell the Duzchman, 
That brought the Mares, he muſt with all ſpeed ſend me 
Another ſuit of Horſes, and by all means | 
Ten caſt of Hawks for the River, I much care not 
What price they bear, ſo they be ſound, and flying, 
For che next Winter I am for the Country, . 
And mean to take my Pleaſure ; where's the Horſeman? 
Perru. She means to ride a great Horſe, 
Heb. With a Side-(addle ? (month. 
Petru. Yes, and ſhe'll run a-tilt within this Twelve- 
Mar. To morrow Ill begin to learn, but pray, Sir, 
Have a great care he be an eaſie doer, 
Twill ſpoil a Scholar elſe. 

Sh. An eaſie doer, 
Did you hear that? 

Petru. Yes, I ſhall meet her Morals 
Eer it be long, I fear not. 
Mar. © good Morrow. 
Spb. Good Morrow, Lady, how is't now? 
Mar. Faith fickly, 
This Houſe ſtands in an ill Air. 
Petr. Yet more Charges? 
Mar Subject to Rots,and Rheums; out ont, tis nothing 
but a til'd Fog. | 
Petru. What think you of the Lodge then? 
Mar. 1 like the Seat, but 'tis too little; Sophocles, 
me have thy Opinion, thou haſt Judgment. 
Perry, Tis very well. | 
Mar, What if I pluck it down, 
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Still riſing from the entrance? 
Petru. Andi'th' — , 
A College for olds. 
Mar, on — | 
Take ina Garden of ſome twenty Acres, 
And caſt it of the Italian Faſhion, _ s (Lady; 

Petru. And you could caſt your ſ too; pm 
Will not this coſt much Mony? 

Mar. Some ſive thouſand, 

Say fix ; I'll have it Battel'd too. 
Herriu. And gilt; Aaaria, e 

This is a fearſul Courſe you take, pray think on't, 

You are a Woman now, a Wife, and his 

That muſt in honeſty, and juſtice look for 

Some due Obedience from you. 

Mar. That bare Word ; 
Shall coſt you many a Pound more, build upon't; 
Tell me of due Obedience? What's a.Husband? 
What are we married for, to carry Sumpters? 

Are we not one piece with you, and as worthy 
Our own Intentions, as you yours? 
Petru. Pray hear, me, 
Mar. Take two ſmall drops of Water, oe—_— 
Ou | 


Tell me which is the heavieſt, and 
Firſt to deſcend in Duty ? 
Petru. You miſtake me; 
I urge not Service from you, nor Obedience 
In way of Duty, but of Love, and Credit; 
All 1 expect is but a noble care 
Of what J have brought you, and of what Lam, 
And what our Name may be. 
Mar. That's in my making. 
Petru. Tis true it is ſo. 
Mar. Ves, it is Petruchio, | 
For there was never Man without our molding, 
Without our Stamp upon him, and our Juſtice, 
Left any thing three Ages after him 
Good, and his own. 
99ph. Good Lady underſtand him. 
Mar. I do too much, ſweet Saphacles, he's one of 
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f a moſt ſpightful ſelf Condition, 
ever at Peace with any thing but Age, 

hat has no Teeth leſt to return his Anger; 
I Bravery dwells in his Blood yet, of abuſing 
is firſt pood Wife ; he's fooner Fire than Powder, 
and ſooner Miſchief. ; | 
Perru. If I de fo ſudden, 
Do not you fear me? 
Mar. No, nor yet care for you, 
and if it may be lawful, I defie you. 
Perru. Do's this become you now? 
Mar. It ſhall become me. 2 
Perru. Thou diſobedient, weak, vain-glorious Woman, 
ere I but half ſo wilful, as thou ſpightful, 
ſhould now drag thee to thy Duty. 

Mar. Drag me? 

Petru. But T am Friends again; take all your Pleaſure. 
Mar. Now you perceive him, Sophocles. 

Petry, I love thee 

Above thy Vanity, thou faithleſs Creature. 

Mar, Would 1 had been fo happy when I married, 
Put to have met an honeſt Man like thee, - | 
For I am ſure thou art good, I know thou art honeſt, 

\ handſome hurtleſs Man, a loving Man, | g 
hough never a Penny with him; and thoſe Eyes, 

hat Face, and that true Heart; wear this for my ſake, 
\nd when thou think”ſt upon me, pity me; 
am caſt away. 

Hb. Why how now Man ? | 
Petru. Pray leave me, 

nd follow your Advices. 

Spb. The Man's jealous. 

Petry, T ſhall find. a time, er it be long, to ask you 
One or two fooliſh Queſtions. 

Spb. I ſhall anſwer — 
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Exit Mar. 


\s well as Lam able, when you call me; 
It ſhe'mean true, tis but a little killing, 

ind if I do not venture it's | 

Farcwel, Sir. | [Exit Soph. 

0 Pete, Pray fare wel. Is there no keeping 5 
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A Wife to one Man's uſe? no wintering 

Theſe Cattel without ſtraying ? Tis hard dealing, 
Very hard dealing, Gentlemen, ſtrange dealing; 
Now in the Name of Madneſs,” what Star reign'd, 
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What Dog-ſtar, Bull, or Bear- ſtar, when I married Wh 
This ſecond Wife, this Whirlwind, that takes all ; 
Within her Compaſs? was I not well warn'd, | 
(1 thought I had, and I believe I know it,) 
And beaten to Repentance, in the Days 1 
Of my firſt doating? had I not Wife enough } 
To turn my Love to? 7. [ want Vexation, | 
Or any ſpecial care to kill my Heart? | 
Had l not ev'ry Morning a rare Breakfaſt, | 
Mixt with a learned Lecture of ill Language, | 
Louder than Tom o' Lincoln; and at Dinner, le 
A Diet of the ſame Diſh ? was there Evening | 
That cer paſt over us, without Thou Knave, | 
Or Thou W hore, for Dogon: had I ever bs o 
A pull at this ſame poor {port Men run mad for, Vi 
But like a Cur I was fain to ſhew my Teeth firſt, þ 
And almoſt worry her? and did Heav'n forgive me, 
And take this Serpent from me? and am l | She 
Keeping tame Devils now again? my Heart akes; Lov 
Something I muſt do ſpeedily; I'll die, K 
If I can handſomely, for that's the way f 
To make a Raſcal of her; I am fick,, ö | k 
And I'll go very near it, but Pl periſh. [Exit p 
SCENE IV: da 

Enter Livia, Biancha, Tranio, and Rowland. R 

Liv. Then I muſt be content, Sir, with my Fortune: b, 
Row. And I with mine. 7% | 0 
Liv. Idid not think, a Lock ö Pay 
Or a poor Word or two, could have diſplanted 0 
Such a fix'd Conſtancy, and for your end too. (gewgavs, BW ©” 
Row. Come, come, I know your Courſes; there's you! | * 
Vour Rings, and Bracelets, and the Purſe you gave me, 5 
The Mony's ſpent in entertaining you K 
At Plays, and Cherry-gardens. „ 
| Lis, ne 
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Liv. There's your Chain too. 
gut if you'll give me leave, I'll wear the Hair ſtill; 
would yet remember you. 
| Ba. Give him his Love, Wench; 
The young Man has Imployment for't. 
Tra. F.e Rowland. 
Rom. You cannot fie me out a hundred Pound 
ith this poor Plot; yet, let me ne'er ſee day more, 
{ſomething do not ſtruggle ſtrangely in me. 
Bia. Young Man, let me talk with you. 
Row, Well, young Woman. 
Bia, This was your Miſtreſs once. 
Rom. Yes. 
Bia. Are ye honeſt? | _ 
ſee you are young, and handſome. | 
Row, Jam honeſt. (Judgement 
Bia, Why that's well ſaid, and therc's no doubt your 
Is good enough, and ſtrong enough, to tell you 
Vho are your Foes, and Friends: W hy did you leave her? 
Rom. She made a Puppy of me. . 
Bia. Be that granted: 
She muſt do ſo ſometimes, and oftentimes ;- 
Love were too ſerious elſe. 
Row. A witty Woman. 
Bia, Had you lov'd me 
Row. | would I had. | 
Bia. And dearly; 
ind! had lov'd you ſo z you may love worſe, Sir, 
But that is not material. 
Row. | ſhall loſe. | 2 
Bia. Some time or other for variety 
I ſhould have call'd you Fool, or Boy, or bid you 
Flay with the Pages, but have lov'd you ſtill, 
ut of all Queſtion, and extreamly too; 
ou are a Man made to be loved. 
Row. This Woman | 
Uther abuſes me, or loves me deadly. 
Bia, I'll tell you one thing, if I were to chuſe 
Husband to mine own Mind, I ſhould think 
ne of your Mother's making would content me, 
Vol. VI. | | For 
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For o' my Conſcience ſhe makes good ones. 
kow, Lady, 

I'll leave you to your Commendations : 

I am in again, the Devil take their Tongues, 
Bia. You ſhall not go. 

Row. I will; yet thus far Livia, 

Vour Sorrow may induce me to forgive you, 

But never love again; if I ſtay longer, 

I have loſt two hundred Pound. 
Liv. Good Sir, but thus much 
Tra. Turn, it thou beeſt a Man. 

Liv. Bur one Kiſs of you; 

One parting Kiſs, and I am gone too. 
Row, Come, 

I ſhall kiſs fifty Pound away at this clap : 

We'll have one more, and then farewel. 
Liv. Farewel. (with ther 
Bia. Well, go thy ways, thou beareſt a kind Hen 
Tra. H'as made a ſtand. 

" Bia. A noble, brave young Fellow, 

Worthy a Wench indeed. 
Row. I will, 1 will not. [Exit Row 
Tra, He's gone, but ſhot again; play you but your put 

And I will keep my Promif*, forty Angels 

In fair Gold, Lady, wipe your Eyes: He's yours 

If I have any wit. 


Liv. |'iI pay the forfeit. . 
Bia. Come then, let's ſee your Siſter, how ſhe faresno! 


After her skirmiſh, and be ſure, Moroſo 
Be kept in good Hand; then : I's perfect, Livia. 


[ 
S. G 


5 Enter Jaques and Pedro. 
Ped. O Jaques, Jaques, what becomes of us? 
Oh my ſweet Maſter. 
Jag. Run for a Phyſician, 
And a whole peck of Pothecaries, Pedro. ? 
He will die, didle, didle die, if they come not quick), 
And bring all People that are skilful | 
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1 Lungs and Livers, raiſe the Neighbours, 
\nd all the Aquavite· bottles extant; 

ind, O the Parſon, Pedro; O the Parſon, 

| little of his comfort, never ſo little; 
wenty to one you find him at the Buſb, 
here's the beſt Ale. 


ped. fly. | 
Enter Maria and Servants. 
Mar. Out with the Trunks, ho- 
Why are you idle? Sirrah, up to th' Chamber, 
And take the Hangings down, and ſee the Linnen 
ack'd up, and ſent away within this half Hour. 
What, are the Carts come yet? Some honeſt Body 
elp down the Cheſts of Plate, and ſome the Wardrobe, 
las, we are undone elſe. 
Jag. Pray forſooth; 
\nd I beſecch ye, tell me, is he dead yet? 
Mar. No, but is drawing on; out with the Armour. 
Jag. Then VII go ſee him. 
Mar. Thou art undone then Fellow, no Man that has 
een near him come near me. 
Enter Sophocles, and Petronius. 

Spb. Why how now Lady, what means this? 
Petro. Now Daughter, how does my Son? 
Mar. Save all you can, for Heav'ns ſake. 

| Enter Livia, Biancha, and Tranio. 
Lv. Be of good comfort, Siſter. 
Mar. O my Casket. 
Petro. How do's thy Husband, Woman? 
Mar, Get yougone, if you mean to ſave your Lives, the 
Tetro. Stand further off, I prethee. (Sickneſß. 
Mar. Is i' th' Houſe, Sir, 
Husband has it now; 
las he is infected, and raves extreamly : 
we me ſome Counſel, Friends. 
Bia. Why lock the doors up, 
ind (end him in a Woman to attend him. 
Mar. I have beſpoke two Women, and the City 
Uh ſent a Watch by this time : Meat nor Mony 
© (hall not want, nor * | 

| 2 


[Exit Pedro. 
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Petro. How long 1»'t 
Since it firlt took him? | 
Mar. But within this three Hours. 

Enter Watch. 
I am frighted from my Wits : 


And Patience be his Angel. 
Tra. This comes unlook'd for. 


Mor. Pll to the Lodge; ſome that are kind andlovent 

I know will viſit me. [ Petruchio With 
Petru. Do you hear, my Maſters: Ho, you that lo 
Petro. *Tis his Voice. (the Doors i 


Tra. Hold, and let's hear him. 


Petru. Will ye ſtarve me here; am I a Traitor, or 
Or am I grown infectious ? (Heretid 


Petro, Pray Sir, pray. 


Petru, I am as well as you are, goodman Puppy. 


Mar. Pray have Patience. 
You ſhall want nothing, Sir. 

Petru. I want a Cudgel, 
And thee, thou Wickedneſs. 

Petro, He ſpeaks well enough. 

Mar. H'ad ever a ftrong Heart, Sir. 

Petru. Will ye hear me? 
Firſt be pleas'd 
To think I know ye all, and can diſtinguiſh 
Ev'ry Man's ſeveral Voice; you that ſpoke fitſt, 
I know my Father-in-law ; the other Tran, 
And I heard Sophocles; the laſt, pray mark me, 
Is my damn'd Wife Maria: 
If any Man miſdoubt me for infected, 
There is mine Arm, let any Man look on't. 

Enter Doctor and Pothecary. 
Doct. Save ye, Gentlemen. 
> Petro. O eee Doctor, 
Ve come in happy time; pray your Opinion, 
W hat think b his Pulſe?) F 
Doct. It beats with buſieſt, 

And ſhews a general Inflammation. 
Which is the Symptome of a peſtilent Feaver, 


O here's the Watch, 
Pray do your Office, lock the Doors up Friends, 
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ike twenty Ounces f: om him. 
Peu. Take a Fool; 
ike an Ounce from mine Arm, and Doctor Deux- ace, 
| make a Cloſe- ſtool of your velvet Coſtard. 
Gentlemen, do ye make a Ma- game on me? 
tell ye once again, J am as ſound, 
« well, as wholeſome, and as ſenſible, 
$any of ye all : Let me out quickly, 
ras I am a Man, Ill beat the Walls down, 
nd che firſt thing 1 light upon ſhall pay for't. 
[ Exit Doctor and Potiecary. 
Petro, Nay, we'll go with you Doctor. 
Mar. 'Tis the ſafeſt; 
, the Tokens, Sir. 
Petro, Then there is but one way. 
ern. Will it pleaſe you open? 
Ira, His Fit grows ſtronger ſtill. 
Mar. Let's fave our ſelves, Sir, 
es palt all worldly Cure. 
Teng. Friends, do your Office. / 
nd what he wants, if Mony, Love, or Labour, 
r any way may win it, let him have it. 
rewel, and pray my horeſt Friends 
Ten. Why Raſcals, | | 
ends, Gentlemen, thou beaſtly Wife, Jaques; 
one hear me? Who's at the Door there? 
' Watch. Think, I pray, dir, 
hither you are going, and prepare your ſelf. 
2 Watch. Thele idle Thoughts diſturb you, the good 
Gentlewoman | | 
ur Wife has taken care you ſhall want nothing. 
len Shall I come out in quiet? Anſwer me, 
(hall I charge a Fowling-piece, and make 
"nc own way, two of ye | cannot mils, 
| miſs three; ye come here to aſſault me. 
m as excellent well, I rhank Heav'n for't, 
Id have as good a Stomach at this Inſtan.— 
Hatch. That's an ill ſign, | 
| Watch. He draws on; he's a dead Man. 
lenu. And ſleep as ſoundly ; Will ye look upon me? 
f | ; 4 8 * 
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1 Watch. Do you want Pen and Ink? While you hae 
Settle your State. (Senſe, $i, 

Petru. Sirs, I am well, as you are; 
Or any Raſcal living. 

2 Watch. Would you were, Sir. 

Petru. Look to your ſelves, and if you love your Ling 
Open the Door, and fly me, for I ſhoot elſe; | 
Ill ſhoot, and preſently, Chain-bullers 
And under four I will not kill. 

1 Watch, Let's quit him, 
It may be it is a trick, he's dangerous, 

2 Watch, The Devil take the hindmoſt, I ery. 

[ Exit Watch rummg 
Enter Petruchio with à Piece. 

Petru. Have among ye, 
The Door ſhall open too, Il have a fair ſhoot ; 
Are ye all gone? Tricks in my old Days, Crackers 
Put now upon me? And, by Lady Green-Sleeves* 
Am I grown ſo tame after all my Triumphs? 
But that I ſhould be thought mad, if rail'd, 
As much as they deſerve, againſt theſe Women, 
J would now ip up, from the Primitive Cuckold, 
Al: their Arch-villanies, and all their Doubles, 
Which are more than a hunted Hare e'er thought on: 
When a Man has the faireſt, and the ſweeteſt 
Of all their Sex, and as he thinks the nobleſt, 
What has he then? And I'll ſpeak modeſtly, 
He has a Quartern-ague, that ſhall ſhake 
All his Eftate to nothing, never cur'd, 
Nor never dying; He'as a Ship to venture 
His Fame, and Credit in, which if he Man not 
With more continual Labour than a Gally 
To make her Tith, either ſhe grows a Tu nbrel, 
Not worth the Cloth ſhe wears; or ſprings more Leaks 
Than all the Fame of his Poſterity 
Can ever itop again. I could rail twenty Days; 
Our on 'em, Hedge-hogs, | 
He that ſhall touch 'em, has a thouſand Thorns 
Runs through his Fingers: If I were unmarried, 
I would do any thing below Repentance, 
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ny baſe dunghil Slavery; be a Hang - man, 

| w | would 5 a F O the dhouſggd, 

houſand, ten thouſand ways they have to kill us! 

>me fall with two much ſtringing of the Fiddles, 

nd thoſe are Fools: ſome, that they are not ſuffer'd, 
nd thoſe are Maudlin- lovers: Some, like Scorpions, 
hey poiſon with their Tails, and thoſe are Martyrs; 
me dic with doing good, thoſe Benefactors, 

nd leave em Land to leap away; ſome few, 

or thoſe are rareſt, they are ſaid to kill 

ith kindneſs, and fair uſage; but what they are 
Catalogue diſcovers not, only 'tis thought 

hey are buried in old Walls, with their Hcels upward. 
could rail twenty Days together now. 

Il ſeek *em out, and if I have not reaſon, 

nd very ſenſible, why this was done, 

go a birding yet, and ſome ſhall ſmart fort. ¶ Exit. 


1 bay 
©, ol, 


Lives 


Euter Moroſo and Petronius. | 
r. Hat I do love her, is without all queſtion, 
And moſt extreamly, dearly, moſt exactly; 
nd that I would e' en now, this preſent Monday, 
fore all others, Maids, Wives, Women, Widows, 
what degree, or calling, marry her, 
certain too; but to be made a Whim-wham, 
Jib-crack, and a Gentleman o'th' firſt Houle, 
or all my kindneſs to her. 
Petro, How you take it? | 
hou get a Wench, thou get a dozen Night-caps? 
Vould'ſt have her come, and lick thee like a Calf, 
nd blow thy Noſe, and buſs thee? \ 
Hor. Not ſo neither. 
Fro. What would'ſt thou have her do? 
Mor. Do as ſhe would do; 


Id on a clean Smock, and to Church, and Marry 5 
Fo 14 | And 
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And then to Bed a God's Name, this is fair play, 
And keep the King's Peace; let her leaye her Bobs, 
I have had roo many of them, and her Quillets, 

She is as nimble that way as an Eel; 

But in the way ſhe ought to me eſpecially, 

A Sow of Lead is ſwifter. 

Petro. Quoat your Griefs down. 

Mor. Give fair Quarter, I am old and craſie, 

And ſubject to much fumbling, I confeſs it; 


Yet ſomething I would have that's warm, to hatch me; 


But underſtand me I would have it ſo, 
I buy not more Repentance inthe Bargain 
Than the Ware's worth. 1 have; if you allow me 
Worthy your Son-in-Law, and your allowance, 
Do it a way of Credit; let me thow fo, 
And not be troubled in my Viſitations, 
With Blows, and Bitterneſs, and down - right Railing, 
As if we were to couple like two Cats, 
With clawing, and loud clamour: 
Petro. Thou fond Man, 18 
Haſt thou forgot the Ballad, crabbed Age 
Can May and January match together, 
And nev'r a Storm between em? Say ſhe abuſe thee, 
Put caſe ſhe do. 
Mor. Well. 
Petro, Nay, believe ſhe do's. 
Mor. I do believe ſhe do's. 
Perro. And dev'liſhly: 
Art thou a whit the worſe? 
Mor. That's not the matter, 
I know, being old, tis fit J am abus d; 
I know 'tis handſome, and I know moreover 
I am to love her for't. + | | 
Ferro. Now you come to me. | 
Mor. Nay, more than this; I find too, and find cert" 
W hat Gold J have, Pearl, Bracelets, Rings, or Owches 
Or what ſhe can deſire, Gowns, Petticoats, (ther 
Waſtcotes, Embroydered-ſtockings, Scars, Cals, Fes 
Hats, five pound Garters, Muffs, Masks, Ruffs, and kf 
„ . * fe T9 HO 


em 
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tro. Tis right, you are ſo, | (ty, 
| _—_ Bur vw I Dok done all this, and think it — 
ot requiſite another bore my Noſtrils? 
Riddle me that. 

Petro. Go get you gone, and dream 
She's thine within theſe two Days, for ſhe is ſo; 

The Boy's beſide the Saddle; get warm Broths, 

And feed a pace; think not of worldly Buſineſs, (ful, 
t cools the Blood; leave off your Tricks, they are hate- 
And meer fore-runners of the ancient Meaſures; 
Contrive your Beard o'th* top cut like Yerdugoes, 

It ſhows you would be wiſe, and burn your Night-cap, 
It looks like half a winding-ſheet, and urges 

From a young Wench _— but cold Repentance; 
You may eat Onions, ſo you'll not be laviſh. 

Mor. I am glad of thar. 

Petro. They purge the Blood, and quicken, 

But after em, conceive me, {weep your Mouth, 
And where there wants a Tooth, ſtick in a Clove. 
Mor. Shall I hope once again, ſay't? 
Fetro. You ſhall, Sir; 
Ard you ſhall have your hope. 
Mor, Why there's a Match then. 
Enter Biancha and Tranio, 

Bia. You ſhall not find me wanting, get you gone. 
Here's the old Man, he'll think you are plotting elſe | 
Something againſt his new Son. Exit Tranio. 
Mor. Fare ye well, Sir. Exit Moroſo. 


Bia, And ev'ry Buck had bis Doe, 
And evi Cuckold a Bell at his Toe: 
Ob what ſport ſhould we have then, then Boys then, 
Uh what ſport ſhould we have then ? | 


Petro, This is the Spirit, that inſpires em all. 


me; 


BY 


tim Bi. Give you good Ev'n. 

hes Perro, A word with you, Sweet Lady. 
hem Bia. I am very haſty, Sir. 

Fer Ferro. So you were ever. 

R-. Bia. Well, what's your Will? 

and Ferro. Was not your skilful Hand 


et.. 
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In this laſt Stratagem ? Were not your Miſchiefs 
Eking the matter on? 
Bia. In's ſnutting up? 
Is that it? 
Petro. Ves. 
Bia. Il tell you. 
Petro. Do. 
Zia. And truly. 
Good old Man, I do grieve exceeding much, 
I fear too much. 
Petro. I am ſorry for your heavineſs. 
Belike you can repent then? 
Bia. There you are wide too. | 
Not that the er was done, conceive me rightly, 
Do's any way moleſt me. 
Petro. What then, Lady? 
Bia. But that I was not in't, there's my Sorrow, there; 
Now you underſtand me, for I'll tell you, 


It was ſo ſound a Piece, and ſo well carried, T 
And if you mark the way, ſo handſomely, Br 
Of ſuch a Heighth, and Excellence, and Art, T 
I have not known a Braver ; for conceive me, E. 


When the groſs Fool her Husband would be Sick—— H 

Petro. Pray ſtay. 

Bia. Nay, good, your Patience; and no Senſe for't, At 
= - Then ſtept your Daughter in. 
| Petro. By your Appointment. 

Bia. I would it had, on that Condition 
I had but one half Smock, I like it ſo well; 
And like an excellent cunning Woman, cur'd me 
One Madneſs with. another, which was rare, 
And to our weak Belicfs, a wonder. 

Petro. Hang ye, 
For ſurely, if your Husband look not to ye, 
I know what will. 

Bia. I humbly thank your Worſhip, 

And fo I take my leave. 
Petro. You have a Hand I hear too. 

Bia. I have two, Sir. 
Petro, In my young Daughter's Buſineſs. 


Bia: 
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Zia. You will find there 
A fitter Hand than mine, to reach her frets, 
And play down diddle to her. 

Petro. I ſhall watch ye. 

Bia. Do. 

Petro. And I ſhall have Juſtice. 

Bia. Where? 

petro. That's all one; Ne 

| ſhall be with you at a turn hence forward. 

Bia. Get you a Poſſet too; and ſo good Ev*n, Sir. 

[ Exount., 

Enter Petruchio, Jaques and Pedro. 
| Jag. And as I told your Worthip, all the Hangings, 
Braſs, Pewter, Plate, ev'n to the very Looking-glaſſes. 

Ped. And that that hung for our Defence, the Armor, 
And the March Beer was going too; Oh Jaques, 

What a ſad fight was that? 

Jag. Even the two Rundlets, 
The two that was our hope, of Muskadel, | 
Better nev'r Tongue tript over, thoſe two Cannons, 
To batter Brawn withal at Chriſtmas, Sir, 
Ev'n thoſe two lovely Twyns, the Enemy 
Had almoſt cut off clean. | 

Petru. Go trim the Houſe up, : 
And pur the things in order as they were. 

| Ex. Ped. and Jaq. 

| ſhall find time for all this; could 1 find her 
But conſtant any way, I had done my Buſineſs; 
Were ſhe a Whore directly, or a Scold, | 
An Unthrift, or a Woman made to hate me, 
I had my wiſh, and knew which way to rein her; 
But while ſhe ſhews all theſe, and all their Loſſes, 
A kind of Linſey-woolſey, mingled Miſchief | | 
Not to be gueſt at, and whether true, or borrowed, 

Enter Maria. 

Not certain neither. What a hap had I, 

And what a tidy Fortune, when my Fate 

Flung me upon this Bear-whelp ? Here ſhe comes, 

Now, if the have a Colour, for the fault is 
cleanly one, upon my Conſcience 


ez 
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I ſhall forgive her yet, and find a ſomething 
Certain, I married for; her Wit: I'll mark her. 
Mar. Not let his Wife come near him in his Sickneßs 
Not come to comfort him? ſhe that all Laws 
Of Heav'n, and Nations, have ordain'd his Second, 
Is ſhe refus'd ? and two old Paradoxes, 
Pieces of five and fifty, without Faith, 
Clapt in upon him? has a little Pet, | 
That all young Wives muſt follow neceſſary, 
Having their Maiden-heads 
Petru. This is an Axiom 
I never heard before. 
Mar. Or ſay Rebellion, 
If we durſt be fo foul, which two fair words 
Alas win us from, in an hour, an inſtant, 
We are ſo eaſie, make him fo forgetful 
Both of Reaſon, Honeſty, and Credit, 
As to deny his Wife a Viſitation ? 
His Wife, that, though ſhe was a little fooliſh, 
Lov'd him, Oh Heav'n forgive her for'c ! nay doted, 
Nay had run mad, had ſhe not married him. | 
Petru. Though I know this faller Yhan the Devil, 
I cannot chuſe but love it. 
Mar. What do know 
But thoſe that came to keep him, might have kild him, 
In what a caſe had I been then? I dare not 
Believe him ſuch a baſe, deboſh'd Companion, 
That one Refuſal of a tender Maid, 
Would make him faign this Sicknels out of need, 
And take a Keeper to him of Fourſcore 
To play at Billiards; one that mew'd content 
And all her Teeth together; not come near him? 
Petru. This Woman would have made a moſt rare 
She can prevaricate on any thing; (Jeſuite, 
There was not to be thought a way to ſave her 
In all Imagination, beſide this. | 
Mar. His unkind dealing, which was worſt of all, 
In ſending, who knows whither, all the Plate, 
And all the Houſhold-ſtuff, had I not croſt it, 


By a great Providence, and my Friends Aſſiſtance, Flic 
| | | hic 


te 
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Which he will thank me one Day for; alas, 
| could have watch'd as well as they, have ſerv'd him 


In any uſe, better, and willinger. | 
| The Law commands me to do it, Love commands me, 


And my own Duty charges me. 
Perru. Heav'n bleſs me. 
And now I have ſaid my Prayers, I'll go to her; 
Areyou a Wife for any Man? 
Mar. For you, Sir, | 
If 1 were worſe, | were betterz That you are well, 
At leaſt, that you appear ſo, I thank Heav'n, 
Long may$#hold; and that you are here, I am glad too; 


| Bur that you have abus d me wretchedly, 


And ſuch a way that ſhames the Name of Husband, 
Such a malicious mangy way, ſo mingled, 
Never look ſtrangely on me, I dare tell y 
With breach of Honeſty, Care, Kindneſs, Manners. 
petru. Holla, you kick too faſt. 
Mar. Was La Stranger? 
Or had I vow'd Perdition to your Perſon? 
Am 1 not married to you, tell me that? 
Petru. 1 would I could not tell you. 
Mar. Is my Preſence, 
The Stock I come of, which is Worſhipful, 
If I ſhould fay Right Worſhipful, I 1y'd not, 
My Grandſire was a Knight. 
Petru. O' the Shire? 
Mar. A Soldier, 
Which none of all thy Family &er heard of, 
But one Conductor of thy Name, a Graſier 
That ran away with Pay; or am I grown, 
Becauſe J have been a little peeviſh to you, 
Only to try your Temper, ſuch a Dog-leech 
I could not be admitted to your Preſence ? 
Petru. If 1 endure this, hang me. ; 
Mar. And two Death's Heads, 
Two Harry Groats, that had their Faces worn, 
Almoſt their Names away too. 
Perry, Now hear me. 
For I will ſtay no longer. 


St 
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"I ſhould now think I had met a Play-fellow 


Mar. This you ſhall - 
How ever you ſhall think to flatter me, 
For this Offence, which no ſubmiſſion 
Can ever mediate for, you'll find it fo, 
What ever you ſhall do by Interceſſion, 
What you can offer, what your Land can purchaſe, 
What all your Friends, or Families can win, 
Shall be but this, not to forſwear your Knowledge, 
But ever to forbear it: Now your will, Sir. 

Petru. Thou art the ſubtleſt Woman I think living, 
J am ſure the lewdeſt; now be ſtill, and mark me; 
Were I but any way addicted to the Dexiß 


To profit by, and that way the moſt learned 


That ever taught to Murmur. Tell me thou, 4 
Thou molt poor, paltry ſpiteful Whore : Do you cy! WM And 
FI make youroar, before I leave. The 
Mar. YourPleaſure. Try 
Petru. Was it not Sin enough, thou Fraiterer, Nen 
Full of the fall thou ear'ſt ; thou Devil's Broker, NMI 
Thou Seminary of all Sedition, ö Ute 
Thou Sword of Veng'ance, with a thred hung oer u, WT}. 
Was it not Sin enough, and Wickedneſs Let 
In full abundance ? Was it not Vexation Shal 
At all points, Cap 4 Pe? Nay, I ſhall pinch you, Abo 
Thus like a rotten Raſcal to abuſe 48 
The Name of Heav'n, the tye of Marriage, And 
The honour of thy Friends, the Expectation And 
Of all that thought thee virtuous, with Rebellion, And 
Childiſh and baſe Rebellion, but continuing Pe 
After forgiveneſs too, and worſe, your Miſchiet, If th 
And againſt him, ſetting the hope of Heav'n by, Savin 
And the dear Reſervation of his Honour, Thai 


Nothing above ground could have won to hate thee: 
Well, go thy ways. e 

Mar. Les. 

Petru. You ſhall hear me out firſt; wk 
W hat Puniſhment may'ſt thou deſerve, thou things 
Thou idle thing of nothing, thou pull'd Primroſe, 
That two Hours after, art a Weed, and wither d, 


Fo 
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or this laſt Alouriſh on me? am I one 


Sele&ed out of all the Husbands living, 


ro be ſo ridden by a Tit of ten Pence, 


Am I ſo blind and Bed-rid ? I was mad, 


And had the Plague, and no Man muſt come near me, 
| muſt be ſhut up, and my Subſtance bezeFd, 
And an old Woman watch me. 
Mar. Well, Sir, well, 
You may well glory in't. 3 
petru. And when it comes to opening, tis my Plot, 
| muſt undo my {elf forſooth; do'ſt hear me? 
If 1 ſhould beat thee now, as much may be, 
Do'ſt thou not well deſerve it, o thy Conſcience, 
Do'ſt thou not cry, come beat me 
Mar. I defie you. | 
And my laſt loving Tears farewel; the firſt ſtroke, 
The very firſt you give me, if you dare ftrike, 
Try me, and you {hall find it fo, for eyer, 
Never to be recall'd; I know you love me, 
Mad till you have enjoy'd me; I do turn 
Utterly from you, and what Man I meet firſt, 
That has but Spirit to deſerve a favour, 
Let him bear any Shape, the worſe the better, 
Shall kill you, and enjoy me; what I have ſaid 
About your foolith Sickneſs, e er you have me 
As you would have me, you ſhall ſwear, is certain, 
And challenge any Man, that dares deny it; 
And in all Companies approve my Actions, 1 
And ſo fare wel for this time. [Ex. Mar. 
Petru. Grief go with thee, 
there be any Witchcrafts, Herbs, or Potions, 
dying my Prayers backward, Fiends, or Fayries, 
Than can again unlove me, I am made. [Exiz, 


SCENE II. 


Enter Biancha, and Tranio. 
Tra. Miſtreſs, you muſt do it. 
Bia. Are the Writings ready I told you of? 
Tra. Yes, they are ready, but to what uſe I know not. 
Bia. Yare an Aſs, you muſt have all things conſtru'd. 


Tra. 


— ws * 
— —— 
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Tra. Yes, and pierc'd too, 
Or I find little Pleaſure. | 

Bia. Now you are knaviſh, . 
Go too, fetch Rowland hither preſently, 
Your Twenty Pounds lies bleeding elſe; ſhe is married 
Within theſe twelve Hours, if we croſs it not, 
And ſee the Papers of one ſize. | 

Tra. I have ve. 

Bia. And for diſpoſing of 'em. 

Tra. If I fail you 
Now I have found the way, uſe Marſhal Law 
And cut my Head off with a Hand-5aw. | 

Bia. Well, Sir. . 
Petronius and Moroſo l'Il ſee ſent for: 
About your Buſineſs; go. 

Tra. I am gone. 


Bia. Ho, Livia. 
Liv. Who's that? 
Bia. A Friend of yours, Lord how you look now, 
As if you had loſt a Carrack. 
Liv. O Biancha, | 
I am the moſt undone, unhappy Woman. 
Bia, Be quiet Wench, thou ſhalt be done, and done 
And done, and double done, or all ſhall ſplit for't, 
No more of theſe minc'd Paſſions, they are mangy, 
And eaſe thee of nothing, but alittle W ind, 
An Apple will do more; thou fear'ſt Moroſo. 
Liv. Even as I fear the Gallows. 
Zia. Keep thee there ſtill. 
And you love Rowland? ſay. 
Liv. If I ſay not, 
I am ſure ] lie. | 
Bia. What wouldſt thou give that Woman, 
In ſpight of all his Anger, and thy Fear, 
And all thy Father's Policy, that could 
Clap ye within theſe two Nights quietly 
Into a Bed together ? 
Liv. How? 
Bia, Why fairly, 


[Kr. Tr 
Enter Livia, 
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At half Sword, Man and Wife, iow the red Blood comes, 
ly marry now the Matter's chang'd. | 

Liv. Bianchay Bu 
lethinks you ſhould not mock me. 

Bia. Mock a Pudding. 

ſpeak good honeſt Engliſh, and good meaning. 

Liv. | ſhould not be ungrateful to that Woman. 

Bia I know thou would'ſt not; follow but my Counſel, 
nd if thou haſt him not, deſpite of Fortune, 

t me ne'er know a good Night more; you muſt 

very ſick o'th' Inſtant. 

Liv, Well, what follows? 

Bia. And in that ſickneſs ſend for all your Friends, 
our Father, and your Feaver, old Moroſo, © . 
ind Ryland ſhall be there too. 

Liv. What of thele ? 

Bia. Do you not twitter yet? Of this ſhall follow 

bat which ſhall make thy Heart leap, and thy Lips. 
enture as many Kiſſes, as the Merchants 

o Dollars to the Eaſt-Indies ; you ſhall know all, 

t firſt walk in, and practiſe, pray be ſick. 

Liu. I do believe you, and I am ſick. 

Biz. Do, 

0 Bedthen, come, I'll ſend away your Servants 

ſt for your Fool, and Father; and good Fortune, 

e mean honeſtly, now ſtrike an up- hot. ¶ Excunt. 


S CHI. 
Enter Tranio, and Rowland. 


Ira. Nay, on my Conſcience, Ihave loſt my Mony. 
that's all one: I'll never more perſwade you, 

e jou are reſolute, and I commend you. 

kw, But did ſhe ſend for me? 

Ira. You dare believe me. 

. I cannot tell, you have your ways for profit 
ow'd you, Tranio, as well as I | 
e to avoid 'em. 

14, No, on my word, Sir, PREP 
ea] directly with you. | 
Vo L. VI. K+; Hier 


ied 
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Enter Servant. 
Row. How now Fellow, 
| Whither poſt you ſo faſt ? 
Ser. O Sir, my Maſter, 
Pray did you fee my Maſter ? 
Row. Why your Maſter? 
Ser. Sir, his Jewel. | 
Row, With the gilded Button? 
Ser. My pretty Miſtreſs Livia. 
Row. What of her? 
Ser. Is fallen ſick o th' ſudden. 
Row. How, o'th' fullens? 
Ser. O' th' ſudden Sir, I ſay, very ſick. (pla 
Kow. It ſeems ſhe hath got the Tooth- ach with raw Ap 
Ser. It ſeems you have got the Head - ach, fare you well 
You did not ſee my Maſter ? ( 
Kow. Who told you ſo? 
Tra. No, no, he did not ſee him. 
Row Farewel Hlue-bottle. Exit Serdaut 
W hit ſhould her fickneſs be? 
Tra. For vou, it may be. | 
Row, Ve& when my Brains are out, I may believe it, 
Never before, 1 am ſure: Yet I may ſee her; 
Iwill be a point of Honeſty, 
Tra. It will fo. | | 
Rom. It may be not too; you would fain be fing ii 
This old Sin-offring of two bundred, Tranio, 
How daintily, -and cunningly you drive me 
Up like a Deer toth' Toile, yet I may leap it, 
And what's the Woodman then ? 
Tra. A loſer by you. | 
Speak, Will you go or not? To me tis equal. 
ow, Come, what goes leſs ? 
ra. Nay, not a Penny Rowland. 
Rom. Shall L have liberty of Conſcience, 
Which, by interpretation, is ten Kiſſes? 
Hang me if I affect her, yet it may be, 
This whoreſon Manners will require a ſtrugling, 
Of two and twenty, or by*r Lady thirty. - 
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or if you kiſs ſo often, aud no Kindneſs, 

have loſt my Speculation, Ill allow you ——— 

xp. Speak like a Gameſter now. | 

Tra. It may be two. 
Rom. Under a dozen, Tranio, there's no ſetting, 

ou ſhall have forty Shillings, wink at ſmall Faults. 

xy | rake twenty, come, by all that's honeſt 

doit but to vex her. 

Tra, VII no By-blows. 

you can love her, do, if you can, hate her, 

r any elſe that loves you 
um. Prethee Tranio. 


* Tra. Why fare wel twenty Pound, twill not undo me; 
ul ou have my Reſolution, 


kw. And your Mony, 

'hich ſince you are fo ſtubborn, if I forfeit,  - 

ake me a Jack 9 Lent, and break my Shins ' 

Ir untagg'd Points and Compters: I'll go with you, 

t if thou getteſt a Penny by rhe Bargain; 

parting Kiſs is lawful? 

Ire, 1 allow it. 5 

kw, Knock out my Brains with Apples; yet a Bargain. 
Ira, I tell you, PII no bargains; win, and wear it. 
lun. Thou art the ſtrangeſt Fellow. 

Ira. That's all one. | 
Row. Along then, twenty Pound more if thou dar'ſt, 
jive her not a good word, : 
Ira. Not a Penny. [ Exeunt, 


S CE W. 


Euter Petruchio, Jaques, and Pedro, 
ferry, Prethee, entreat her come, I will not trouble her 
e a word or two; e er I endure Exit Pedro. 
us Life, and with a Woman, and a vow'd one 
al the Miſckiefs ſhe can lay upon me, 

80 to Plough, and eat Leck Porridge; 

ging's a Pleaſure to't, not to be number'd : 2 

there be other Countries Jaques for me, and other 

beople, yea, and _ Women. 1 
2 


| it, 


g fi 
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If I have need, here's Mony, there's your Ware, As 
W hich is fair dealing, and the Sun, they ſay, Ey 
Shines as warm there, as here; and till I have loſt Tt 


Either my ſelf, or her, I care not whether 
Nor which firſt. | 


Faq. Will your Worſhip hear me? 
Petru. And utterly outworn the Memory p 
Of ſuch a Curſe as this, none of my Nation T 
Shall ever know me more. [ 
Faq. Our alas, Sir, l 
What a ſtrange way do you run? J 
Petru. Any way, ] 
So I out-run this Raſcal. | (S2 
Zaq. Methinks now, Of 
If your good Worſhip could but have the patience. For 
Petru. The Patience, why the Patience? If at 
Faq. Why TI tell you, Anc 
Could you bur have the Patience. Ane 
Petru. Well, the Patience. ft; 7 
Jug. To laugh at all the do's, or when ſhe rails, P, 
To have a Drum beaten o' th? top o' th* Houle, P 
To give the Neighbours warning of her Larme, Did 
As | do when my Wife rebels. Cet 
Petru. Thy Wife? 0 
Thy Wife's a Pigeon to her, a meer ſlumber, be: 
The dead of Nigght's not ſtiller. 
Faq. Nor an Iron Mill. 99 
Petru. But thy Wife is certain. Fe 
Jag. That's falſe Doctrine, | 97 
Vou never read of a certain Woman. Pe 
Petru. Thou know'ſt her way. 95 
Faq. I ſhould do, I am ſure. and 
I have ridden it Night and Day, this twenty year. Pet 
Petru. But mine is ſuch a drench of Balderdaſh, op 
Such a ſtrange carded cunningneſs, the Rainbow, our 


When ſhe hangs bent in Heay'n, ſheds not her colour vr a1 
| Quicker, and more, than this deceitful Woman * 
Euter Pedro. et 


| Weaves in her dyes of Wickedneſs : What ſays ihe? — 
Ped. Nay, not a word Sir, but the pointed to me, chey 
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As though ſhe meant to follow; pray Sir bear it 

Ey'n as you may, I need not teach your Worlhip, 

The beſt Men have their croſſes, we are all mortal. 
petru. W har ails the Fellow? 

Ped. And no doubt ſhe may, Sir. | 

Peru. What may ſhe, or what do's ſhe, or what is ſhe? 
Speak and be hang'd. | 
| P:d. She's mad, Sir. 

Petru. Heav'n continue it. 

Ped. Amen, if't be his Pleaſure, 

Petri, How mad is ſhe? 

Ped. As mad as heart can wiſh, Sir; ſhe has dreſt her ſelf 
(Saving your Worſhip's Reverence) juſt i th' cut 
Of one of thoſe that multiply i' th* Suburbs 
For ſingle Mony, and as dirt:ly : 

If any ſpeak to her, firſt ſhe whiſtles, 
And then begins her Compaſs with her Fingers, 
And points to what ſhe would have. 

Petru. What new way's this? : 

ed. There came in Maſter Sophocles, 

Petru. And what 
Did Maſter Sophocles when he came in? 

Cet my Trunks ready, Sirrah, Il! be gone ſtraight. 

Ped. He's here to tell you. 

She's horn mad, Jaques. 
Enter Sophocles. 

Sb. Call ye this a Woman? 

Fetru. Yes Sir, ſhe is a Woman. 

Wh, Sir, 1 doubt it. 

Tetru. I had thought you had made Experience. 

%h, Yes, 1 did fo, 

And almoſt with my Life. 

Petru. You rid too faſt, Sir. 

Sh, Pray be not miſtaken ; by this Hand 

our Wife's as chaſte and honeſt as a Virgin, 
dor any thing I know; "tis true ſhe gave me 

Ring. | 

Fer u. For rutting, 

pb. You are much deceiv'd till, 


ſeleye me, I never kiſt her ſince, and now 
| K 3 Coming 


re? 
me, | 


1 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Coming in Viſitation, like a Friend, 

I think ſhe is mad, Sir, ſuddenly ſhe ſtarted, 

And ſnatch'd the Ring away, and drew her Knife out, 

To what intent I know not. N 
Petru. Is this certain? 
Soph. As 1 am here, Sir. 
Petru. | believe you honeſt, 


And pray continue ſo. 
Euter Maria. 


Soph. She comes. 

Petru. Now Damſel, 
What will your Beauty do, if I forſake you? 
Do you deal by Signs, and Tokens? As I gueſs then, 
You'll walk abroad, this Summer, and catch Captains, 
Or hire a piece of holy Ground i' th' Suburbs, 
And keep a Neſt of Nuns? 

Soph. Oh do not ſtir her! 
You ſee in what a Caſe ſhe is? 

Petru. She is dogged, 5 
And in a beaftly caſe, I am ſure: I'll make her, 
If the have any Tongue, yet tattle. Soc les, 
Prethee obſerve this Woman ſeriouſly, 
And eye her well, and when thou haſt done, but tell me 
(For thou haſt Underſtanding) in what cafe 
My Senſe was, when I choſe this thing. 

Soph. I'll tell you, 
J have ſeen a ſweeter ———— | 

Fetru. An hundred times cry Oiſters. 
There's a poor Begger- wench about Black-Friers 
Runs on her Breech, may be an Empreſs to her. 

Soph. Nay, now you are too bitter. 

Petru, Nev'r a whit, Sir: 
IU tell thee Woman, for now I have day to ſee the, 
And all my Wits about me, and I ſpeak 
Not out of Paſſion neither (leave your mumping) 
i know you're well enough: Now would I give 
A million but to vex her: When I choſe thee 
o make a Bedfellow, I took more trouble, 
Than twenty Terms can come to, ſuch a Cauſe, 


Of ſuch a Title, and ſo everlaſting, Th 
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hat Adam's Genealogic may be ended 

er any Law find thee: I took a Leproſie, 

ay worſe, the Plague, nay worſe yet, a Poſſeſſion 
And had the Devil with thee, if not more: g 
Ind yet worſe, was a Beaſt, and like a Beaft 

id m reward, a Jade to fling my Fortunes; 

or who that had bur reaſon to diſtinguiſh 

he Light from Darkneſs, Wine from Water, Hunger 
rom full Satiety, and Fox from Fern-buſh, 
hat would have married thee? 

Sh. She is not ſo ill. 

Petru. She's worſe than 1 dare think of; ſhe's ſo lewd, 
o Court is ſtrong enough to bear her Cauſe, 

he hath neither Manners, Honeſty, Behaviour, 
Vife-hood, nor Woman-hood, nor any Mortal 
an force me think ſhe had a Mother : No, 

do believe her ſtedfaſtly, and know her 

o be a Woman-wolfe by Tranſmigration, 

er firſt Form was a Ferret's under-ground, 

be kills the memories of Men. Not yet? 

Spb. Do you think ſhe's ſenſible of this? 

Petru. I care not, 

te what ſhe will, the Pleaſure I take in her, 

Thus I blow off; the care I took to love her, 

ire this Point, I untie, and thus I looſe it; 

The Husband I am to her, thus I ſever; 

ly Vanity farewel ; yet, for you have been 

o near me, as to bear the name of Wife, 

y unquench'd Charity ſhall tell you thus much, 
Though you deſerve it well) you ſhall not beg, 
Vhat | ordain'd your Jointure, honeſtly 

lou ſhall have ſetled on you, and half my Houſe; 
Ihe other half ſhall be imploy'd in Prayers, 

That meritorious charge I'll be at alſo) 

et to confirm you Chriſtian; your Apparel, 

ind what belongs to build up ſuch a Folly, 

tp I beſeech you, it infects our Uſes, 

ind now I am for Travel. 

Mar. Now I love you, 

id now I ſee you are a Man, I'll talk to you, 


K 4 an 


out, i 


| me 


hee, 


Th 
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And I forget your bitterneſs. 
h, How now, Man ? | 
Petru, Oh Pliny, if thou wilt be ever famous, 
Make but this Woman all thy wonders. 
Mar. Sure, Sir, | 
You have hit upon a double Courſe, a bleſſed, 
And what will make you virtuous, 
Petru. She'll ſhip me. 
Mar. A way of underſtanding I long wiſh'd for, 
And now tis come, take heed you fly not back, Sir: 
Methinks you look a new Man to me now, 
A Man of excellence, and now ] ſee | 
Some great deſign ſet in you: You may think now 
(And ſo may molt that know me) "twere my part 
Weakly to weep your loſs, and to reſiſt you, 
Nay, hang about your Neck, and like a Dotard 
Urge my ſtrong tie upon you; bur I love you, 
And all the World ſhall know it, beyond Woman; 
And more prefer the honour of your Country, 
W hich chiefly you are born for, and may perfect, 
The uſes you may make of other Nations, 
The ripening of your Knowledge, Converſation, 
The full ability and ſtrength of Judgement, 
Than any private Love, or wanton Kiſſes. | 
Go worthy Man, and bring home Underſtanding. (men- 
Soph. This were an excellent Woman to breed School 
Mar. For if the Merchant through unknown Ses 
To get his Wealth, then dear Sir, what muſt you (plougi 
To gather Wiſdom? Go, and go alone, 
Only your noble Mind for your Companion ; 
And if a Woman may win credit with you, 
Go far, too far you cannot, ſtill the farther 
The more Experience finds you; and go ſparing, 
One Meal a Week will ſerve you, and one Sute, 
Through all your Travels; for you'll find it certain, 
The poorer and the baſer you appear, 
The m re you look through ill. 
Petru. Doſt hear her? | 
Soph, Yes, | 


Pelli. 
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petru. What would this Womando,ifſhe were ſuffer d, 
Upon a new Religion? 8 : 
Spb. Make us Pagans. | 
wonder that ſhe writes not. 
Mar. Then when Time, 
And fulneſs of Occaſion, have new made you, 
And ſquar'd you from a Sor into a Signior, 
Or nearer, from a Jade into a Courſer; 
Come home an aged Man, as did Ulyſes, 
And 1 your glad Penelope. 
petru. That muſt have 
As many Lovers as I Languages. 
And what ſhe does with one 1 th' Day, 7th* Night 
Undc it with another. 
Mar. Much that way, Sir 
For ia your abſence it muſt be my Honour, 
That, that muſt make me ſpoken of hereafter, 
To have Temptations, and not litrle ones, 
Daily and hourly offered me, and ftrongly, 
almoſt believed againſt me, to ſet off 
The Faith and Loyalty of her that loves you. 
Petru. What ſhould I do? 
Spb. Why by my [ would travel, 
Did not you mean ſo? 
Petru. Alas no, nothing leſs Man; 


meh. 

00: did it but to try, Sir, ſhe's the Devil, 

Ses And now I find it, for the drives me; I muſt go: 
ough WM Are my Trunks down there, and my Horſes ready? 


Mar. Sir, for your Houſe, and if you pleaſe to truſt 
With that you leave behind. PAST (me 
Petru. Bring down the Mony. | 
Mar. As J am able, and to my poor Fortunes, 
[Il govern as a Widow; I ſhall long 
To hear of your well-doing, and your Profit; 
And when I hear not from you once a quarter, 
Ill wiſh you in the Indies, or Catayna, * 
Thoſe are the Climes muſt make you, 
Petri, How's the Wind? 
She'll wiſh me out o'th' World anon. 
Mar, For France © 5 


Petrih 


* 


Tis 


—__ 


. Your gambols, an 
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Tis very fair; get you aboard to Night, Sir, 
And loſe no time, you know the Tide ſtays no Man, 
I have cold Meats ready for you. 

Petru. Fare thee well, (ance, 
Thou haſt fool'd me out o'th* Kingdom with a Venge 
And thou canſt fool me in again. 

Mar. Not I, Sir, | 
love you better, take your Time, and Pleaſure. 
I'll fee you hors'd. Kt. 

Petru. I think thou wouldſt ſee me hanged too, 
Were I bur half as willing. 

Mor. Any thing 
That you think well of, I dare look upon. 

Petru. You'll bear me to the Lands End, Sor boc leg 
And other of my Friends, I hope. | 

Mor. Nev'r doubt, Sir, 

Vou cannot want Companions for your good; 
am ſure you'll kiſs me cer Igo; I have Buſineſs, 
And ſtay long here I mult not. 

Petru. Gert thee going 

For if thou tarrieſt but another Dialogue, 

III kick thee to thy Chamber. 

Mar. Fare you well, Sir, | 

And bear your felt, I do beſeech you, once more, 

Since you have undertaken doing wiſely, 

Manly, and worthily, tis for my Credit, 

And tor thoſe flying Fames here of your Follics, 
iy ill breeding of your Youth, 

For which I underſtand you take this travel, 

Nothing ſhould make me leave you elſe, Il deal 

So like a Wife that loves your Reputation, 

And the moſt large Addition of your Credit, 

That thoſe ſhall die; if you want Limon-warers, 

Or any thing to take the edge o'th* Sea off, 

Pray ſpeak, and be provided. 

Petru. Now the Devil, : 
That was your firſt good Maſter, ſhowre his Bleſſing Big 


Upon ye all: Into whoſe Cuſtody d 
Mar. I do commit your Reformation, ö 1 
or 


And ſo I leave you to your Stilo novo. [Exit ors 
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Petru. I will go; yet I will not; once more Sophoels 
put her to the Teſt. | | 
Sb. You had better go. 
Petru. 1 will go then; let's ſeek my Father out, 

nd all my Friends, to ſee me fair aboard, _ 

Then Women, if there be a Storm at Sea, (broken 
orle than your Tongues can make, and Waves more 
han your diſſembling Faiths are, let me feel 
Nothing but Tempeſts, till they crack my Keel. 
| [ Exennt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Petronius, and Biancha with four Papers. 
* Na W whether 1 deſerve that blame you gave me, 
Let all the World diſcern, Sir. 
Petro. If this Motion, | 
mean this fair Repentance of my Daughter) 
Spring from your good Perſwaſion, as it ſeems ſo, 
mutt confeſs I have ſpoke too boldly of you, 
And | repent, 
Zia. The firſt touch was her own, | | | 
Taken no doubt from diſobeying you; 1 
The ſecond I put to her, when I told her | | 
How good, and gentle yet, with free Contrition 
Again you might be purchas'd; loving Woman, 
dhe heard me, and I thank her, thought me worthy . 
Obſerving in this Point; yet all my Counſel, 
and Comfort in this caſe, could not ſo heal her, 
but that Grief got his ſhare too, and ſhe ſick ned. 
Ferro, I am ſorry ſhe's ſo ill, yet glad her ſickneſs 
" got ſo good a ground. | | 
Enter Moroſo. 
Bia. Here comes Moroſo. | 
Ferro. Oh, you are very welcome, 
Now you ſhall know your Happinels, 


Mor, Jam glad on't. 5 
What makes this Lady here? _ 
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Bia. A diſh for you, Sir, 
You'll thank me for hereafter. 
Petro. True Moroſo, 
Go get you in, and ſee your Miſtreſs. 
Bia, She is ſick, Sir, ; 
But you may kifs her whole, 
Mor. How! 
Bia. Comfort her. 
Mor. Why am I ſent for, Sir? 
Petro. Will you in, and ſee? 
Bia. May be the needs Confeſſion. 
Mor. By St. Mary, 


She ſhall have Abſolution then, and Penance, At 
But not above her Carriage. 0] 
Petro. Get you in, Fool. Exit Mor. A. 
Bia. Here comes the other too. Vc 
Enter Rowland and Tranio. Sh 


Perro. Now Tranio; 
Good Ev'n to you too, and you are welcome. 
Row. Thank you. 
Petro, I have a certain Daughter. 
Row, Would you had, Sir. | 
Petro. No doubt you know her well. 
Row. Nor never ſhall, Sir. 
She is a Woman, and the ways unto her 
Are like the finding of a certain Path 
After a deep fall'n Snow. | 
Ferro. Well, that's by th' by till. 

This Daughter that I tell you of, is fall'n 

A little crop fick, with the dangerous Surſeit 

She took of your Affection. | 

Row, Mine, Sir? 

Petro. Yes, Sir. 

Or rather, as it ſeems, repenting. 

And there ſhe lies within, debating on't. 
Row. Well, Sir. 
Petro, I think 'twere well you would ſec her. 

A Row. If you pleaſe, Sir; | 
lf I am not ſqueamiſh of my Viſitation. 
Perro. But this I'll tell you, ſhe is alter'd me 


ou'l 


/ 


Mor. 


Better 1 hope; a little lightſomer, 
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oll find her now another Livia. 8 
Row. I have enough o'th' old, Sir. 
Perro. No more Fool, | 

To look gay Babies in your Eyes, young Rowland, | 

And hang about your pretty Neck. | 
Row. 1 am glad on't, 

And thank my Fates I have ſcap'd ſuch Execution. 
Petro, And buſs you till your bluſh again. 

Row. That's hard, Sir; 

She muſt kiſs ſhamefully cer I bluſh at it, 

| never was ſo Boyiſhz well, what follows? 

Petro. She's mine now, as I pleaſe to ſettle her, 
at my command, and where I pleaſe to plant her: 
Only ſhe would take a kind of farewel of you, 

And give you back a wandring Vow or two, 

You left in Pawn; and two or three ſlight Oaths 

She lent you too, ſhe looks for. 

Lom. She ſhall have em 
With all my Heart, Sir; and if you like it better, 
A free Releaſe in writing. 

Petro. That's the matter, 
And you from her ſhall have another, Rowland, 

And then turn tail to tail, and Peace be with you. 
Row. So be it; your twenty Pound ſweats, Tranio. 
Tra, Twill not undo me, Rowland, do your worſt. 
Row, Come, ſhall we ſee her, Sir? 

Bia. What e'er ſhe ſays 
You muſt bear manly, Rowland, for her Sickneſs 
Has made her ſome what pettiſh. 

Row, Let her talk 
Till her Tongue ake, I care not; by this Hand 
Thou haſt a handſome Face Wench, and a Body 
Daintily mounted; now do I feel an hundred 
Running directly from me, as I piſt it. 

Livia diſcovered a- bed, and Moroſo by ber. 

Bia. Pray draw 'em ſoftly, the leaſt hurry, Sir, | 
Purs her to much impatience. 

Petro. How is't, Daughter? | 
Liv. Oh very fick, very ſick, yet ſomewhat 1 


/ 


Be cauſ- 
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Becauſe this good Man has forgiven me; 
Pray ſer me higher ; oh my Head. 
* Bia. Well done Wench. | 
Liv. Father, and all good People that ſhall hear me! 
I have abus'd this Man perniciouſly ; was neyer ol( 
Man humbled ſo; | - 
I have ſcorn'd him, and call'd him naſty Names, 
I have ſpit at him, | 
Flung Candles ends in's Beard, and call'd him Harrow, 
That muſt be drawn to all he does; contemn'd him, 
For methought then, he was a beaſtly Fellow, 
(Oh my de a very beaſtly Fellow; | 
And gave it out, his Caſſock was a Barge- cloth, 
Pawn'd to his Predeceſſor by a Sculler, 
The Man yet living; I gave him purging Comfits 
At a great Chriſtning once, 
That ſpoil'd his Camblet Breeches; and one Night 
I ftrew'd the Stairs with Peaſe, as he paſt down; 
And the good Gentleman, woe worth me for't, 
Ev'n with this reverend Head, this Head of Wiſdom, 
Told two and twenty Stairs, good and true; 
Miſt not a ſtep, and as we ſay, verbatim 
Fell to the Bottom, broke his caſting Bottle, 
Loſt a fair Toad-ſtone, of ſome eighteen Shillings z 
Jumbled his Joints rogether, had two Stools, 
And was tranſlated. All this Villany 
Did I; I Livia, I alone, untaught. 
Mor. And I unask'd, forgive it. 
Liv. Where's Biancha? 
Bia. Here Couſin. | 
Liv. Give me Drink. X | 


Bia. There. | 
Liv. Who's that? Tt 
Mor. Rowland. | Di 
Liv. Oh my Diſſembler, you and I muſt part. . 


Come nearer, Sir. l 
New. I am ſorry for your Sickneſs. oo 

Liv. Be ſorry for your ſelf, Sir, you have wrong'd mc | 

Bur I forgive you; are the Papers ready? Ar 


Bia. I have em here; will't pleaſe you view em? 


4 
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Petro. Ves. willing 
Liv. Shew em the young Man too, I know hes 
To ſhift his Sails too; 'tis for his more Advancement; 
las, we might have begger'd one another; 
e are young both, and a World of Children 
ight have been left behind to curſe our Follies; 
c had been undone, Biancha, had we married, 
Undone for ever; I confeſs I lov'd him, 
care not who ſhall know it, moſt intirely; 
and once, upon my Conſcience, he loy'd me; 
But farewel that, we muſt be wiſer, Couſin, . . 
Love muſt not leave us to the World; have you done? 
Row. Yes, and am ready to ſubſcribe. 
Liv. Pray ſtay then; | 
Give me the Papers, and let me peruſe em, 
And ſo much time, as may afford a Tear 
At our laſt parting. 
Bia. Pray retire, and leave her, 


[ll call ye preſently. 
| Petro. Come Gentlemen, the ſhowre muſt fal. 
Row, Would I had never ſeen her. [ Exennt. 


Bia, Thou haſt done bravely, Wench. 
Liv. Pray Heav'n it prove ſo. A 
Bia, There are the other Papers; when they come 
Begin you firſt, and let the reſt ſubſcribe | 
Hard by your fide; give 'em as little light 
As Drapers do their Wares. 
Liv. Didſt mark Moreſo, | 
In what an Agony he was, and how he cry'd moſt 
When I abus'd him mot ? 53% | 
Bia. That was but Reaſon. ung! 
Lv. Oh what a ſtinking Thief is this? W 
Though I was but to counterfeit, he made me 
Direckly ſick indeed; Thames-ſtreer, to him, 
2 meer Pomander. "*F 5271 
Bia, Let him be hang d. 
Liv. Amen. 2 1 
Bia. And lie you ſtill; | |/ 
ind once more to your Buſineſs, f f | 
Liv, Call 'em in. 5 


nez 
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Now if there be a Power that pities Lovers, 
Help now, and hear my Prayers. 
Enter Petronius, Rowland, Tranio and Moroſo. 
Petro. ls ſhe ready? | 
Bia. She has done her Lamentations; pray go to her. 
Liv. Rowland, come near me, and before you ſeal, 
Give me your Hand; take it again; now kiſs me. 
This is the laſt Acquaintance we muſt have; 
I wiſh you ever happy; there's the Paper. 
Row, Pray tay a little. 
Petro. Let me never live more, 
But I do begin to pity this young Fellow; 
How heartily he weeps! 
Bia. There's Pen and Ink, Sir. 
Liv. Ev'n here I pray you. *Tis alittle Emblem 
How near you have been to me. 
Row. There. 
Bie. Your Hands too, 
As Witneſſes. 
Petro, By any means, 
To th* Book, Son. | 
Afr. With all my Heart, 
Biz. You muſt deliver it. 


Row. There Livia, and a better Love light on thee, 2 
I can no more. had 
Biz. To this you muſt be Witneſs too. Pe, 
Petro, We will. or 11 
Bia. Do you deliver it now. um 
Liu. Pray ſet me up; Then 
There Rowland, all thy old Love back; and may ut o 
A new to come, exceed mine, and be happy. ight 
I muſt no more. | Then 
Row. Farewel. g Dyer. 
Liv. A long farewel. 0 [Exit Ron. Jag 
Bia. Leave her by any means, till this wild Paſſion "A 
Be off her Head ; draw all the Curtains cloſe, wou! 
A Day hence you 8 ſee here, will be better, She w 
She is now for little Company. | or nc 


Petro. Pray tend her. $Cur 
4 I muſt to Horſe ſtraight, you muſt needs along too, To lade x 
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ro ſce my Son aboard; were but his Wife 

As fit for Pity, as this Wench, I were happy. 
Bia. Time muſt do that too; fare ye well; ro Morrow 

You ſhall receive a Wife to quit your Sorrow. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


wer Jaques, Pedro, and Porters, with Cheſt and Hampers; 
aq. Bring 'em away, Sirs. 

— Mult the great Trunks go too? | 

Jag. Yes, and the Hampers; nay, be ſpeedy Maſters : 

He'll be at Sea before us elſe. 2 

| Ped. Oh Jaques, 

hat a moſt bleſſed turn haſt thou? 

Jag. 1 hope ſo. | 
Ped. To have the Sea between thee and this Woman, 
Nothing can drown her Tongue but a Storm. 

Jag. By your leave, | 
ell get us up to Paris with all ſpecd ; 
or on my Soul, as far as Amien: 

Phell carry Blank, away to Lyon-key 
und Ship 'em preſently, we'll follow ye. 
red. Now could I wiſh her in that Trunk. 
Jag. God ſhield Man, ; 
dad rather have a Bear in't. 
Ped. Ves, Pll tell ye; 
or in the Paſſage, if a Tempeſt take ye, 
\s many do, and you lie beating for it, 
ben, if it pleas'd the Fates, I would have the Maſter, 
ut of a powerful Providence, to cry, 
ghten the Ship of all Hands, or we periſh; 
Iden this for one, as beſt ſpar d, ſhould by all means 
Dyer. board preſently. 
Jug. O' that Condition, 
o we were certain to be rid of her, 
would wiſh her with us; but believe me, Pedro, 
dhe would ſpoil the fiſhing on this Coaſt for ever. 
or none would keep her Company but Dog-fiſh, 
curriſh as her ſelf; or Porpiſces, 


lade to all fatal Uſes: The two F iſh»ſtreets, 
Vol. VI. L 
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Were ſhe but once arriv'd amongſt the Whatings, 


Would ſing a woful erer, Pedro, 


And mourn in Poor Fohn, till her Memory 

Were caſt o' ſhore again, with a ſtrong Sea-breach; 
She would make God Neprune, and his Fire-fork, 
And all his Demi-gods and Goddeſſes, 

As weary of the Flewmiſh Channel, Pedro, 

As ever Boy was of the School; 'tis certain, 

If ſhe but meet him fair, and were well angred, 
She would break his God-head. 

Ped. Oh her Tongue, her Tongue. 

Faq. Rather her many Tongues. 

Ped. Or rather ſtrange Tongues. 

Jaq. Her lying Tongue. 

Ped. Her liſping Tongue. 

Jag. Her long Tongue. 

Ped. Her lawleſs Tongue. 

Jag. Her loud Tongue. 

Ped And her liquorith — | 

Faq. Many other Tongues, and many ſtranger Tongues 
Than ever Babel had to tell his ruins, 

Were Women rais'd withal ; but never a true one. 
Enter Sophocles. . 
Spb. Home with your Stuff again, the Journey's ended 
faq. W hat does your Worſhip mean ? 
Sopb. Your Maſter, oh Petruchio, oh poor Fellows. 
Fed. Oh Jaques, Faques. | 

Soph. Oh your Maſter's dead, 

His Body coming back, his Wife, his Devil, 
The Grief o. — her 

Fag. Has kill'd him? 

Soph, Kill'd him, kill'd him. 

Ped. Is there no Law to hang her ? 

Soph. Get ye in, q 
And let her know her Miſery ; I dare not, 7 
For fear Impatience ſeize me, ſee her more, 

I muſt away again; bid her for Wife-hood, 
For Honeſty, if ſhe have any in her, 
Even to avoid the ſhame that follows her, 


Cry if ſhe can; your Weeping cannot mend it, Th 
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he Body will be here within this Hour, fo tell her; 

nd all his Friends to curſe her. Farewel Fellows. 
[Exit Soph. 

Ped. Oh Jaques, Jaques. | 

Jag. Oh my worthy Maſter. b 

Fed. Oh my moſt beaſtly Miſtreſs, hang her. 

Jag. Spilt her. 

Ped. Drown her directly. 

Jag. Starve her. 

Pod. Stink upon her, : 

Jag. Stone her to Death; may all ſhe eat be Eggs, 

l ſe run kicking mad for Men. 

Ped, And he, | 

hat Man, that gives her Remedy, pray Heav'n 

may cv'n ipſo fatto, loſe his Fadding cher, 

Faq, Let's go diſcharge our ſelves, and he that ſerves 

r ſpeaks a good word of her from this hour, 

Sedgly curſe light on him; which is, Pedro, 

e Fiend ride through him booted and ſpurr'd, with 

a Sythe at's Back. Exeunt. 


S HE 


Enter Rowland, and Tranio ſtealing bebind him. 


Row, What a dull Afs was I to let her go thus? 
pon my Life ſhe loves me {till ; well Paper, 

ou only Monument of what I have had, 

pou all the Love now left me, and now loſt, 

t me yet kiſs her hand, yet take my leave 

what I muſt leave ever; Farewel Livia. 

bitter Words, I'll read ye once again, 

d then for ever" ſtudy to forget ye. P 
W's this? let me look better on't : A Contract? 
A Contract, ſeal'd and ratified, 

r Father's Hand ſet to it, and Aoroſo's: 

o not dream ſure, let me read again, 

* ame ſtill, 'tis a Contract. 

76. Tis ſo, Rowland; | 

aby the Virtue of the ſame, you pay me 

hundred Pound to Morrow. 
L 2 
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Row. Arr ſure, Tran, 
We are both alive now ? 
Tra. Wonder not, ye have loſt. 
Rom. If this be true, I grant it. 
Tra. Tis moſt certain, 
There's a Ring for you too, you know it. 
Row. Yes. 
Tra. When ſhall I have my Mony? 
Row. Stay ye, ſtay ye, 
When ſhall I marry her? 
Tra. To Night. 
Row. Take heed now 
You do not trifle me; if you do, | 
You'll find more Payment, than your Mony comes to: 
Come ſwear; I know | am a Man, and find 
I may deecive my ſelf; {ſwear faithfully, 
Swear me directly, am | Rowland? 


Tra. Yes. | : 
Row. Am Jawake? 1 
Tra. Ve are. [is 


Row. Am I in Health? 

Tra. As far as I conceive. 

Row, Was | with Livia? 

Tra. You were, and had this Contract. 

Rom. And ſhall I enjoy her? 

Tra. Yes, if ye dare. 

Row. Swear to all theſe. 

Tra. Iwill. | | 

Row, As thou art Honeſt, as thou haſt a Conſcience, NI 
As that may wring thee if thou lieſt; all theſe 
To be no Viſion, but a Truth, and ſerious. | 

Tra. Then by my Honeſty, and Faith, and Confcien& 
All this is certain. 

Row. Let's remove our places. 
Swear it again. 

Tra. By tis true. 

Rom. I have loſt then, and Heav'n knows lam glado! 
Let's go, and tell me all, and tell me how, 
For yet I am a Pagan in it. 

Tra. have a Prieſt too, 


And all ſhall com two Teſt Exe 
12 come as even AS wo Teſters, SCEN| 


dl 
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SCENE IV. : 


Enter Petronius, Sophocles, Moroſo, and Petru- 
chio born in a Coffin, 
Perro. Set down the Body, and one call her out. 
Enter Maria in black, and Jaques. 
ou are welcome to the laſt caſt of your Fortunes 
There lies your Husband there, your loving Husband, 
here he that was Perruchio, too good for ye 
our ſtubborn and unworthy way has kilPd him 
E'cr he could reach the Sea; if ye can weep, 
Now ye have cauſe begin, and after Death 
Do ſomething yet to th' World, to think ye honeſt, 
0 many Tears had ſav'd him, ſhed in time; 
rd as they are (ſo a good Mind go with em 
et they may move Compaſſion. 
Mar. Pray ye all hear me, 
\nd judge me as Iam, not as you cover, 
For that would niake me yet more miſerable: 
lis true, I have cauſe to grieve, and mighty cauſe; 
ind truly and unfeignedly I weep it. 
Vpb. 1 ſee there's ſome good Nature yet left in her. 
Mar. But what's the cauſe? Miſtake me not, not this 
she is dead, I weep for; Heav'n defend it, (Man, 
| never was ſo Childiſh : Bur his Life, 
lis poor unmanly, wretched, fooliſh Life, 
$ thac my full Eyes pity, there's my Mourning. 
Petro, Doſt thou not ſhame ? 
Mar. 1 do, and even to Water, 
Lo think what this Man was, to think how ſimple, 
ow far below a Man, how far from Reaſon, 
rom common Underſtanding, and all Gentry, 
bile he was living here he walk'd amongſt us. 
© had a happy turn he died; Il tell ye, 
L eſe are the wants 1 weep for, not his Perſon; 
| be memory of this Man, had he liv'd 
ut two years longer, had begot more Follies, 
han wealthy Autumn Flies. But let him reſt, 
© was a Fool, and farewel he; not pitied, : 
L 3 N 
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Tmean in way of Life, or Action 
By any underſtanding Man that's honeſt ; 
Bur only in's Poſterity, which I, 
Out of the fear his Ruins might out-live him, 
In ſome bad iſſue, like a careful Woman, 
Like one indeed, born only to preſerve him, 
Deny'd him means toraile. 
Petru. Unbutton me, | 

— | die indeed elſe. Oh Maria, 
Oh my Unhappineſs, my Miſery. | 
Petro. Go to him, Whore, if he pcriſh, 
I 11 ſee thee hang'd my ſelf. 
Petru. Why, why, Maria? (me; 

Mar. I have done my worſt, and have my end, forgive 
From this hour make me what you pleaſe, I have tam'd ye, 
And now am yow'd your Servant: Look not ſtrangely, 
Nor fear what I ſay to you. Dare you kiſs me? 

Thus Ibegin my new Love. | 
Fetru. Once again? 
Mar. With all my Heart. 
Petru. Once again, Maria: 
Oh Gentlemen, I know not where I am. 
* Soph. Get ye to Bed then, there you'll quickly know, Sit 

Perry, Never no more your old tricks? 

Mar. Never, Sir. 

Petru. You ſhall not need, for as J have a Faith 
No cauſe ſhall give occaſion. | 
Mar. As ] am honeſt, 

And as I am a Maid yet, all my Life 

From this hour, ſince ye make fo free profeſſion, 
I dedicate in Service to your Pleaſure. | 
Soph. Ay marry, this goes roundly off. 

Petru. Go Faques, —- 

Get all the beſt Meat may be bought for Mony, 
And let the Hogſheads Blood, I am born again: 
Well little England, when I ſee a Husband 
Of any other Nation, ſtern or jealous, 

I'll wiſh him but a Woman of thy breeding; 

And if he have not Butter to his Bread, 

Till his Teeth bleed, I'Il never truſt my Travel. 


Enti 
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Enter Rowland, Livia, Biancha, and Tranio. 
Petro. W hat have we here? 
Rom. Another Morris, Sir, 
That you mult Pipe to. 
Tra, A poor married Couple 
Deſire an Offering, Sir. 
Bia. Never frown at it, : | 
ou cannot mend it now; there's your own Hand, 
\nd your's 4/oroſo, to confirm the Bargain. 
Petro. My Hand ? 
Mor, Or mine? 
Bia. You'll find it fo. 
Petro. A trick, 
By a trick, 
Bia. Yes Sir, we trick'd ye. 
Liv. Father. 4 
Petro. Haſt thou lain with him? Speak? 
Liv. Yes truly, Sir. 
Perro. And haſt thou done the Deed, Boy ? 
Row. I have, Sir, 
That, that will ſerve the turn, I think. 
retru, A Match then, 
ll be the Maker up of this: 44oroſo, 
here's now no remedy you ſee, be willing; 
or be, or be not, he muſt have the Wench. 
Mr. Since I am over-reach'd, let's in to Dinner, 
\nd if I can, I'll drink't away. | 
Ira. That's well ſaid. 
Petro, Well Sirrah, you have plaid a trick, look tot, 
nd let me be a Grandfire within's twelve-month, 
Vr by this Hand, 111 curtail half your Fortunes. 
km, There ſhall not want my Labour, Sir; your Mony, 
rc's one has undertaken. 
Tra. Well, Tl truſt her, 
ind glad I have ſo good a pawn. 
| Row. I'll watch ye. 
Petru. Let's in, and drink of all Hands, and be jovial: 
Pavemy Colt again, and now ſhe carries; 
d Gentlemen, whoever marries next, 
et him be ſure to keep him to his Text Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE 


HE Tamer's Tam'd, but ſo, as nor th 
— | 

Can find one juſt Cauſe to complain of, when 
They fitly do conſider in their Lives, 
They ſhould not reign as Tyrants o er their Wit. 
Nor can the Women, from this Preſident, 
Inſult, or triumph ; it being aptly meant, 
To teach both Sexes due Equality 
And as they ſtand bound, to love mutually. 
If this Effect ariſing from a Cauſe 
Well laid, and grounded, may deſerve Applaiſe 
We ſomething more than hope, our honeſt End 
ill keep the Men, and Women too, our Friend. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


T7 by of Sidore, an land. 

King * — Suitors to the Princeſs Quiſara. 

Governor of Terna, an Iſland. An ill Man, 

1 Dias, a Captain of Portugal, alſo Suitor to the Prin. 
ceſs. 

Piniero, Nephew to Ruy Dias, @ merry Captain. 

Chriſtophero, li ; Pf 

Pads: 1 oldiers, and Friends to Piniero. 

Armuſia, @ noble daring Portugueze, in love with the 
Princeſs. The ; 

Soza, Companions to Armuſia, and bis valiant 

Emanuel, Followers, 

Keeper. | 

Moors. 

Guard. 

Captain. - 

Citizens. 

Townſmen. 


Quiſara, tbe Hand Princeſs, Siſter to the King of Sidore: 
Quiſana, Aunt to the Princeſs. 


Panura, Waiting-woman to the Princeſs Quiſara. 
citizens Wives. 


SCENE INDIA 


THE 


pt ROAR Fu 


H E 
LAND PRINCESS. 
"EN acT I SCENE I. 
| A Bell Rings. 


Enter Piniero, Chriſtophero, and Pedro. 


PINTERO. | 


den the Ports, and ſee the Watch reliev'd, 

And let the Guards be careful of their 
Buſineſs, | 

Their vigilant Eyes fixt on theſe Iſlanders, 

They are falſe and deſperate People, when 
they find. © 

he leaſt occaſion open to Encouragement, 

cruel, and crafty Souls; believe me Gentlemen, 

heir late Attempt, which is too freſhamong(t us, 

In which, againſt all Arms and Honeſty, | 

The Governor of Terna made ſurprize 

f our Confederate, the King of Sidore, 

5 for his Recreation he was rowi 

Between both Lands, bids us be wile and circumſpect. 
Chriſt. It was a miſchief ſuddenly imagin d, 

And as ſoon done; that Governor's a fierce Knave, 

Unfaithful as he is fierce too, there's no truſting; 

ut I wonder much, how ſuch poor and baſe Pleaſures, 

us tugging at an Oar, or skill in-Stcerage, 7 
hould become Princes. ; 


$ b 
q =] 
[ 


h 


Pin. 
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Pin. Baſe Breedings, love baſe Pleaſure ; 
They take as much Delight in a Baratto, 
A little ſcurvy Boat to row her tightly, 
And have the Art to turn and wind her nimbly, 
Think it as noble too, though it be laviſh, 
And a dull labour that declines a Gentleman 
As we Portugals, or the Spaniards do in riding, 
In managing a great Horſe, which is princely ; 
The French in Courtſhip, or the dancing Eugliſb 
In carrying a fair Preſence. 
Ped. He was ſtrangely taken; | 
But where no Faith is,there's no Truſt ; he has paid for't; 
His Siſter yet, the fair and great Quiſara, 
Has ſhew'd a noble Mind, and much love in't 
To her afflicted Brother, and the nobler {till it appears, ne 
And Seaſons of more Tenderneſs, becauſe his Ruin fliles * 
And his Impriſonment adds|to her Profit. (her Abſolute, A. 
Feeling all this, which makes all Men admire her, 


The warm Beams of this Fortune that fall on her, — 
Vet has ſhe made divers and noble Treaties, Fr 
And Propoſitions for her Brother's Freedom, 
If Wealth or Honour —— | Fe 


Pin. Peace, Peace, you are fool'd, Sir; 
Things of theſe Natures have ſtrange Outſides, Pedro, * 


And cunning Shadows, ſet 'em far from us, N 
Draw em bur near, they are groſs, and they abuſe us; 
'They that obſerve her cloſe, ſhall find her Nature, 
Which I doubt mainly will not prove ſo excellent; T 
; She is a Princeſs, and ſhe muſt be fair, A; 
That's the Prerogative of being Royal: 
Let her want Eyes and Noſe, the muſt be Beauteous, Fe 
And ſhe muſt know it too, and the uſe of it, T 
And People mutt believe it, they are damn d elſe; Bl 
Why, all our Neighbour Princes are mad for her. T 
Chriſt, Is ſhe not fair then? 
Pin. But her hopes are fairer, H 


And there's a haughty Maſter, the King of Bakan, 
That lofty Sir, that ſpeaks far more and louder, 
In his own Commendations, than a Cannon; [ 


He is ſtrucken dumb with her. Ped 


rt; 


ars, 
11es 
ate, 
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Ped. Beſhrew me ſhe is a ſweet one. 
pin. And there's that hopeful Man of Hana, 


That ſprightly Fellow, he that's wiſe and temperate, 
He is a Lover too. 


Chriſt. Wou'd I were worth her looking 
For ; by my Life I hold her a compleat one, 
The very Sun I think affects her ſweetneſs, 
And dares not, as he does to all elſe, dye it 
Into his tauny Livery. 
pin. She dares not ſee him, 
But keeps her ſelf at diſtance from his Kiſſes, 
And her Complexion in a Caſe; let him bur like it 
A week, or two, or three, ſhe would look like a Lion; 
But the main ſport on't 1s, or rather wonder, 
The Governour of Ternata, her mortal Enemy, 
He that has catcht her Brother King, is ſtruck too, 
And is arriv'd under ſafe Conduct alſo, 
And Hoſtages of worth delivered for him; 
And he brought a Letter from his Priſoner, 
Whether compell'd, or willingly delivered 
From the poor King, or what elſe dare be in't. 
Chrift. So it be honourable, any thing, tis all one, 
For 1 dare think ſhe Il do the beſt. 
Pin. I'is certain 
He has Admittance, and ſollicits hourly, 
Now if he have the Tric 
Ped. What Trick? 
Pin. The true one, | 
To take her too, if he be but skill'd in Bat-fowling, 
And lime his Buſh righr. 
Chriſt. I'll be hang'd when that hits, 
For tis not a compell'd or forc'd Affection 
That muſt take her, I gueſs her ſtout and virtuous : 
But where's your Uncle, Sir, our valiant Captain, 
The brave Ruy Dias, all this while? 
Pin. Ay marry. 
He is amongſt *em too. 
Ped. A Lover. 
Pin. Nay, 


| know not that, but ſince he ſtands in Favour, 


i 
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Or would ſtand ſtifly, he is no Porrugal elſe. 

Chriſt. The Voi fays in good favour, in the Lift ty 
Of the privy Wooers, how cunningly of late 
1 have obſerv'd him, and how privately 
Ne has ſtolen at all Hours from us, and how readily 
He has feign'd a Buſineſs to bid the Fort farewel 
For five or fix Days, or a Month together; 

Sure there is ſomething 

Pin. Yes, yes, there-1s a thing in't, f 
A thing would make the beſt ons all dance after it; 
A dainty thing; Lord how this Uncle of mine 
Flas read to me, and rated me for Wenching, 

And told me in what deſperate caſe 'twould leave me, 
And how *twould ſtew my Bones. 

Ped. You car'd not for it. 

Pin. V'faith not much, I ventur'd on ſtill eaſily, 
And took my Chance, danger is a Soldier's Honour; 
But that this Man, this Herb of Grace, Ruy Dias, 
This Father of our Faculties, ſhould flip thus, 

For ſure he is a ferreting, that he 
That would drink nothing, to depreſs the Spirit, 

But Milk and Water, eat nothing but thin Air 
To make his Blood obedient, that his Youth, 
In ſpight of all his Temperance, ſhould tickle, 
And have a Love-mange on him. 

Chriſt. Tis in him, Sir, 

But honourable Courtſhip, and becomes his Rank too. 

Pin, In me *twere abominable Leachery, or would be, 
For when our Thoughts are on't, and miſs their level 

We muſt hit ſomething. 

Ped. Well, he's a noble Gentleman, 
And if he be a Suitor, may he ſpced in't. 

Pin, Let him alone, our Family ne'er fail'd yet. 
Chriſt. Our mad Lieutenant fil merry Pintero, _ 
Thus wou'd he do, if the Surgeon were ſearching of him. 
Ped. Eſpecially if a warm Wench had ſhot him. 

in. But hark Chriſtopheroz come hither Pedro; 
When ſaw you our brave Country-man Armuſia ? 
He that's arriy'd here lately, and his Gallants ? 
A goodly Fellow, and a brave Companion ; 

0 Methinks 
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ethinks he is, and no doubt truly valiant, 

or he that dares come hither, dares fight any where. 

| Chrift. 1 ſaw him nos of late; a ſober Gentleman 

am ſure he is, and no doubt bravely Sprung, | 

nd promiſes much Nobleneſs. 

Pin. 1 love him, | | 

and by my Troth wou'd fain be inward with him; 

pray let's go ſeek him. 

Fed. We'll attend you, Sir. 6 

Pin, By that time we ſhall hear the burſt of Buſineſs. 
[ Exeunt. 

Enter Ruy Dias, Quiſara, Quiſana and Panura. 

Cuiſar. Aunt, I much thank you for your Courteſie, 

and the fair Liberty you till allow me, 

oth of your Houſe and Service: Though I be 

\ Princeſs, and by that Prerogative ſtand free 

rom the poor malice of Opinion, 

\nd no ways bound to render up my Actions, 

Becauſe no Power above me can examine me; 

et my dear Brother being ſtill a Priſoner, 

ind many wandring Eyes upon my ways, 

being left alone a Sea-mark, it behoves me 

0 uſe a little Caution, and be circuniſpect. 

Oniſan. You're wiſe and noble, Lady. 

5 4. Often Aunt 

reſort hither, and privately to ſee you, 

t may be to converſe with ſome I favour; 

wou'd not have it known as oft, nor conſtru'd, 

t ſtands not with my care. | 

Cuiſan. You ſpeak moſt fairly, 

or even our pure Devotions are examin'd. 

Quiſar. So mad are Mens Minds now. 

Ny. Or rather monſtrous ; (neſs. 

hey are thick Dreams, bred in Fogs that know no fair- 

Quſan. Madam, the Houſe is yours, I am yours, pray 

ind at your Service all I have lies proſtrate; (ule me, 

ly care ſhall ever be to yield ye Honour, 

\nd when your Fame falls here, 'tis my fault, Lady ; 

poor and ſimple Banquet I have provided, £75 

Vhich if you pleaſe to honour with your Preſence—— -.. 


Quiſar. 


— 


| 
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Quiſar. I thank ye Aunt, I ſhall bo. with you inſtant 
A few words with this Gentleman. 
uiſan. Villeave ye, 1520 
And when you pleaſe retire, I'Il wait upon you. 
[ Exeunt Quiſan. and bu 
Qui ſar. Why, how now Captain, what, afraid to ſpeak 
A Man of Arms, and daunted with a Lady? (tome 
Commanders have the Power to parle with Princes,” (m 
Ruy. Madam, the Favours you have till ſhowr' 0 
Which are ſo high above my means of Merit, 
So infinite, that nought can value em 
But their own Goodneſs, no Eyes look up to em 
But thoſe that are of equal Light and Luſtre, 
Strike me thus mute: You are my royal Miſtreſs, 
And all my Services that aim at Honour, 
Take Life from you, the Saint of my Devotions; 
Pardon my with, it is a fair Ambition, 
And well becomes the Man that honours you; 
wou'd I were of Worth, of ſomething near you, 
Of ſuch a royal Piece, a King I wou'd be, 
A mighty King that might command Affection, 
And bring a Youth upon me might bewitch ye, 
And you a ſweet- ſoul'd Chriſtian. | 
Duiſar. Now you talk, Sir; 
You Portugals, though you be rugged Soldiers, 
Yet when you liſt to flatter, you are plain Courtiers z; 
And could you wiſh me Chriſtian, brave Ruy Dias? 
Ruy. At all the danger of my Life, great Lady, 
At all my hopes, at all- 
Duiſar. Pray ye tay a little, 
To what end runs your with ? 
| Ruy. O glorious Lady, 
That I might but I dare not ſpeak. - 
uiſar. 1 dare then, 
That you might hope to marry me; nay bluſh not, 
And honourable end needs no excuſe; 
And would you love me then ? 
Ruy. My Soul not dearer. (af, 
Qui ſar. Do ſome brave thing that may entice me tha 
Some thing of ſuch 2 meritorious Goodneſs, of 
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Df ſuch an unmatcht Nobleneſs, that I may know * 
You have a Power beyond ours that preſerves you: - 
Tis not the Perſon, nor the Royal Title, 
or Wealth, nor Glory, that I look upon, 
That inward Man J love that's lin'd with Virtue, 
hat well deſerving Soul works out a Favour; 
have many Princes Suiters, many great ones, 
et above theſe I love you, you are valiant, 
n active Man, able to build a Fortune 
do not ſay I dote, nor mean to Marry, 
Daly the hope is, ſomething may be done, 
hat may compel my Faith, and ask my Freedom, 
ad leave Opinion fair, 
R. Command, dear Lady, . 
nd let the Danger be as deep as Hell, 
5 direful to attempt - 
Quiſar. You're too ſudden, | 
muſt be rul'd by you, find out a Fortune 
iſely, and handſomely, examine Time, 
ind court Occaſion that ſhe may be ready; 
thouſand uſes for your forward Spirit 
e may find daily, be ſure ye take a good one, 
braye and worthy one that may advance ye, 4 * 
orc'd Smiles reward poor Dangers; you are a Soldier, 
8 wou'd not talk ſo elſe, and I love a Soldier, 8 
ind that that ſpeaks him true, and great, his Valour; 
et for all theſe, which are but Womens Follies, 
ou may do what you pleaſe, I ſhall ſtill know ye, 
ind though ye wear no Sword. 
Ruy. Excellent Lady, 
Vhen I grow ſo cold, and diſgrace my Nation, 
at from their hardy Nurſes ſuck Adventures, 
vere fit I worea Tombſtone; you have read to me 
be ſtory of your Favour, if I miſtake it, 
r grow a Truant in the ſtudy of it, 
great correction, Lady 
Cuiſar. Let's to th' Banquet, 
„, d have ſome merry talk, and then to Court, 
t bere I give audience to my general Suiters; 


ay Heav'n my Woman's Wit hold; there brave Captain, 
OF Lor, VL M You 
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You may perchance meet ſomething that may ſtartle ye; 


Il fay no more, come be not ſad ————- be 
I love ye. ( Exeun, Pi 
Enter Piniero, Armuſia, Soza, Chriſtophero, A. 

and Emanuel. (come, Mind 

Pin. You are welcome Gentlemen, moſt worthy wer E. 
And know there's nothing in our Power may ſerve ye, Mur 
But you may treely 22 Ar 
Arm. Sir, we thank ye, ut tl 
And reſt your Servants too. he C 
Pin. Ye are worthy Portugals, Chr 
You ſhew the Bravery pf your Minds and Spirits; Ilatt 
The Nature of our Country too, that brings forth uch 


Stirring, unwearied Souls to ſeek Adventures; 
Minds never ſatisfied with ſearch of Honour: (men, Wi =< 
Where time is, and the Sun gives light, brave Country. be v 
Our Names are known, new Worlds diſcloſe their Riches, 
Their Beauties, and their Prides to our Embraces; Arm 
And we the firſt of Nations find theſe Wonders. | a 

Arm. Theſe noble Thoughts, Sir, have intic'd us for % 


And Minds unapt for eaſe to ſee theſe Miracles,  - (ward, et b 
In which we find Report a poor Relater ; | , 

We are a riv'd among the bleſſed Iflands, Felo 
W here every Wind that riſes blows Perfumes, Ema 


And every breath of Air is like an Incenſe- 
The treaſure of the Sun dwells here, each Tree 
As if it envied the old Paradice, | ; 
Strives to bring forth immortal Fruit; the Spices 
Renewing Nature, though not deifying, 

And when that falls by time, ſcorning the Earth, . 
The ſullen Earth ſhould taint, or fuck their Beauties, 1. ] 
But as we dreamt, for ever fo preſerve us: 

Nothing we ſec, but breeds an Admiration; 

The very Rivers, as we float along, | 

Throw up their Pearls, and curle their Heads to court vj 
The Bowels of the Earth ſwell with the Births 

Of thouſand unknown Gems, and thouſand Riches; oy 
Nothing that bears a Life, but brings a Treafure; 
The People they ſhew brave too, civil manner d, 
Proportioned like the Maſters of great Minds; 


ue Vinu 
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The Women, which I wonder at 

pin. We ſpeak well. 4 

| 41m. Of delicate Aſpects, fair, clearly Beauteous, 

\nd to that Admiration, ſweet and courteous. 

Pin, And is not that a good thing? Brave Armuſis, 

ou never ſaw the Court before? 

Arm. No certain, 2 

ut that I ſee a wonder too, all excellent, 

he Government exact. 

Chriſt. Ye ſhall ſee anon | 

hatthat will make ye ſtart indeed, ſuch Beauties, 

juch Riches, and ſuch Form. 

Euter Bakam, Siana, and Governor. 

$24, We are Fire already; 

he wealthy Magazine of Nature ſure 

habits here. | 

Arm. Theſe ſure are all Iſlanders. 3 

Pin, Yes, and great Princes too, and luſty Lovers. 

Arm, They are goodly Perſons; what might he be, Sig- 

pat bears ſo proud a State? (niorg 

Pi, King of Bakam, 

Fellow that farts Terror. 

Eman. He looks highly, | 

© he was begot o'th' top of a Steeple. 

briſt, It may well be, 

you ſhall hear him ring anon. 

in. That is Siana, 3 | 

a brave temper'd Fellow, and more Valiant. 

V. What rugged Face is that? 

in. That's the great Governor, | 

Man ſurpriz d our Friend, I told ye of him. 

m. Has dangerous Eyes. 

n. A perilous Thief, and ſubtle. 

rt. And to that ſubtilty a Heart of Iron, 

u. Yet the young Lady makes it melt. 

m. They fart al, 

thunder in the Eyes. 

K*. Away ye poor ones. 

| in competition with ſuch Bubbles 

Virtue, and my Name rank'd with ſuch Trifles? 
M 2 | Lia. 


| 
l 
| 


3016 The Iſland Princeſs. © 


Sia. Ve ſpeak loud. 
Bakam. Young Man, I will ſpeak louder; 


Can any Man but I delerve her Favour, 


You petty Princes? 
Pin, He will put 'em all in's Pocket. 


Sia. Thou proud mad thing, be not ſo full of Gloy, 
So full of Vanity. 

Bakam. How? I contemn thee, 

And that Fort-keeping Fellow. 

Pin. How the Dog looks, 
The bandog Governor? 

Gov. Ha, Why? 

Bakam. Away thing, 

And keep your Rank with thoſe that fit your Royalty; 

Call our the Princeſs. | 
Gov. Doſt thou know me, Bladder, 

Thou inſolent Impoſtume ? 

Bakam. 1 deſpiſe thee. ' 

Gov. Art thou acquainted with my Nature, Bady? 
With my revenge for Injuries? Dar'ſt thou hold me 
So far behind thy file, I cannot reach thee? 

W hat canſt thou merit? 

Bakam. Merit? 1 am above it; 

I am equal with all Honours, all Atchievenierits, 
And what is great and worthy the beſt Doer 

I keep at my command, Fortune's my Servant, 

"Tis in my Power now to deſpiſe ſuch Wretches, 

To look upon ye lightly, and neglect ye, 

And but the daines at ſome hours to nies ye, 
And People have beſtowed ſome Titles on ye, 

I ſhould forget your Names 

Sia. Mercy of me; 
What a blown Fool has ſelf Affectiorn 
Made of this Fellow? Did not the Queen your Mother 
Long for Bellows, and Bagpipes, When ſhe Was ae wich 
She brought forth ſuch a windy Birth? 06 

Gov. Tis ten to one 
She eat a Drum, and was deliver d of Alarum, | 
Or elſe he was ſwadled in an old Sail when he was young 

dia. He ſwells roo mainly with his Meditations; 


Faith 
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Faith, talk a little handſomer, ride ſoftly 
That we may be able to hold way with ye, we are Princes, 
But thoſe are but poor things to you; talk wiſer, 
'Twill well become your Mightineſs; talk leſs, 
That Men may think ye can do more. 
Gov. Talk Truth, 
That Men may think ye are honeſt, and believe ye, 
Or talk your ſelf aſleep, for I am weary of you. 
Bakam. Why? I can talk and do. 
Gov, That would do excellent. 
Bakam. And tell you, only I deſerve the Princeſs, 
And make good only I, if you dare, you Sir, 
or you S na's Prince. 
Pin. Here's a Storm toward, 
Methinks it ſings already; to him, Governor. 
Gov. Here lies my Proof. [ Draw, 
Ha. And mine. 
Gov. Il be ſhort with ye, 
For theſe long Arguments I was never good at. 
Pin. How white the Boaſter looks? 
Enter Ruy Dias, Quiſara, Quiſana, and Panura. 
Arm. I fee he lacks Faith. 
Ruy. For ſhame forbear great Princes, rule your Angers, 
You violate the Freedom of this Place, 
The State and Royalty 
Gov. He's well contentcd 
It ſeems, and ſo J have done. 
Arm. Is this ſhe, Signior ? 
Pin. This is the Princeſs, Sir. 
Arm. She is ſweet and goodly, 
An admirable Form, they have cauſe to juſtle. 
Quiſar. Ye wrong me and my Court, ye forward Princes; 
Comes your Love wrapt in Violence to ſeek us? 
lot fit, though you be great, my Preſence ſhould be 
Yain'd, and polluted with your bloody Rages? | 
My Privacies affrighted with your Swords? 
e that loves me, loves my command; be temper'd, 
be no more what ye profeſs, my Servants. 
mes, We are calm as Peace. * 
am. What Command ſhe carries? 
| M 3 And 
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5 | 
And what a ſparkling Majeſty flies from her? 
ui ſar. Is it ye love to do? Ye ſhall find danger, 

And danger that ſhall ſtart your Reſolutions, 
But not this way; tis not contention, 
Who loves me to my Face beſt, or who can flatter mof, 
Can carry me; he that deſerves my Favour, 
And will enjoy what I bring, Love and Majeſty, 
Muſt win me with his worth; muſt travel for me, 
Muſt put his haſty Rage off, and put on 
A well confirm'd, a temperate, and true Valour. 

Ommnes. But ſhew the way. 

ui ſar. And will, and then ſhew you 

A Will to tread the way, Ill ſay ye are worthy. 

Pin. What Task now 
Will ſhe turn em to? Theſe hot Youths 
I fear will finda cooling Card, I read in her Eyes 
Something that has ſome ſwinge muſt fly amongſt em; 
By this Hand I love her a little now. 

Qui ar. Tis not unknown to you 
T had a royal Brother, now miſerable, 
And Priſoner to that Man; if I were Ambirious, 
Gap'd for that Glory was ne'er born with me, 
There he ſhould lic his Miſeries upon him : 
If I were covetous, and my Heart ſet 
On Riches, and thoſe baſe Effects that follow 
On Pleaſures uncontroul'd, or ſafe Revenges, 
There he ſhould die, his Death will give me all theſe; 
For then ſtood I up abſolute to do all; | 
Yet all theſe flattering ſhews of Dignity, 
Thoſe golden dreams of Greatneſs carnot force 
To forget Nature and my fair Affection. 
Therefore that Man that would be known my Lover, 
Muſt be known his Redeemer, and muſt bring him 
Either alive or dead to my Embraces, 
For even his Bones [ ſcorn ſhall feel ſuch Slavery, 
Or ſeek another Miſtreſs; *twill be hard 
To do this, wondrous hard, a great Adventure, 
Fit for a Spirit of an equal Greatneſs; 
2 _ done, the Reward is worthy of it. 
iſt. 3 
(8 j/t How they ſtand gaping all Ole 
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Qui ſar. Ruy Dias cold? 
Not fly like Fire into it? May be you doubt me, 
| He that ſhall do this is my Husband Prince; 
By the bright Heav'ns he is, by whoſe juſtice 
| openly proclaim it; if I lie, | 
Or ſeek to ſer you on with ſubtilty, 
Let that meet with me, and reward my Falſhood. 
| No ſtirring yet, no ſtart into a bravery ? 
Ryy. Madam, it may be, but being a main danger, 
Your Grace mult give me leave to look about me, 
And take a little time, the Cauſe will ask it. 
| Great Acts require great Counſels. 
Ouiſar, Take og Pleaſure, 
[fear the Portugal. 
Bakam. I'll raiſe an Army | 
Thar ſhall bring back this Ifland, Fort and all, 
And kx it here. | 
Gov. How long will this be doing? 
You ſhould have begun in your Grandfather's Days, 
dia. What may be, 
And what my Power can promiſe, nobleſt Lady, 
ly Will I am ſure ſtands fair. | 
Quiſar. Fair be your Fortune, 
Few Promiſes are beſt, and fair Performance. 
Gov, Theſe cannot do, 
Their Power and Arts are weak ones. 
Tisin my Will, I have this King your Brother, 
He is my Priſoner, I accept your Proffer, 
And bleſs the fair Occafion that atchiev'd him: 
| love ye, and J honour ye; bur ſpeak, 
Whether alive or dead he ſhall be rendred, 
And ſee how readily, how in an inſtant, 
Quick as your Wiſhes, Lady 
Quiſar. No, I ſcorn ye, 
You and your Courtefiez I hate your Love, Sir; 
And e er I would ſo baſely win his Liberty, 
| would ſtudy to forget he was my Brother; 
By force he was taken z he that ſhall enjoy me, 
Shall fetch him back by force, or never know me. 


Fin. As T live, a rare Wench. 
M 4 Arm. 
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Gov. By force? Wal 
Qui ſar. Yes Sir, by force, and make you glad too | 
To ler him go. | | 14 
Gov. How? You may look nobler on me, 955 
And think me no ſuch Boy; by force he muſt not, Clog 
For your Love much may be. 
Qui ſar. Pur up your Paſſion, And 
And pack ye home; | ſay, by Force, and ſuddenly. Yet 
He lies there till he rots elſe, although I love him A 
Moſt tenderly and dcarly, as a Brother, Wo 
And out of theſe reſpects would joy to fee him; And 
Yet to receive him as thy Courteſie, Met 
With all the Honour thou couldſt add unto him 85 
From his Hands that moſt hate him, I had rather, Juſt 
Though no condition were propounded for him, To! 
See him far ſunk i' th* Earth, and there forget him. A 
Pin. Your hopes are gelt, good Governor. E. 
Arm. A rare Woman. * A 
Gov. Lady, And 
PI pull this Pride, Pll quench this Bravery, Non 
And turn your glorious ſcorn to tears and howlings; 95 
I will, proud Princeſs; this neglect of me And 
Shall make thy brother King moſt miſerable; E. 
Shall turn him into Curſes gainſt thy Cruelty: | A 
For where before Ius d him ke a King, | And 
And did thoſe Royal Offices unto him: | And 
Now he ſhall lie a ſad lump in a Dungeon, Won 
Loaden with Chains and Fetters, Colds and Hunger, That 
Darkneſs, and lingring Death for his Companions; The 
And let me ſee who dare attempt his Reſcue, So! 
W hat deſperate Fool? Look toward it; farewel, Fort 
And when thou know'ſt him thus, lament thy Follics, 
Nay I will make thee kneel to take my Offer: — 


Once more farewel, and put thy truſt in Puppits. [Ex!. 
Qui ſar. If none dare undertake it, I']] live a Mourne, 
Bakam. You cannot want. 
Siæ. You muſt not. 
Ruy. Tis moſt dangerous, Keep. 


And wiſe Men wou'd proceed with Care and Counſcl, * 


of 


Vet 
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Yet ſome way would I knew 
Walk with me, Gentlemen [ Exennt. 
Manent, Armuſia, and his Companions, 
Am. How do you like her Spirit? 
$124, Tis a clear one, 
Clog'd with no dirty ſtuff, ſhe is all pure Honour. 
Ema. The braveſt Wench Jever look'd upon, 
And of the ſtrongeſt parts, ſhe is moſt fair, 
Yet her Mind ſuch a Mirrour 
Arm. W hat an Action : 
Wou'd this be to put forward on, what a Glory, 
And what an everlaſting Wealth to end it? 
Methinks my Soul is ſtrangely rais'd. 
$'za. To ſtep into it, 
Juſt while they think, and e' er they hʒve determin'd, 
To bring the King off. 
Am. Things have been done as dangerous. 
Ena. And proſper'd beſt, when they were leaſt conſi- 
Arm. Bleſs me my hopes, (der'd. 
And you my Friends aſſiſt me. 
None but our Companions. 
Hra. You deal wiſely, 
And if we ſhrink, the name of Slaves die with us. 
Ema. Stay not for ſecond Thoughts. 
Arm. I am determin'd ; 
And though I loſe, it ſhall be ſung, I was valiant, 


And my brave Offer ſhall be turn'd to Story, 


Worthy the Princeſs Tongue. A Boat, that's all 
That's unprovided, and Habits like ro Merchants, 
The reſt we'll councel as we go. 

za. Away then, 


Fortune looks fair on thoſe, make haſte to win Ker. 
Exeunt · 


ACT II. SCENE I 


Enter Keeper, and two or three Moors, 


Keep. J Have kept many a | 
y a Man, and many a great on 
I Yet I confeſs, I never faw before * 
A 
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A Man of ſuch a ſufferance; he lies now (him, 
Where I would not lay my Dog, for ſure 'twould xi No. 
Where neither light or comfort can come near him ; 
Nor Air, nor Earth that's wholſome; it grieves me 


To ſee a mighty King with all his Glory, Ke 
Sunk o'th' tudden to the bottom of a Dungeon. 
W hether ſhould we deſcend that are poor Raſcals, Tout 
If we had our Deſerts? 75 
1 Moor. Tis a ſtrange wonder, | : 
Load him with Irons, oppreſs him with Contempts, An 
W hich are the Governor's commands, give him nothing, Not 
Or ſo little, to ſuſtain Life, tis next nothing; Nor 
They {tir not him, he ſmiles upon his Miſcries, 0 
And bears em with ſuch ſtrength, as if his Nature T, 
Had been nurs'd up, and foſter'd with Calamities, 8 
2 Moor. He gives no ill words, curſes, nor repines not, , 7 
Blames nothing, hopes in nothing, we can hear of; 1 | 
And in the midſt of all theſe frights, fears nothing. 5 
Keep. I'll be ſworn : = 
He fears not, for even when I ſhake for him, 3 
As many times my Pity will compel me, | Ther 
When other Souls, that bear not half his Burthen, | 7 
Shrink in their Powers, and burſt with their Oppreſſiom; wvef 
Then will he ſing, wooe his Afflictions, 7; 
And court 'em in ſad Airs, as if he wou'd wed 'em. b 
1 Moor. That's more than we have heard yet, we ate 4 
Appointed for his Guard, but not ſo near him, (only . = 
If we could hear that wonder 45 
Keep. Many times 35 Dim 
I fear the Governor ſhould come to know it; No n. 
For his Voice ſo affects me, ſo delights me, * 
That when I find his hour, I have Muſick ready, N he 
And it ſtirs me infinitely; be but {till and private, Iz 
And you nay chance to hear. > We 
King appears loaden withChains,his Head and Arms only abute. Wh 520 
2 Mor. We will not ſtir, Sir; 5 ack 
This is a ſudden change, but who dares blame it. ark 
Keep. Now hark and melt, for I am ſure I ſhall; | lach. 
Stand ſilent; what ſtubborn weight of Chains or pi 


1 4407. Yet he looks temperately. 1 
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2 Moor. His Eyes not ſunk, and his Complexion firm 

No wildneſs, no diſtemper'd touch upon him, (ſtill, 

How conſtantly he ſmiles, and how undaunted ? | 

With what a Majeſty he heaves his Head up? [ Mufeck. 

Keep. Now mark, I know he will ſing; do not difturb 
him. | (Sir, 

Your allowance from the Governor, wou'd it were more, 

Orin my power to make it handſomer. 

King. Do not tranſgreſs thy charge, I take his Bounty, 

And Fortune, whilſt | bear a Mind contented, 

Not leaven'd with the Glory I am fallen from, 

Nor hang upon vain hopes, that may corrupt me. 

Enter Governor. 

Gov. Thou art my Slave, and I appear above thee. 

Keep. The Governor himſelf, 

Gro. What, at your Banquet? 

And in ſuch State, and with ſuch change of Service? 

King. Nature's no Glutton, Sir, a little ſerves her. 

Gov, This Diet's wholſome then. 

King. I beg no better. 

Gov, A calm contented Mind, give him leſs next; 

Theſe full Meals will oppreſs his Health, his Grace 

Is of a tender and pure Conſtitution, 

And ſuch Repletions 

King. Mock, mock, it moves not me, Sir, 

by Mirths, as do thy Milchiefs, fly behind me. 

Cv. Ye carry it handſomely, but tell me Patience, 

Uo not you curſe the brave and royal Lady, | 

our gracious Siſter? do not you damn her Pity, 

Vimn twenty times a Day, and damn it ſeriouſly ? 

Uo not you {wear aloud too, cry and kick? 

he very Soul ſweat in thee with the Agony 

her contempt of me? Couldſt not — eat her 

or being ſo injurious to thy Fortune, 

by fair and happy Fortune? Couldſt not thou wiſh her 

| Baſtard, or a Whore, Fame might proclaim her; 

ack ugly Fame, or that thou hadſt had no Siſter? 

pitting the general Name out, and the Nature; 

alpheming Heav'n for making ſuch a miſchief; 

or giving Power to Pride, and Will to Woman? 


8 


35 


re 


King. 
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King. No Tyrant, no, 1 bleſs and love her for it; 

And though her ſcorn of thee, had laid up for me 

As many Plagues as the corrupted Air breeds, 

As many Miſchiefs as the Hours have Minutes, 

As many forms of Death, as Doubt can figure; 

Yet I ſhould love more ſtill, and more honour her; 

All thou canſt lay upon me, cannot bend me, 

No, not the ſtroke of Death, that I deſpiſe too: 

For if Fear could poſſeſs me, thou hadſt won me; 

As little from this hour I prize thy Flatteries, 

And leſs than thoſe thy Prayers, though thou would's 

And if ſhe be not Miſtreſs of this Nature, (kneel tome ; 

She 1s none of mine, no kin, and I contemn her. 

Gov, Are you ſo valiant, Sir? 
King. Yes, and ſo fortunate; + 

For he that holds his Conſtancy ſtill conquers; 

Hadſt thou preſerv'd me as a noble Enemy, 

And as at firſt, made my Reſtraint ſeem to me 

But only as the ſhadow of Captivity, 

I had ſtill ſpoke thee noble, till declar'd thee 

A valiant, great, and worthy Man, ſtill lov'd thee, 

And ſtill preter'd thy fair Love to my Sitter; 

But to compel this from me with a Miſery, 

A moſt inhumane, and unhandſome Slavks 
Gov. You will relent for all this talk, I fear not, 

And put your Wits a-work again. 

King. You are cozen'd; 

Or if 1 were fo weak to be wrought to it, 

So fearful to give way to ſo much Poverty, 

How I ſhould curſe her Heart, if ſhe conſented ? 
Gov. You ſhall write, and entreat, or 
Ning. Do thy utmoſt, | 

And een in all thy Tortures I'll laugh at thee. 

FI think thee no more valiant, but a Villain; 

Nothing thou haſt done brave, but like a Thief, 

Atchiev'd by craft, and kept by cruelty ; 

Nothing thou canſt deſerve, thou art unhoneſt; 

Nor no way live to build a Name, thou art Barbarov” 
Gov. Down with him low enough, there let him Murmuf, 

And ſee his Diet be ſo light and little, " 


* 
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He grow not thus high-hearted on't; I will cool ye, 
And make ye cry for mercy, and be ready 
To work my ends, and willingly; and your Siſter taken 
| Your ſcornful, cruel Siſter, ſhall repent too (down, 
And ſue to me for Grace. 
Give him no liberty, 
But let his Bands be doubled, his Eaſe leſſened ; 
Nothing his Heart defires, but vex and torture him : 
Let him not ſleep, nothing that's dear to Nature 
Let him enjoy, yet take heed that he die not; 
Keep him as near Death, and as willing to embrace it, 
But ſee he arrive not at it; I will humble him, 
And her ſtout Heart that ſtands on ſuch Defiance; 
And let me ſee her Champions that dare venture 
Her high and mighty wooers, keep your Guards cloſe, 
And as you love your Lives be diligent, | 
And what I charge, obſerve. | 
Ones, We ſhall be Dutiful. | LOT 
Gov, P11 pull your Courage King, and all your Bravery. 
"2 Þ | Beit Governor. 
Ar. Moſt certain he is reſolved, nothing can ſtir him; 
For if he had but any part about him | 
611c y to Fear or Hope, he durſt not talk thus, 
And 0 thus ſtoutly too, as willingly, 
An. ietly be funk down to his Sorrows, 
be Men do to their ſleeps. 
K -p. Yes, and ſleeps with em 
So tele he regards them, there's the wonder, 
An. often ſoundly ſleeps; wou'd I durſt pity him, 
Ur wou'd it were in my Will, but we are Seryants, 
And tied unto command. 
2 1.007, 1 with him better, 
But much I fear h'as found his Tomb already, 
We muſt obſerve our Guards. 
Moor. He cannot laſt long, 
And when he is dead, he is free. 
Keep. That's the moſt cruelty, 
That we muſt keep him living; 
2 Moor. That's as he pleaſe; 
For that Man that reſolves, needs no Phyſician. [ Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Armuſia, Soza, and Emanuel like Merchant, 
arm'd underneath. 
Arm. Our proſperous Paſſage was an Omen to uz, 
A lucky and a fair Omen. 
Omnes. We believe it. (friend u 
Arm. The Sea and Wind ſtrove who ſhould moſt be- 
And as they favour'd our deſign, and lov'd us, 
So lead us forth---W here lies the Boat that brought us? 
Soz. Safe lodg'd within the Reeds, cloſe by the Caſtle, 
That no Eye can ſuſpect, nor bang come near it, 
Em. But where have you been, brave Sir ? 
Arm. I have broke the Ice, Boys, 
I have begun the Game, fair Fortune guide it; 
Suſpectleſs have I travell'd all the Town through, 
And in this Merchant's ſhape won much Acquanitance, 
 Survey'd each ſtrength and place that may befriend u, 
View'd all his Magazines, got perfect knowledge 
Of where the Priſon is, and what Power —. it. 
Sys. Theſe will be ſtrong Attempts. 
Arm. Courage is ſtrong; 
What we begun with Policy, my dear Friends, 
Let's end with manly force; there's no retiring, 
Unleſs it be with ſhame. | 
Em. Shame his that hopes it. 
Arm. Better a few, and clearer Fame will follow u, 
However, loſe or win, and ſpeak our Memories, 
Than if we led our Armies; things done thus, 
And of this noble weight, will ſtile us Worthies. 
Soz. Direct, and we have done, bring us to execute, 
And if we flinch, or fail - 
Arm. I am ſure ye dare not. 
Then farther know, and let no Ear be near us, 
That may be falſe. 4 
Em. Speak boldly on, we are honeſt ; 
Our Lives and Fortunes yours. 
Arm. Hard by the place then 
W here all his Treaſure lies, his Arms, his Women, 
Cloſe by the Priſon too where he keeps the King, 
I have hird a lodging, as a Trading Merchant, 
A Cellar to that too, to ſto my Wares in, The 


} 
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he very Wall of which joins to his Store - houſe. 
. What of all this? | | 
Am. Ve are dull, if ye apprehend not; 

nco that Cellar, elected Friends, I have convey'd, 

\nd unſuſpected too, that that will do it; 

hat that will make all ſhake, and ſmoak too. 

En. Ha? ; ctice; 
Am. My Thoughts have not been idle, nor my pra- 
he Fire I brought here with me ſhall do ſomething, 
dall burſt into material Flames, and bright ones, 

That all the Iſland ſhall ſtand wondring at it, 

if they had been ſtricken with a Comet; 

Powder is ready, and enough to work it, 

The Matck is left a- fire, all, all huſhrt, and lockt cloſe, 

o Man ſuſpecting what 1 am but Merchant: 

n hour hence, my brave Friends, look for the fury, 
he Fire to light us to our honour'd purpoſe, 

or by that time 'twill take. : 

Sr. What are our Duties? 

Am. When all are full of fear and fright, the Governor 
Dut of his Wits, to ſee the Flames ſo imperious, 

Ready to turn to Aſhes all he worſhips, 

Ad all the People there to ſtop theſe Ruins, 

No Man regarding any private Office 

Then flie we to the Priſon ſuddenly, 

Here's one has found the way, and dares direct us. 

Em. Then to our Swords and good Hearts, 

L long for it. 

Arm. Certain we ſhall not find much Oppoſition, 

Put what is muſt be forced. | 

vs. 'Tis bravely caſt, Sir, 

nd ſurely too, L hope. 

Arm. If the Fire fail not, 

and Powder hold his Nature, ſome muſt preſently 

pon the firſt cry of th* amazed People, 

for nothing will be markt then, but the Miſery) 

* ready with the Boat upon an inſtant, 

ind then all's right and fiir 

. Bleſs us dear Fortune. 


Am, Let us be worthy of it in our Courage, 


And 
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And Fortune mult befriend us; come, all ſever, 
But keep ſtill within fight, when the flame riſes 
Let's meet, or either do, or die. | 
$oza. So be it. Exeum 
Enter Governor, and Captain. 
Gov. No Captain, for thoſe Troops we need em not, 
The Town is ſtrong enough to ſtand their Furies; 
] wou'd {ce them come, and offer to do ſomething. 
They are high in words. 
Capt. Tis ſafer, Sir, than doing. 
Gov. Doſt think they care Attempt? 
Capt, May be by Treaty, 1 
But ſure by Force they will not prove fo froward. / enough, 
Gov. No Faith, I warrant thee, they know me well 
And know they have no Child in hand to play with: 
They know my Nature too, I have bit ſome of em, 
And tothe Bones, they have reaſon to remember me, 
It makes me laugh to think how glorious 
'The Fools are in their Promiſes, and how pregnant 
Their Wits and Powers are to bring things to paſs; 
Am I not grown lean with loſs of Sleep and Care 
To prevent theſe Threatnings, Captain? 
Capt. You look well, Sir: 5 
Upon my Conſcience you are not like to ſicken 
Upon any ſuch Conceit. 
Gov. I hope I ſhall not: 
Well, wou' d [ had this Wench, for I muſt have her, 
She muſt be mine; and there's another charge, Captain; 
What betwixt Love and Brawling I got nothing, 
All goes in Maintenance 
Hark, W hat was that, Ide Train tales. 
That noiſe there? It went with a violence. 
 _ Capt. Some old Wall belike, Sir, 
That had no neighbour help to hold it up, 
Ts fallen ſuddenly. . | 
Gov. I muſt diſcard theſe Raſcals, 
That are not able to maintain their Buildings, 
They blur the beauty of the Town. 
Within, Fire, Fire. 


f 
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Gov. I hear another tune, good Captain, 
t comes on freſher ſtill, 'tis loud and fearful; 
ook up into the Town, how bright the Air ſnews; 
pon my Life ſome ſudden Fire. Exit Cap. 
he Bell too? 2 ell Rings. . 
hear the Noiſe more clear. | 
Enter Citizens, 
Gt. Fire, Fire. 
Gov, Where? Where? 
Gt. Suddenly taken in a Merchant's Houſe, Sir, 
earful and high ir blazes; help, good People. 
Gov, Pox o their Paper-houſes, how they ſmother, 
hey light like Candles, how the Roar ſtill riſes ? 
Enter Captain. 1 | 
Capt. Your Magazine's a fire Sir, help, help ſuddenly, 
The Caſtle too is in danger, in much danger, | 
all will be loſt, get the People preſently, 
ind all that are your Guard, and all help, all Hands, Sir, 
our Wealth, your Strength, is burnt elſe, the Town pe- 
he Caſtle now begins to flame. (riſhr 3 
Gov. My Soul ſhakes. | him, 
Cap. A Merchant's Houſe next joining? Shame light on 
hat ever ſuch a Neighbour, ſuch a Villain 
| Gov, Raiſe all the Garriſon, and bring em up, 
Enter other Citizens. OI 
ind beat the People forward Oh TI have loſt all 
none Houſe, all my hopes; good worthy Citizens 
Follow me all, and all your Powers give to me, 
will reward you all. Oh curſed Fortune (zens, 
he Flame's more violent; ariſe ſtill, help, help, Citi- 
reedom and Wealth to him that helps; follow, oh follow. 
ing Wine or any thing, I'll ſee't recompenc'd, | 
uckets, more Buckets; Fire, Fire, Fire. ¶ Ex. omnes. 
Enter Armuſia, and his Company. | 
Arm Let it flame on, a comely light it gives up 
lo cur Diſcovery. 
Va. Hark, what a merry cry 
bee Hounds wake! Forward fairly, 
Ve are not ſeen in the Miſt z we are not noted. Away, 
Way. Now if we loſe our Fortune — [ Exit. 
oT. VI, N ; Enter 


el 


if 
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Enter Captain and Citizens. 
Cap. Up Soldiers, up, and deal like Men. 

Cir. More Water, more Water, all is conſum'd elſe, 
- Cap. All's gone, unleſs you undertake it ſtraight, your 
Wealth too, that muſt preſerve, and pay your Labou 
Up, up, away. bbraveh. 

I Er. Cap. and Cit. They 
Enter Armuſia and his Companions breaking open 
| a Door. 
Arm. So, thou art open, keep the way clear 
Behind ſtill. Now for the place. 
Sold, *Tis here, Sir. 
Arm. Sute this 1s it. 
Force open the Door A miſerable Creature! 
Let by his manly Face—— [The King diſcover 
King. Why ſtare ye on me? 

You cannot put on Faces to affright me: 
In death I am a King ſtill, and contemn ye; 
Where is that Governor? Methinks his Man-hood 
Should be well pleas'd to ſee my Tragedy, 
And come to bath his ſtern Eyes in my Sorrows; 
dare him to the ſight, bring his ſcorns with him, 
Andall his rugged Threats; here's a Throat, Soldiers; 
Come, ſce who can ſtrike deepeſt. 

Ema. Break the Chain there. 

King. W hat does this mean? 

Arm. Come, talk of no more Governors, | 
He has other buſineſs, Sir, put your Legs forward, 
And gather up your courage like a Man, 

We'll carry off your Head elſe; we are Friends, 
And come to give your Sorrows caſe. 

SA. On bravely; 
Delays may loſe again. 


Enter Guard. 
Arm. The Guard. 
Soga. Upon 'em. FE; 
Arm. Make ſpeedy, and ſure Work. 
Ema. They fly. | (be ſpeedy; 
Arm. Up with him, and to the Boat; ſtand faſt, nov 
When this heat's paſt, we'll ſing our Hiſtory. 


Yell 
20 


« 


Away; 
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\way, like Thoughts, ſudden as Deſires, Friends; 
Now ſacred Chance be ours. 


Enter three or four Citizens ſeverally. 
1 Cit. What, is the Fire allaid ? 
2 Cit. Tis out, tis out, 
r paſt the worſt, I never did fo ſtoutly, 
l afure you Neighbours, ſince | was a Man: 
have been burnt at both ends like a Squib, 
ivd two hours in the Fire, *twas a hideous matter; 
ut when Men of Underſtanding come about it, 
en that judge of things; my Wife gave me over, 
Ind took her leave a hundred times, I bore up ſtill, 
nd toſt the Buckets, Boys. 
Cit, We are all meer Martins. 
1 Cit, I heard a Voice at latter end o' th' hurry, 
r elſe I dreamt I heard it, that ſaid Treaſon. (was 
2 Cit,” Tis like enough, it 5 cry Murder too, for there 
any without a joint, but what's that to us: Let's home 
nd fright our Wives, for we look like Devils. 
Enter three Women. | 
; Cit. Here come ſome of em to fright us. (band. 


== = =" 


cit. Thou lieſt, I think abominably, and thou hadft been 
my place, thou would'it have ſtunk at both ends. 
et me ſome Drink, give me whole Tuns of Drink, 


ote a hundred Herrings. 
Hm. I pray you what became of my Man, is he in a 


e left him drinking of a new dozen of Butkets, 

by Husband's happy, he was through roaſted, 

id now he's baſting of himſelf at all Points: 

be Clark and he are cooling their Pericraniums; 

dy oh me Neighbours, there's Fire in my Codpicee. 

ar. Biow ic out Wife - Blow, blow, the Gable end a'th* 

Women, Some Water, Water, Water. 
2 


3 Cit. 


$1za. Pray when we have done, Sir. [ Exeunt. 


1 ow. Mine's alive Neighbour----Oh ſweet hony Huſ- 


hole Ciſterns, for I have four dozen of fine Firebrands 
ay Belly, I have more ſmoke in my Mouth, than would 


Ham. Art thou come ſafe again? (Well? | 


(it. At Heart's eaſe ina Well, is very well Neighbour; 


om. Bleſs my Husband. (Store-houſe 


0 | | ! 
| 


— 
* 
—ů— — — 


— _—_ ͤ———— —— — — 


303 2 The Iſland Princeſs. 


3 Cit. Peace, tis but a ſparkle; 

Raiſe not the Town again, t will be a great hindrance, 
I'm glad 'tis out, and't had ta'enin my Hay-loft? 
What frights are theſe, marry Heav'n bleſs thy modicun 

Mom. But is a drown'd outright, pray put me out of 
Fear, Neighbour. 

2 Cit. Thou wouldit have it ſo, but after a hundred Firg 
More, he'll live to ſee thee burnt for brewing muſty 
Liquor. | 

1 Cit, Come, let's go Neighbour. 

2 (it. For L would very fain turn down this Liquor; 
Come, come, I fry like a burnt Mary-bone: 

Women get you afore, and draw upon us; 
Run Wenches, run, and let your Taps run with ye; 
Run as the fire were in your Tails, cry Ale, Ale. 
Mom. Away, let's nouriſh the poor Wretches. 
2 Cit. We'll rally up the reſt of the burnt Regiment. 
Enter Governor, Captain, Soldier, and Guard. 
Gov. The Fire's quench'd Captain, but the Miſchiet 
hangs ſtill; | 8 
The King's redeem'd, and gone too; a Trick, a damn 
Oh I am overtaken poorly, tamely. | (one: 
oe Where were the Guard that waited upon the 
riſon? | 
Sol. Moſt of em ſlain, yet ſome ſcap'd, Sir, andthey 


deliver,, 


| They ſaw a little Boat ready to receive him, 


And thoſe redeem'd him, making ſuch haſte and Fighting; 
Fighting beyond the force of Men. 
Gov. I am loſt, Captain, 


And all the World will laugh at this, and ſcorn me: 


Count me a heavy ſleepy Fool, a Coward, 
A Coward paſt recovery, a confirm'd Coward, 
One without Carriage, or common Senſe. 
Sol. He's gone, Sir, 
And put to Sea amain, paſt our recovery, 
Not a Boat ready to purſue ; if there were any, 
The People ſtand amazed fo at their Valour, 
And the ſudden fright of Fire, none knows to . 
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Gov. Oh, I could tear my Limbs, and knock my Boys 
Gainſt every Paſt I meet; fool'd with a Fire? (Brains 
Capt. It was a crafty Trick. 

Grv. No, I was lazy, 

onfident, ſluggiſh lazy, had I but met 'em, 

and chang'd a dozen Blows, I had forgiv'n 'em; 

By both theſe Hands held up, and by that brightneſs 

hat gilds the World with Light, by all our Worſhips, 
he hidden ebbs and flows of the blue Ocean, 

I will not reſt; no Mirth ſhall dwell upon me, 

Wine touch my Mouth, nor any thing retreſh me, 

Till I be wholly quit of this Diſhonour : 

Make ready my Barrato's inſtantly, 

And what | ſhall intend 


Capt, We are your Servants. [ Exounr. 
Euter Quiſara, and Ruy Dias. 
8 Anſar. Never tell me, you never car'd to win me, 


Never for my ſake to attempt a Deed, 

Might draw me to a Thought, you ſought my Favour: 
If not for love of me, for love of Arms, Sir, 

For that cauſe you profeſs, for love of Honour, 

Of which you ſtile your (elf the mighty Maſter, 

You might have ſtept out nobly, and made an Offer, 
\s if you had intended ſomething excellent, 

Put on a forward Face. 

Ruy. Dear Lady, hold me 
ei. I hold ye, as I find ye, a faint Servant. 
„. By ——I dare do 

Qriſar, In a Lady's Chamber 
| dare believe ye, there's no mortal danger: 
Cire me the Man that dares do, to deſerve that: 
thought you Porrugals had been rare Wonders, 
Men of thoſe haughty Courages and Credits, 
Thar all things were confin d within your Promiſes, 
The Lords of Fate and Fortune I believ'd ye, 
But well I ſee am deceiv'd Ruy Dias, 
and blame, too late. my much Belief. 
„ %. Lam aſham d, Lady, 
„ ſo dull, ſo ſtupid to your Offer: 
o you have once more ſchool'd me, I am right, 
N 3 And 
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And ſomething ſhall be thought on ſuddenly, 
And put in ACt as ſoon, ſome preparatien ? 
Qui ſar. And give it out? 
Ruy. Yes, Lady, and fo great too; 
In which, the Noiſe of all my Country- men 
Qui ſar. Thoſe will do well, for they are all approy' 
And though he be reſtor'd alive. (ones, 
Ruy. I have ye. 
Qui ſar. For then we are both Servants, 
Ruy. I conceive ye, 
Good Madam give me leave to turn my Fancies. 
Qui ſar. Do, and make all things fit, and then FII * 
Ruy. My ſelf, my Couſin, and the Garriſon, 
The Neighbours of the out-lfles of our Nation, 
Siana's ſtrength, for I can humour him: . 
And proud Bekamus, I ſhall deceive his Glory. [A ſbou, 
What ringing ſound of Joy is this? Whence comes it? 
May be the Princes are in ſport. 
Enter Piniero, and Chriſtophero. 
Pin. Where are ye? 
Ruy. Now Piniero, what's the haſte you ſeek me? 
Pin. Do you know this Sign, Sir? 
Ruy. Ha! 
Pin. Do you know this Emblem? 
Your Noſe is boar'd. 
Ruy. Board ? what's that? 
Pin, Youre topt, Sir: 
The King's come home again, the King. 
Ruy. The Devil? 
Pin. Nay ſure he came a God's Name home; 
He's return'd, Sir. 
Chriſt. And all this Joy ye hear 
Riy. Who durft attempt him ? 
The Princes are all here. 

Chriſt. They are worthy Princes, 
They are ſpecial Princes, all they love by Ounces. +». 
Believe it Sir, 'tis done, and done molt bravely and cali 
What fortune have ye loſt, Sir? — 

What Juſtice have ye now unto this Lady? 


Pin. 
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pin. How ſtands your Claim? 
That ever Man Hould be fool'd fo; 
When he ſhould do and proſper ; ſtand proteſting, 
Kiſſing the Hand, and farting for a Favour, 
When he ſhould be about his Buſineſs ſweating; 
She bid you go, and pick'd you out a purpole, (one, 
To make yourſelf a fortune by, a Lady, a Lady, and a luſty 
A lovely, that now you may go look, the pointed ye, 
Knowing you were a Man of Worth and Merit, 
And bid you fly, you have made a fair flight on't, 
You have caught a Gooſe. | 
Ryy. How dare you thus moleſt me? [ 4 ſhout, 
t cannot be. 
Chriſt. Hark how the general Joy rings! 
bin. Have you your hearing left? Is not that Drunk too? 
For if you had been ſober, you had been wile ſu. e. 
Ruy. Done? Who dares do? 
Pin. It ſeems an honeſt Fellow, 
That has ended his Market before you be up. 
Chriſt, The ſhame on't's a Stranger too. 
Pin. Tis no ſhame, 
He took her at her Word, and tied the Bargain, 
Dealt like a Man indeed, ftood not demurring, 
But clapt cloſe to the Cauſe, as he will do to the Lady : 
1s a Fellow of that ſpeed and handſomneſs, 
He will gether with Child too, cer you ſhall come to know 
sit not brave, a Gentleman ſcarce Landed, ( him; 
dcarce eating of the Air here, not acquainted, 
No circumſtance of Love depending on him, 
Nor no command to ſhew him, muſt ſtart forth, 
at the firſt ſight too 
Ruy. Jam undone. 
Pin. Like an Oyſter: 
dhe neither taking view, nor value of him, 
Unto ſuch Deeds as theſe——Pox o' theſe, 
heſe wiſe de!ayin - 
They make Men Cowards. 
You are undone as a Man would undo an Eggs 


A hundred ſh bout ye. 


— 


"| 
* 
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Enter Quiſara, Panura, and Train. 

Qui ſar. Can it be poſſible, 

A Stranger that I have not known, not ſeen yet, 

A Man I never grac'd; O Captain, Captain, 

What ſhall 1 do? I am betray'd by Fortune, 

It cannot be, it muſt not be. ok 
Pin. It is Lady, 

And by my Faith a handſome Gentleman); 

*Tis his poor Schollar's Prize. 

Quiſar. Muſt I be given 
Unroa Man I never = ne'er ſpoke with, 

I know not of what Nation ? 

Pin. Is a Portugal, 

And of as good a pitch, he will be Syn to you Lady, 

For he's given much to handſome Fleſh 
Quiſar. Oh Ruy Dias, 

This was your ſloath, your ſloath, your ſloath, Ry Dia, 
Pin. Your love ſloath, Unkle, do you find it now? 
You ſhould have done at firſt, and faithfully : [ A bu, 

And then th' other had lyed ready for ye; 

Madam, the general joy comes. 
Juiſar. We muſt meet it But with what comfort! 
Enter Citizens carrying Boughs, Boys ſinging after em; 

Then King, Armuſia, Soza, Emanuel; zhe Princes 
and Train following. 

Deer. Oh my dear Brother, what a joy runs through 
To ſee you ſafe again, your ſelf, and mighty, (me, 
What a bleſt Day is this? | 1 

Ning. Riſe up fair Siſter, 

I am not welcome till you have embrac'd me. 

Ruy. A general gladneſs, Sir, flies through the City, 
And Mirth poſſeſſes all to ſee your Grace arrive, 
Thus happily arriv'd again, and fairly, 

T was a brave yenture who ſo &er put for it, 

A high and noble one, worthy much Honour; 

And had it fail'd, we had not fail'd great Sir, 

And in ſhort time too, to have forc'd the Governor, 

In ſuight of all his Threats. Fee ee 
King. I thank ye, Gentleman. 

Kuy. And all his Subtilties, to ſer you free, Wit 
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Wich all his Heart and Will too. I 
King, I know 7 love me. 8 Ait, 
pin. This had been good with ſomething done before : 
Something ſet off to beautifie it, now it ſounds empty, 
like | (Marrow. 
A Barber's Baſon, pox there's no Metal in't, no-noble 
| Bakam. 1 have an Army, Sir, but that the Governor, 
The fooliſh Fellow was a little provident, 
And wiſe in letting flip no time, became him too, 
That would have ſcour d him elſe, and all his Confines; 
That would have rung him ſuch a Peal 
Pin. Yes backward, 
To make Dogs houl, 1 know thee to a farthing, 
Thy Army's good for Hawks, there's 
Nothing but Sheeps Hearts in it. 
Sa. 1 have done nothing, Sir, therefore 
| think it convenient I ſay little what I purpoſed, 
And what my Love intended. 
King. I like your Modeſty, 
And thank ye royal Friends, I know it griev'd ye 
To know my Miſery ; but this Man, Princeſs, 
| muſt thank heartily, indeed, and truly, 
Tor this Man ſaw me in't, and redeemed me: 
He lookt upon me ſinking, and then caught me. 
This Siſter, this, this all Man, this all Valour, 
This pious Man. 
e, Ruy. My Countenance, it ſhames me, 
One ſcarce arriv'd, not harden'd yet, not | 
Read in dangers and great deeds, Sea- ſick, not ſeaſon'd=- 
Oh I have boy'd my ſelf. 
King. This noble Bulwark, 
This Launce and Honour of our Age and Kingdom 
This that I never canreward, nor hope 
To be once worthy of the Name of Friend to, 
This, this Man from the Bowels of my Sorrows 
Has new begot my Name, and once more made me: 
Oh Siſter, if there may be Thanks for this, 
Or any thing near Recompence inv«nted. 
Arm. You are too noble, Sir, there is Reward 
Above my Action too by Millions: 
A Recompence ſo rich and glorious, 


; 
- 


o 


ich 
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durſt not dream it mine, but that twas promiſed ; 
Bur that it was propounded, ſworn and ſealed 
Before the Face of Heav'n, I durſt not hope it, 
For nothing in the Life of Man or Merit, 
It is fo truly great, can elſe embrace it. 
King. O ſpeak it, ſpeak it, bleſs mine Ears to hear it, 
Make me a happy Man, 'to know it may be, 
For ſtill methinks I am a Priſoner, 
And feel no Liberty before I find it. | 
Arm. Then know it is your Siſter, ſhe is mine, Sir, 


I claim her by her own word, and her Honour; Pin 
It was her open Promiſe to that Man | 
That durſt redeem ye; Beauty ſet me on, And 
And Fortune crowns me fair, if ſhe receive me. K 


King. Receive ye, Sir- - why Sifter--ha---ſo backward, Cly 
Stand as you knew me not? nor what he has ventured? Wo iu 


My deareſt Siſter. | Pin 
Arm. Good Sir, pardon me, Toth 
There is abluſhing Modeſty becomes her, My l 


That holds her back; Women are nice to wooe, Sir; Wor 
I would not have her forc'd, give her fair Liberty; 
For things compell'd and frighted, of ſoft Natures, 
Turn into Fears, and fly from their own wiſhes. / 
King. Look on him my Quiſara, ſuch another, 
Oh all ye Powers, ſo excellent in Nature! 
In Honour ſo abundant! —<— 
Oui ſar. 1 confeſs, Sir, 
Conteſs my word is paſt too, he has purchaſed ; 
Vet good Sir, give me leave to think; but time 
To be acquainted with his Worth and Perſon; 


To make me fit to know it ; we are both Strangers, As to 
And how we ſhould believe ſo ſuddenly, 1 
Or come to faſten our Affections And g 
Alas, Love has his Complements. Abou 

King. Be ſudden But c 


And certain in your way, no Woman doubles, 
Nor coy delays, you are his, and ſo aſſure it, 

Or caſt from me and my remembrance ever; 
Reſpect your word, I know you will; come Siſter, Ther, 


And 


Let's ſce what welcome you can give a Priſoner, 


— 
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ind what fair looks a Friend Oh my moſt Noble 
princes, no Diſcontents, but all be luſty, 
He that frowns this Day is an open Enemy : 
Thus in my Arms, my dear. | 
Am. You make me bluſh, Sir. 
King. And now lead on 
Our whole Court crown'd with Pleaſure. 
Ruy. Madam, deſpair not, ſomething ſhall be done yet, 
And ſuddenly, and wiſely. 
Quſar. O Ruy Dias. Ex. 
Pin. Well, he's a brave Fellow, and he has deſerv'd 
her richly; | (men. 
And you have had your Hands full I dare ſwear, Gentle- 
$22. We have done ſomething, Sir, if it hit right. 
(rift. The Woman has no Eyes elſe, nor no Honeſty, 
$5 much I think. 
pin. Come, let's go bounce amongft em, 
To the King's Health, and my brave Country-man's. 
My Uncle looks as though he were ſick o'th' 


Worms, Friends. | [ Exeunt. 


it 


i 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
Enter Piniero. I 
Ine Uncle haunts me up and down, looks melan- 
choly, ; N 

Wondrous ol Melancholy, ſometimes ſwears, (Bots, 
Then whiſtles, ſtarts, cries and groans, as if he had the 
As to ſay truth, I think h'as little better, 
Ani! wou'd fain ſpeak ; bids me good Morrow at Midnight, 
And good Night when'tis Noon; has ſomething hovers 
About his Brains, that would fain find an iſſue, 

ut cannot out, or dares not; {till he follows. 

EFEnter Ruy Dias. 

How he looks ſtill, and how he beats about, 

ke an old Dog at a dead ſcent ? I marry, 

here was a Sigh wou'd a ſer a Ship a ſailing; 


heſe winds of love and honour, blow at all ends. 
10 Now 
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Now ſpeak and't be thy Will: Good morrow Uncle. 
Ruy. Good morrow, Sir. 
Pin. This is a new Salute: 
Sure h'as forgot me; this is pur- blind Cupid. 
Ruy. My Nephew ? YE) he 
Pin. Yes, Sir, if I be not chang'd. 
Ruy. I wou'd fain ſpeak with you. 
Pin. I wou'd fain have ye, Sir, 
For to that end I ſtay. 
Ruy. You know | love ye, 
And I have lov'd ye long, my dear Piniero, 
Bred and ſupply'd you. 
Pin. Whither walks this Preamble ? 
Ruy. You may remember, though] am but your Uncle, 
1 ſure had a Father's Care, a Father's Tenderneſs. 
Pin. Sure he would wrap me into ſomething now ſud- 
He doubts my Nature in, for mine js honeſt, (denly, 
He winds about me fo. 
Ruy. A Father's Diligence. 
My private Benefits I have forgot, Sir, 
But thoſe you might lay claim to as my Follower; 
Yet ſome Men wou'd remember 
Pin. I do daily. | (weak one, 
Ruy. The Place which I have put ye in, which is no 
Next to my ſelf you ſtand in all Employments, 
Your Counſels, Cares, Aſſignments with me equal, 
So is my ſtudy ſtill to plant your Perſon; 
'Theſe are ſmall Teſtimomes I have not forgot ye, 
Nor wou'd not be forgotten. | 
Pin. Sure you cannot. 
Ruy. Oh Pintero 
Pin. Sir, what hangs upon you, 
What heavy weight oppreſſes ye, ye have loſt 
(I muſt confeſs, in thoſe that underſtand ye) 
Some little of your Credit, but time will cure tzat; 
The beſt my flip ſomeimes. 
Ray. Oh my beſt Nephew 
Pin. It may be ye fear her too, that diſturbs ye, 
That ſhe may fall her ſelf, or be forc'd from ye. 


Reih. 
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Ruy. She is ever true, but I undone for ever. 
Oh that 4rmuſia, that new thing, that Stranger, 
Thar Flag ftuck up to rob me of mine Honour ; 
That murd'ring Chain ſhot at me from my Country; 
That goodly Plague that I muſt court to kill me. 
pin. Now it comes flowing from him, I fear'd this, 
Knew, he that durſt be idle, durſt be ill too, 
Has he not done a brave thing ? 
Ry, [| muſt confeſs ir. Nephew, muſt allow it, 
But that brave thing has Hs wo me, has ſunk me, 
Has trod me like a Name in Sand, to nothing, f 
Hangs betwixt hope and me, and threatens my ruin; 
And if he riſe and blaze, farewel my Fortune; 2 
And when that's ſet, where's thy Advancement, Couſin? 
That were a Friend, that were a noble Kinſman. 
That would conſider theſe; ' that Man were grateful; 
And he that durſt do ſomething here, durft love me. 
Pin. You ſay true, tis worth Conſideration, 
Your Reaſons are of weight, and mark me Uncle, 
For I'll be ſudden, and to th* purpoſe with you. 
day this Armufia then were taken off, 
As it may be eaſily done, | 
How ſtands the Woman? 
Ray. She is mine for ever; 
For the contemns his deed: and him. 
Pim, Pox on him. 
Or if the ſingle Pox be not ſufficient, 


Ide Hogs, the Dogs, the Devils Pox poſſeſs him: 


Faith this Arnugia ftumbles me, tis a brave Fellow; 

And if he could be ſpared, Uncle | 
R. I muſt periſh 3 

ad he ſet up at any reſt but this, 

Done any thing but what conccrn'd my Credit, 

The everlaſting loſing of my worth 
Pin. I underſtand you now, who ſet you on too, 

| had a reaſonable good Opinion of the Devil 

Till this hour; and I ſee he is a Knave indeed, 

An arrant, ſtinking Knave, for now 1 ſmell him ; 
ll fee What may be done then, you ſhall know 
ou have a Kinſman, but no Villain, Uncle, 


Nor 
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Nor no betrayer of fair Fame, I ſcorn it; 
love and honour Virtue; I muſt have | 
Acceſs unto the Lady, to know her Mind too, 
A good word from her Mouth you know may ſtir me; 
A Lady's look at ſetting on 

Ray. You {ay well, : 
Here Couſin, here's a Letter ready for you, 
And you ſhall ſee how nobly ſhe'll receive you, 
And with what dare direct. 

Pin. Farewel then Uncle, 
After I have talk'd with her, I am your Servant, 
To make you honeſt if I cay——elſc hate you. 
Pray ye no moreCompliments, my Head is buſie, Heay'n 
W hat a malicious Soul does this Man carry ? (bleſs me; 
And to what ſcurvy things this Love converts us? 
What ſtinking things, and how ſweetly they become us? 
Murther's a moral Virtue with theſe Lovers, 
A ſpecial piece of Divinity, I take it: 
I may be mad, or violently drunk, 
Which is a Whelp of that litter; or I may be covetous, 
And learn to murther Men's Eftates, that's baſe too; 
Or proud, bur that's a Paradiſe to this; 
Or envious, and fit cating of my ſelt 
At others Fortunes; I may lie, and damnably, 
Beyond the Patience of an honeſt heater ; 
Cozen Cutpurſes, fit ich? Stocks for Apples. 
But when I am a Lover, Lord have mercy, 
Theſe are poor pelting Sins, or rather Plagues, 
Love and Ambition draw the Devil's Coach. 

Enter Quifana, aud Panura. (ﬆ 

How now! who are theſe? Oh my great Lady's follow- 
Her Riddle-founders, and herForcune-tell-rs. 
Her Readers of her Love- lectures, her Inflamers: 
Theſe Doors I muſt paſs through, I hope they are wide. 
Good day to your Beauties; how they take it to 'em ? 
As if they were fair indeed. 

Quiſan. Good morrow to you, Sir. (buſles? 

Pin. That's the old Hen, the Brood-bird; how ſhe 
How like an Inventory of Lechery ſhe looks? 
Many a good piece of Iniquity | His 
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I; the fair Princeſs ſtirring? Ray 
Pan. Yes, marry is ſhe, Sir, | a $147; 
But ſome what private; you have a Buſineſs with her? 
Pin. Yes forſooth have I, and a ſerious Bulineſs. 
Pan. May not we know? 

Pin, Yes, when you can keep Counſel. 

pan. How prettily he looks? he's a Soldier ſure, 

His rudeneſs fits ſo handſomely upon him. | 
Quiſan. A good blunt Gentleman. 

Pim, Yes marry am: 5 42 
Yet for a puſh or two at ſharp, and't pleaſe you—— 
Pan. My honeſt Friend, you know not who you ſpeak to: 
This is the Princeſs's Aunt, 55 

Pin. I like her better I 

And ſhe were her Mother (Lady) or her Grandmother, 
am not fo baſhful, but I can Buckle with her. 
Pay. Of what ſize is your Buſineſs? 

Pin, Of the long Sixteen, 

And will make way I warrant ye. 

Fan. How fine he talks? + od 
Pin, Nay in troth I talk but courſely, Lady, 


But J hold it comfortable for the Underſtanding: \ 
How fain they, wou'd draw me into Ribaldry?. 
Theſe W enches that live eaſily, live high, 
Love theſe broad Diſcourſes, as they love Poſſets; 
Theſe dry Delights ſerve for Preparatives. 1 

Pan, Why do you look fo on me? ry TAS 

Pin. lam gueſſing | | (ſhould be, 
by the caſt of your Face, what the Property of your Place 
For | preſume you turn a Key, ſweet Beauty, i 
And you another, Gravity, under the Princeſs, 
nd by my+---I warrant ye good Places, 
Lomely commodious Seats 

Q«iſan. Prethee let him talk till, - 

For methinks he talks handſomely. 
Fin. And truly, 
\; near as my Underſtanding ſhall enable me, 
You look as if you kept my Lady's Secrets; 
Nay, do not laugh, for I mean honeſtly. 5 
| ow 
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How theſe young things tattle, when they geta toy by tb 
And how their Hearts go Pit- a- pat, and look for it? (end 
Wou'd it not dance too, if it had a Fiddle? 
Your Gravity I gueſs, to take the Petitions, 
And hear the lingring ſuits in Love diſpos'd, 
Their Sighs and Sorrows in their proper Place, 
You keep the Ay-me Office. Fg 
ui ſun. Prethee ſuffer him, 

For as I live he's a pretty Fellow; 
love to hear ſometimes what Men think of us: 
And thus deliver'd freely, tis no Malice : 
Proceed, good honeſt Man. 

Pin. Iwill, good Madam. 
According to Mens States and Dignities, 
Monies and Moveables, you rate their Dreams, 
And caſt the Nativity of their Deſires, 
If he reward well, all he thinks is proſperous: 
And if he promiſe Place, his Dreams are Oracles; 
Your antient practique Art too in theſe Diſcoveries, 
Who loves at ſuch a length, who a ſpan farther, 
And who draws home, yield you no little Profit, 
For theſe ye milk by Circumſtanc. 

ui ſan. Ye axe cunning. eee 

Pin. And as they Oil ye, and advance your Spindle, 
So you draw out the Lines of Love; your Doors too, 
The Doors of deſtiny, that Men muſt paſs through; 
Theſe are fair Places. p11. 9FT23 C372 

Pan. He knows all. 

Pin. Your Trap-doors, 
To pop Fools in it, that have no Providence; (at, 
Your little Wickets, to work Wiſe-men,like Wires, thro 
And draw their States and Bodies into Cobwebs; 
Your Poſtern Doors, to catch thoſe that are cautelous, 
And would not have the World's Eye find their Knave- 
Your Doors of Danger, ſome Men hate a Pleaſure, (ries: 
Unleſs that may be full of Fears; your hope Doors, 
And thoſe are fine Commodities, where Fools pay 
For every new Encouragement, a new Cuſtom; 
You have your Doors of Honour, and of Pleaſure ; 
But thoſe are for great Princes, glorious Vanities, 


That 
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hat travel to be famous through Diſeaſes; 
There be the doors of Poverty and Death too - 
zut theſe you do the beſt you can to damn up, 
or then your Gain goes out. 
Quan. This is a rare Lecture. 
Nu. Read to them that underſtand. 
Pan. Beſhrew me, 
dare not venture on ye, ye cut too keen, Sir. 
Enter Quiſara. 

Cuiſan. We thank you, Sir, for your good Mirth, 
ſou are a good Companion. 
ere comes the Princeſs now, attend your Buſineſs. 
Cuiſar. Is there no Remedy, no Hopes can help me? 
lo Wit to ſet me free? Who's there ho? 
Quan. Troubled? Her looks are almoſt Wild: 
Vhat ails the Princeſs? 
know nothing ſhe wants. | 
Iiſar. Who's that there with you? 
Jh Signior Piniero? You are moſt welcome: 
ow does your noble Unkle? 
Pm, Sad as you are, Madam: 
ut he commends his Service, and this Letter. 
Yuiſar. Go off, attend within Fair Sir, I thank ye, 
my be no Stranger, for indeed you are welcome; 
or your own Virtues welcome. 
Cuiſan. We are miſtaken, 
bis is ſome brave Fellow ſure. 
Far. I'm ſure he's a bold Fellow: 
ut if ſhe hold him ſo, we muſt believe it. [Exit 
Cuſar. Do you know of this, fair Sir? 
Fin. I guck it, Madam, | 
Ind whether it intends: I had not brought it elſe. - 
Uuiſan. It is a Buſineſs of no common reckoning. 
Hu. The handſomer for him that goes about it 
ght Actions are rewarded with ſliaht Thanks: 
re me a matter of ſome weight to wade in. 

#iſar, And can you love your Unkle fo directly, 
o ſeriouſly, and fo full, to undertake this? 
n there be ſuch a Faith? ES 
"in. Dare you lay Ay to it, 
du, VI. . 1-0 
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And ſet me on? *Tis no matter for my Unkle, My1 
Or whatl owe to him, dare you but with it? 
Qui ſar. | wou'd fai 5 
Pin. Have it done, lay but ſo, Lady. 
Qui ſan. Conceive it ſo. 


Pin. I will, 'tis that I am bound to: | 8 
Your Will that muſt command me, and your Pleaſure, bh 
The fair aſpects of thoſe Eyes that mult direct me: No : 
I am no Unkle's Agent, I am mine own, Lady 100 
I ſcorn my able Youth ſhould plough for others, The 
Or my Ambition ſerve for Pay; J aim, a 
Although I never hit, as high as any Man, wy 
And the Reward I reach at, ſhall be equal, Fic 
And what Love ſpurs me on to, this defire, You 
Makes me forget an honeſt Man, a brave Man, My 
A valiant, anda virtuous Man, my Country-man, Arm No! 
The delight of all the Minions, | Pi 
This love of you, doting upon your Beauty, the adunra This 

tion of your Excellence, 204 A'th 
Make me but Servant to the pooreſt ſmile, "nk 
Or the leaſt Grace you have beſtow'd on others, I mu; 
And ſee how ſuddenly III work your fafety, For f 
And ſet your Thoughts at Peace; I am no Flatterer, Wi: :- 
To promiſe infinitely, and out-dream dangers; Wha! 
To lie a-bed, and ſwear Men into Feavers, Follo! 
Like ſome of your trim Suiters; when J promile, | can 
The Light is not more conſtant to the World, 
Than lam to my Word She turns ſor Millions. Em 

Qui ſar. 1 hive not ſeen a braver confirm d Courage: That 

Pin. For a Tun of Crowns ſhe turns; ſhe is a W omit, lr. | 
And much I fear, a worſe than 1 expected. Why 
You are the Object, Lady, you are the Eye Ary 
In which all Excellence appears, all wonder ” Valow wan 
From which all Hearts take Fire, all Hands their Va The F. 
An] when he ſtands diſputing, when you bid him, * 
Or but thinks of his Eſtate, Father, Mother, 45 
Friend, Wife, and Children, Tnat } 


He's a Fool, and I ſcorn him, | « 
And t be but to make clear his Sword, a Coward; 
Men have forgot their Fealty to Beauty. | 
Had I the place in your Aﬀections, 
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My moſt unworthy Unkle is fit to fall from, 
Lir'd in thoſe bleſſed Eyes, and read the Stories 
Ot cverlaſting Pleaſures figur'd there, 
u' d find out your Commands before you thought 'em, 
and bring em to you done, e' er you dream't of em. 
Qui ſar. I admire his Boldneſs. | 
in. This, or any thing; _ 
„ rour Brother's Death, mine Unkle's, any Man's, 
No ſtate that ſtands ſecure, if you frown on it. 
Look on my Youth, I bring vo blaſtings to you, 
The firſt lower of my Strength, my Faith. 
Quiſar. No more, Sir; 
lam too willing to believe, reſt ſatisfied 
If you dare do for me, I ſhall be thankful: 
You are a handſome Gentleman, a fair one, 
My Servant if you pleaſe; I feal it thus, Sir. 
No more, till you deſerve more. Exit. 
Pin. Tam rewarded: 
This Woman's cunning, but ſhe's bloody too 
A though ihe pulls her Tallons in, ſhe's miſchievous; 
Form'd like the Face of Heav'n, clear and tranſparent z 
| muſt p etend ſtill, bear em both in hopes, 
For fear ſome bloody Slave thruſt in indeed, 
Faſhion'd and fleſh'd, to what they with; well Unkle, 
What will become of this, and what Diſhonour 
Follow this fatal ſhaft, if ſhot, ler Time tell; HE 
| can but only fear, and ftrive to croſs it. Exit. 
Enter Armuſia, Emanuel, and Soza. 
" Eua. Why are you thus ſad? What can grieve or vex you, 
— That have the Pleaſures of the World, the Profits, 
he Honour, and the Loves at your diſpoſes? ; 
Why ſhould a Man that wants nothing, want his Quiet ? 
Amn. ] want what Beggars are above me in, Content; 
ou ant the Grace I have merited, 
The Favour, the due Reſpect. | 
2a, Does not the King allow it? 
Arm, Yes, and all Honours elſe, all I can ask, 
ut he has Power to give; but from his Siſter, 
be ſcornful Cruelty, forgive me Beauty, ES: 
dat 1 tranſgreſs from her that ſhould look on me, 
-Q) z That ; 


| 


And do not mince the matter, nor mock your (cl, 
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That ſhoulda little ſmile upon my Service, 

And foſter my Deſerts for her own Faith's ſake; 

Thar ſhould at leaſt acknowledge me, ſpeak to me, 920 
Sora. And you go whining up and down for this, Sir? King 


Lamenting and diſputing of your Grievances? Vby 
Sighing and tobbing like a ſullen School-boy, love | 
And curſing good-wife Fortune for this Fayour ? * 
Arm. What would you have me do? hy | 
Soda. Do what you ſhould do, mult 
What a Man would do in this caſe, a wiſe Man, Em 


An underſtanding Man that knows a Woman; 
Knows her and all her tricks, her ſcorns, and all her triflu 
Go to her, and take her in your Arms, and ſhake her, 
Take her and toſs her like a Bar. 

Ema. But be ſure you pitch her upon a Feather-hed, 
Shake her between a pair of Sheets, Sir. 
There ſhake theſe ſullen fits out of her, ſpare hernot there 
There you may break her Will, and bruiſe no Bone, Si 

S924, Go to her. 

Ema. That's the way. 

Soza. And tell her, and boldly, 


With being too indulgent to her Pride: 

Let her hear roundly from ye, what ye are, 

And what ye have deſerved, and what ſhe muſt be. 
Ema. And be not put off like a common Fellow, 

With The Princeſs would be private, 

Or that ſhe has taken Phyſick, and admits none; 

IT would talk to her any where. 

Arm. It makes me ſmile. 
Ema, Now you look handſomely: 

Had I a Wench to win, I would ſo flutter her- 

They love a Man that cruſhes em to Verjuce; 

A Woman held at hard Meat, is your Spaniel. 
9924. Pray take our Council, Sir. | 
Arm. I ſhall do ſomething, 

But not your way, it ſhews too boiſterous, 

For my Affections are as fair and gentle, 

As her they ſcrve. 

2 E 
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dra. The King. 

King, Why how now, Friend? 

by do you rob me of the Company 

Love ſo dearly, Sir? I have been ſecking you; 

or when I want you, I want all my Pleaſure : 

Vhy fad? Thus ſad ſtill, Man? I will not have it; 

mult not ſee the Face I love thus ſhadowed. 

na. And't pleaſe your Grace, methinks it ill becomes 

| Soldier ſhould be jovial, high and luſty. (him : 

Kg. He ſhall beſo; come, come, 1 know your reaſon, 

hall be none to croſs you, ye ſhall have her, 

ike my word, (tis a King's word) ye ſhall have her, 

he hall be yours or nothing, pray be merry. 

am. Your Grace has given me caule, I (hall be, Sir, 

Ind ever your poor Servant. 

King. Me my (elf, dir, 

better (elf, I ſhall find time, and ſuddenly, 

o grati fie your Loves too, Gentlemen, 

Ind make you know how much I ſtand bound to you : 

wy, tis not worth your thanks, no further Complement 

Vill you go with me, Friend? 

41m, I beſeech your Grace, 

are me an hour or two, I ſhall wait on you, 

ome little private Buſineſs with my ſelf, Sir, 

or ſuch a time. 

Ming. T'Il binder no Devotion, 

or I know you are regular; Ill take you Gentlemen, 

cauſe he ſhall have nothing to diſturb him, 

ſhall look for your Friend. Exe. Manet Armuſia. 
Enter Panura. 

Am.] dare not fail, Sir: 

bat ſhall 1 do to make her know my Miſcry, 

0 make her ſenſible? This is her Woman, 

ave a Toy come to me ſuddenly, 

may work for the beſt, ſhe can but ſcorn me, 

nd lower than I am I cannot tumble, 

try, what eier my Fate be Good Even, fair one. 

#an,”Tis the brave Strang A good Night to you, 
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How happy ſhall ſhe be in ſuch a Husband? - 
Wou'd l were fo provided too. 7 
Arm, Good pretty one, . Fa 
Shall 1 keep you Company for an hour or two? ber 
I want employment for this Evening. ber 
Jam an honeſt Man. Tick. 
Pan. I dare believe ye: then 
Or if ye were nor, Sir, that's no great matter, ** 
We take Mens Promiſes; wou'd ye ſtay with me, Sit ? ban. 
Arm. So it pleaſt vu, pra 'et's be better acquainted, Ws 
I know you are ee s Gentlewoman, "Kh 
And wait _ 75 * : 
Pan. Tis like I do fo. PINE | 
. Arm. And may befriend a Man, do him fair Courteſis, Wi 
If he have buſineſs your way. | Oui 
Pan. I underſtand ye. ; (man teme 
Arm. So kind 60 wg? that you may bind a Gente. ar 
Hereafter to be yours, and your way too, oy 
And ye nay bleſs the hour you did this benefit: Lui 
Sweet handſome Faces ſhould have courteous Minds, 9 
And ready Facultics. oMo 
Pan. Tell me your buſineſs, = dR 
Vet if I think it to be her, your ſelf, Sir, deed 
For I know what you are, and what we hold ye, 
And in what grace ye ſtand, without a ſecond, odd 
For that but darkens, you wou'd do it better, Oui 
The Princeſs muſt be pleas'd with your Acceſſes; 5 
Fm ſure I ſhould. 950 
Am. 1 want a Courtier's boldneſs, 3 fee | 
And am yet but a Stranger, I wou'd fain ſpeak with het. = 
Pan. "Tis very late, and upon her hour of ſleep, WW. hope t 
Arm. Pray ye wear this, and believe my Meaning ck Gui; 
My buſineſs of that fair Reſpe& and Carriage; n Ty 
This for our more Acquaintance. [Gives her a Jen Pan 
| Pan. How cloſe he iſles ? a - or fell 
And how ſenſible the paſſings of his Lips arc? Joi: % 
Imuſt do it, and I were to be hang d now, and Iwill dot: thou 
He may do as much for me, that's all I aim at; ban. 
And come what will on't, Life or Death, I'll do it, © wa 


For ten ſuch Kiſſes more, and 'twere High Treaſon. | 
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Am. 1 would be private with her. 
Pay. So you ſhall, 4 
is not worth thanks elſe, you muſt diſpatch quick. 
Am. Suddenly. 
pan. And I mult leave you in my Chamber, Sir; 
here you muſt lock your ſelf that none may ſee you; 
lis clole to hers, you cannot mils the entrance, 
en ſhe comes down to Bed. 
Am. I underſtand ye, and once more thank ye, Lady. 
pan. Thank me but thus. 
Am, If ] fail theeꝛy y 
ome cloſe then. 0 
Enter Quiſara, and Quiſana. 
ſar, Tis late good Aunt, to Bed, Iam een unready, 
y Woman will not be long away. 
9ſan. I wou'd have you a little merrier firſt, 
t me fit by ye, and read or diſcourſe 
mething that ye fancy, or take my Inſtrument. 
Ouiſar. No, no I thank you, 
ſhall ſleep without theſe z I wrong your Age, Aunt, 
o make ye wait thus, pray let me intreat ye, 
o Morrow I'll ſee ye, I know you're ſleepy, 
nd Reſt will be a welcome Gueſt ; you ſhall not, 
deed you ſhall not ſtay ; oh, here's my Woman. 
Enter Panura. 
od Night, good Night, and good Reſt Aunt attend you. 
Quiſan. Sleep dwell upon your Eyes, and fair Dreams 
court ve. (me unready, 
Oni/ar, Come, where have you been, Wench? Make 
lept but ill laſt Night. 
len. You'll ſleep the better 
bope to Night, Madam. 
Cuiſar. A little Reſt contents me; 
bou loveſt thy Bed, Panura. 
lan. I am not in Love, Lady, 
Ir ſeldom dream of Devils, I ſleep ſoundly. 
04ſzr. Ill ſwear thou doſt, thy Husband wou'd not 
hou wert married, Wench. (rake it fo well, 
lan. Let him take, Madam, 


© Way to waken me, I am no Dormouſe, 
O 4 Huſ- 
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Husbands have larum Bells, if they but 
Ring once. 
Oui ſur. Thou art a merry Wench. 
Pan. I ſhall live the longer. 
Qui ſar. Prethee fetch my Book. 
Pan. I am glad of that. 
Quiſar. I'll read a while before I ſleep. 
Pan. | will, Madam. 
Qui ſar. And if Ruy Dias meet you, and be importunate 
He may come in. 
Pan. I have a better fare for you, 
Now leaſt in ſight play J. "=; a 
Enter Armuſia, locks the Door. 
Duiſar. Why ſhould I love him? 
Why ſhould I doat upon a Man deſerves not, 
Nor hasno Will to work it? Who's there, Wench? 
What are you? Or whence come-you? 
Arm. Ye may know me, 
I bring not ſuch amazement, noble Lady. 
Duiſar. Who let you in? 
Arm. My reſtleſs Love that ſerves ye. 
uiſar. This is an Impudence I have not heard of, 
A Rudeneſs that becomes a Thief or Rufhan; 
Nor ſhall my Brother's Love protect this Boldneſs, 
You build ſo ſtrongly on; my Rooms are Sanctuaries, 
And with that Reverence, they that ſeek my Favours, 4 
And humble Fears, ſhall render their Approaches. As 
Arm. Mine are no leſs. 
Quiſar. I am Miſtreſs of my ſelf, Sir, 
And will be fo, I will not be thus viſited: 
Theſe Fears and Dangers thruſt into my Privacy. 
Stand further off, I'll cry out elſe. 
Arm. Oh dear Lady! 
Qui ſar. I ſee Diſhonour in your Eyes. 
Arm. There 1s none: 
By all that Beauty they are innocent; 
Pray ye tremble not, you have no cauſe. 
Qui ſar. I'll die firſt; 
Before you have your Will, be torn in Pieces; 
The little ſtrength 1 have left me to reſiſt you, 


i 
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The Gods will give me more, before I am forc'd 
To that I hate, or ſuffer 
Arm. You wrong my Duty. 
Qui ſar. So baſe a Violation of my Liberty? 
I know you are bent unnobly; I'll take to me 
The Spirit of a Man, borrow his boldneſs, 
And force my Woman's Fears into a Madneſs, 
And c'er you arrive at what you aim at — 
Aim. Lady, 
If there be in you any Woman's Pity, 
And if your Fears have not proclaim'd me monſtrous, 
Look on me, and believe me; is this Violence? 
Is it to fall thus proſtrate to your Beauty 
A Ruffian's boldneſs? Is Humility a Rudeneſs? 
The Grieſs and Sorrows that grow here, an Impudence ? 


Theſe forcings, and theſe Fears I bring along with me 


Theſe impudent Abuſes offered ye ; 
And thus high has your Brother's Favour blown me; 
Alas dear Lady of my Life, I came not 


With any purpoſe rough or deſperate, 


With any Thought thar was not ſmooth and gentle, 
As your fair Hand, with any doubt or danger; 
Far be it from my Heart to fright your Quiet; 
A heavy curſe light on it, when I intend it. 
Quiſar. Now I dare hear you. 
Arm. If 1 had been miſchievous, 
As then I muſt be mad; or were a Monſter, 
If any ſuch baſe Thought had harbour'd here, 
Or Violence that became not Man, 
You have a thouſand Bulwarks to aſſure you, 
The holy Powers bear Shields to defend Chaſtity ; 
Your Honour, and your Virtues are ſuch Armours z 
Your clear Thoughts ſuch Deſences; if you miſ-doubt 
And yet retain a fear, I am not honeſt, (Gill, 
me with impure Thoughts to this Place; . 
ake this, and ſheath it here; be your own Safcty z 
Bc wiſe, and rid your fears, and let me periſh; 
How: willing {hall I ſleep to ſatisfie you. 
Qniſar, No, I believe now, you ſpeak worthily ; 
What came you then for? ** 
ü N Arm. 
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Arm. To complain me, Beauty, 


But modeſtly. Tex 
Qui ſar. Of what? | Go 
Arm, Of your fierce Cruelty, | 
For though I die, I will not blame the Doer; 
Humbly to tell your Grace, ye had forgot me; Ne 
A little to have touch'd at, not accuſed, Ne 
For that I dare not do, your Scorns; pray Pardon me, Go 
And be not angry that I uſe the Libert Ik 
To urge that word ; a little to have ſhew'd you [ 
What I have been, and what done to deſerve ye, du 
If any thing that Love commands may reach ye; Ar 


To have remembred ye, but I am unworthy, | 
And to that Miſery falls all my Fortunes, 
To have told ye, and by my Life ye may believe me, 
That I am honeſt, and will only marry | 
You, or your Memory; pray be not angry. 
Quiſar. I thank you, Sir, and let me tell you ſeriouſly, 
Ye have taken now the right way to befriend ye, 
And to beget a fair and clear Opinion, 
Let to try your Obedience 
Arm, 1 ſtand ready, Lady, 
Without preſuming to ask any 1 2 
Qui ſar. Or at this time to hope for further Favour; 
Or to remember Services or Smiles; | 
Dangers you have paſt through, and rewards due to em; 
Loves or deſpairs, but leaving all to me : 
Quit this Place preſently. 
Arm. I ſhall obey ye. 
Enter Ruy Dias. 
Ruy. Ha? 


Arm. Who's this? 
What art thou? 
Ri. A Gentleman. ; 
Arn. Thou art no more, I'm ſure : Oh 'tis R Dias; 
How high he looks, and harſh? 
Rey. Is there not Door enough, 
You take ſuch Elbow room? 
Arm, If I take it, I'll carry it. 
Ruy. Does this become you, Princeſs? 
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Arm. The Captain's jealous. 
Jealous of that he never durſt deſerve yet; 
| Go freely, go, III give thee leave. 
Ruy. Your leave, Sir ? 


Arm, Yes, my leave, Sir; I'll not be troubled neither, 


Nor ſhall my Heart ake, or my Head be jealous, 


Nor ſtrange ſuſpicious Thoughts reign in my Memory; 


Go on, and do thy worſt, I'll ſmile at thee; | 

|kik your fair Hand firſt, then farewel Captain, [Exzr. 
9uiſar, What a pure Soul inherits here? what Inno- 

Sure I was blind when I firſt lov'd this Fellow, (cence? 

Ard long to live in that Fog ſtill; how he Blutters! 


Ruy. Am I your Property? or thoſe your Flatteries, 


The Banquets that ye bid me to, the truſt 
build my goodly hopes on? 

Quiſar. Be more temperate. 

q. Are theſe the ſhews of your reſpect and favour ? 
What did he here, what Language had he with ye? 
Did ye invite? could ye ſtay no longer ? 

Is he ſo gracious in your Eye? 

Quiſar. You are too forward. 

EK. Why at theſe private Hours? 

Quiſar. You are too ſaucy, 89385 
Joo impudent to task me with thoſe Errors. 

Do ye know what I am, Sir, and my Prerogative? 
Though you be a thing I have calFd by th' Name of 
I never taught you to diſpoſe my Liberty; (F riend, 
How durſt you touch mine Honour? blot my Meanings? 
And name an Action, and of mine, but Noble? 

Thou poor unworthy thing, how have I grac'd thee? 
How have I nouriſht thee and raiſed thee hourly ? 

are theſe the Gratitudes you bring, Ri Dias ? 

The Thanks? the Services? I am fairly paid 

4s't not enough I ſaw thou wert a Coward, 

and ſhaddowed thee? no noble Sparkle in thee? 
Daily provok'd thee, and ſtill found thee Coward ? 
ais d noble Cauſes for thee, Strangers ſtarted at; 
Yet {till, ſtill, ſtill a Coward, cver Coward ; 
and with thoſe Taints, doſt thou upbraid my Virtues ? 
ty. J was to blame, HP | 
Lady, „ Fa | Quaſar. 


- 
1 — ———— 
* = 
— 2 — 9 mu * 


306% The Iand Princeſs. 


uiſar. So blindly bold to touch at my Behaviour? 

Durit thou but look amiſs at my Allowance ? 
If thou hadſt been a brave Fellow, thou hadſt had fome 
Some Liberry I might have then allowed thee (Licence, 
For thy good Face, ſome ſcope to have argued with me; 
But being nothing but a ſound, a ſhape, 
The meer ſign of a Soldier of aLover, 
The drags and draffy part, Diſgrace and Jealouſic, 
I ſcorn thee, and contemn thee. 

Ruy. Deareſt Lady, 
If J have been too free 

Duiſar. Thou haſt been too fooliſh, 
And go on ſtill, PI! ſtudy to forget thee, 
I would I could, and yet I pity thee. Exit. 

Ruy. 1am not worth it, if I were, that's Miſery, 
The next Door is but Death, I muſt aim at it. ¶ Ext. 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE 


Enter King, and Governor lite a Moor-Prieſt. 


Ring. g? far and truly you have diſcovered to me 
The former Currents of my Life and Fortune, 
That I am bound to acknowledge ye moſt holy, 
And certainly to credit your Predictions, 
Of what are yet to come. 
Gov. I am no Lier, 
Tis ftrange I ſhould, and live fo near a Neighbour ; 
But theſe are not my Ends. | 
King. Pray ye fit good Father, 
Certain a reverend Man, and moſt religious. 
Gov. Ay, that Belief's well now, and let me work then, 
Tl make ye curſe Religion cer I leave ye. 
I have liv'd a long time, Son, a mew'd up Man, 
Sequeſter'd by the ſpecial Hand of Heav'n 
From the World's Vanities, bid farewel to Follics, 
And ſhood Hands with all heats of Youth and laws.) ; 


* 
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As in a Dream theſe twenty Years I have ſlumber'd, 
Many a cold Moon have I, in Meditation | 
And ſearching out the hidden Wills of Heay'n, 

Lain ſhaking under; many a burning Sun | 

Pas ſear d my Body, and boil'd up my Blood, 

Feeb!'d my Knees, and ſtampt a Meagerneſs 

Upon my figure, all to find out Knowledge, 

Which | have now attain'd to, Thanks to Heav'n, 

All for my Country's good too: and many a Viſion, 
Many a myſtick Viſion have I ſeen, Son, 

And many a ſight from Heav'n which has been terrible; 
Whercin the Goods and Eyils of theſe Iſlands 

Were lively ſhadowed ; many a charge I have had too 
Stil as the time grew ripe to reveal theſe, 

T> travel and diſcover, now I am come, Son, 

The hour is now appointed, 

My Tongue is touch'd, and now ! ſpeak. 

King. Do Holy Man, Ill hear ye. 

Gov. Beware theſe Portugals, I ſay beware dem, 
Theſe ſmooth - fac'd Strangers, have an Eye upon 'em. 
The cauſe is now the Gods, hear, and believe King. 

King. I do hear, bur before I give raſh Credit, 

Or hang too light on belief, which is a Sin, Father 
| Know I have Rand em gentle, faithful, valiant, 

And am in my particular bound to 'em, 

| mean ro ſome for my nioſt ſtrange Deliverance, _ 

Gov. Oh Son, the future aims of Men, obſerve me, 
Above their preſent Actions, and their Glory, 

Are to be look'd at; the Stars ſhew many turnings, 
f you could ſee, mark but with my Eyes, Pupil ; 
Theſe Men came hither, as my Viſion tells me, 
Poor, weather-beaten, almoſt mk ſtarv'd, feebled, 


* 


Their Veſſels like themſelves, moſt miſerable ; 
Made a long ſute for Traffique, and for Comfort, 

| To vent their ChgJdrens Toys, cure their Diſeaſes: 

. They had theif te, they landed, and to th' rate 

Crew rich and powerful, ſuckt the fat and freedom 

Of this moſt bleſſed Iſle, taught her to tremble, 
Witneſs the Caſtle here, the Citadel, 

5 They have clapt upon the Neck of your Tidore, 


This 
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This happy Town, till that ſhe knew theſe Strangers 
To check her when ſhe's jolly. * f 
King. They have ſo indeed, Father. | Or 
Gov. Take heed, take heed, I find your fair delivery, | | 
Though you be pleas'd to glorifie that Fortune, A 
And think theſe Strangers Gods, take heed 1 ſay, 
I find it but a handſome Preparation, 
A fair-fac'd Prologue to a further Miſchief ; 
Mark but the end, good King, the pin he ſhoots at 
That was the Man deliver'd ye; the Mirror, 
Your Siſter is his due; what's ſhe, your Heir, Sir? 
And what's he a-kin then to the Kingdom? 
But Heirs are not ambitious, who then ſuffers? 
What reverence ſhall the Gods have? and what Juſtice 
The miſerable People? what ſhall they do? 
King. He points at Truth directly. 
Gov. Think of theſe, Son; 

The Perſon, nor the manner I miſlike not 

Of your Preſerver, nor the whole Man together, 

Were he but ſeaſon'd in the Faith we are, 

In our Devotions learn'd. 

King. You ſay right, Father. 
Gov. To change our Worſhips now, and our Religion 

To be Traytor to our God? ä 

King. You have well adviſed me, 
And I will ſeriouſly conſider, Father; 

In the mean time time you ſhall have your fair accels 
. Unto my Siſter, adviſe her to your purpoſe, 

And let me ftill know how the Gods determine. 

Gov. 1 will : But my main end is to adviſe 

The Deſtruction of you all, a general Ruin, 

And when I am reveng'd, let the Gods whiſtle, [Exe 
| Enter Ruy Dias and Piniero. 
Ray. Indeed, I am right glad ye were not greedy, 
| And ſudden in performing what I will'd you, 
| Upon the Perſon of Armuſia; 

I was afraid, for I well knew your Valour, 
And Love to me. 

Pin. *T was not a fair thing, Unkle, 
It ſhew'd not handſome, carried no Man in it. 


The Iſland Princeſs. 30 59 ; 


Ray. I muſt confeſs twas ill, and I abhor it; 
Only this Good has riſen from this Evil; 
have tried your Honeſty, and find Proof, 
A Conſtancy that will not be corrupted, 
And I much honour it. | | 
Pin. This Bell ſounds better. | 
Ruy. My Anger now, and that Diſgrace I have ſuff.r'd, 
Shall be more manly vented, and wip'd off, 
And my ſick Honour cur'd the right and ſtraight way; 
My Sword's in my Hand now Nephew, my cauſe upon 
And Man to Man, one Valour to another, (it, 
My hope to his. 
Pin. Why? this is like Ry Dias? 
This carries ſomething of ſome ſubſtance in it; 
Some Mettle and ſome Man, this ſounds a Gentleman; 
and now methinks ye utter what becomes ye; | 
To kill Men ſcurvily, *tis ſuch a Dog-trick, 
Such a Rat-catchers Occupation—— ' 
Ruy. It is no better, 
But Pin ero, now 
Pin. Now you do bravely. | 
Ruy. The difference of our States flung by, for 
The full Opinion I have won in Service, F 
And ſuch Refpects that may not ſhew us equal, 
Laid handſomely afide, only our Fortunes, 
And ſingle Manhoods--—- 
Pin. In a Service, Sir, | 
Of this moſt noble Nature, all I am, 
If I had ten Lives more, thoſe and my Fortunes 
Are ready for ye, I had thought ye had forſworn fighting, 
Or baniſh'd thoſe brave Thoughts were wont to wait 
lam glad to ſee em call'd home again. (upon you, 
Ray. They are Nephew, 
And thou ſhalt ſee what Fire they carry in them, 
Here, you gueſs what this means. [Shews a Challenge. 
Pin. Yes very well, Sir. 
A portion of Scripture that puzles many an Interpreter. 
Ruy. As ſoon as you can find him | 
Fin. That will not be long Uncle, 
And o' my Conſcience he'll be ready as quickly, 


Ruy. 


306 0 The Iſland Princeſs. 


Rey. I make no doubt good Nephew, carry it ſo 
If you can poſſible, that we may fight. 

Pin. Nay you ſhall fight, aſſure your ſelf. 

Ruy. Pray ye hear me, 
In ſome ſuch Place where it may be poſlible 
The Princeſs may behold us. 

Pin. I conceive ye, 
Upon the Sand behind the Caſtle, Sir, 
A place remote enough, and there be Windows 
Out of her Lodgings too, or I am miſtaken. 

Ruy. Y*rei'th” right, if ye can work that handſomely 
Pin. Let me alone, and pray be you prepar' 
Some three Hours hence. | 

Ruy. I will not fail. 

Pin. Get you home, 
And if you have any things to diſpoſe of, 
Or a few light Prayers D 
That may befriend you, run em over quickly, 
I warrant, I]! bring him on. 

Ruy. Farewel Nephew, 
And when we meet again — 

Pin. Ay, ay, fight handſomely; | 
Take a good draught or two of Wine to ſcttle ye, 
Tis an excellent Armour for an ill Conſcience, Unkle; 
I am glad to ſee this Man's Converſion, 
I was afraid fair Honour had been Bed-rid, 
Or beaten out o'th* Ifland, Soldiers, and good ones, 
Intended ſuch baſe Courſes: he will fight now, 
And I believe too bravely; I have ſeen him 
Curry a Fellow's Carkaſs handſomely ; 
And in the Head of a Troop, ſtand as if he had been rooted 
Dealing large doles of Death; what a Raſcal was I (there, 
1 did not ſee his Will drawn? | 


W hat does ſhe here ? 

> Enter Quiſara. 
If there be any Miſchief towards, a Woman makes one 
Now what new Buſineſs is for me? (till; 


Qui ſar. I was ſending for ye, 
But ſince we have met ſo fair, ; 


You have ſav'd that labour; I muſt intreat you, * 
itls 
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Pin. Any thing, Madam, 
Your Wills are my Commands. 
uiſar. You're nob]y courteous ; 
Upon my better Thoughts, Signior Piniero, | 
And my more peaceable Conſiderations, 428 
Which now I find the richer Ornaments, s. 
I would defire you to attempt no farther _ 
Againſt the Perſon of the noble Stranger; 
In truth I am aſham'd of my ſhare in't; 
Nor be incited farther by your Uncle, 
| ſee it will fic ill upon your Perſon; 1 0 
I have conſider'd, and it will ſhew ugly, 
Carried at beſt, a moſt unheard of cruelty; 
Good Sir, deſiſt | 
Pin. You ſpeak now like a Woman, 
Ard wondrous well this Tenderneſs becomes ye; 
But this you muſt remember your Command 
Was laid on with a Kiſs, and ſeriouſly | 
It muſt be taken off the ſame way, Madam, 
Or | ſtand bound ſtill. | 
Quiſar. That ſhall not 2 ye, 
Look ye fair Sir, thus I take off that Duty. 
Pin. By th' Maſs *rwas ſoft and ſweet, 
dome Bloods would bound now, 
And run a tiltz do not you think, bright Beauty, 
You have done me, in this Kiſs, a mighty Favour, 
And that I ſtand bound by virtue of this Honour, 
To do whatever you command me ? 
Quiſar, I think, Sir, 
tom me theſe are unuſual. courteſies, 
and ought to be reſpected ſo; there are ſome, 
nd Men of no mean Rank, would hold themſelves N il 
Not poorly bleſt to taſte of ſuch a Bounty. (things * © J 
lin. I know there are, that wou'd do many unjuſt. - | 
er ſuch a Kiſs, and yet I hold this modeſt; _ . 
Villanies, Body and Soul diſpenſe with, 
% ſuch a Proyocation, kill their Kihdred, L 
:mo!1ſh the fair Credits of their Parents; (dam, 
boſe Kiſſes I am not acquainted with, moſt certain Ma- 


© Appurtenance of this Kiſs wou d not provoke me 
V 0 L. VI. | 8 P ; 


— 
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To do a Miſchief, 'tis the Devil's own Dance 2 
To be kiſsꝰd into Cruelty. | And 
Quiſar. I am glad you male that uſe, Sir, [0] 
Pin. I am der | Go 
That you made me believe you were cruel; Swee 
For by this Hand, I know I am fo honeſt, Nay, 
However I deceiv'd ye, 'twas high time too, Nor 
Some common Slave might have been ſet upon it elſe; And 
That willingly I would not kill a Do The 
That could but fetch and carry for a Woman, Ou 


She muſt be a good Woman made me kick him, 
And that will be hard to find, to kill a Man, 
If you will give me leave to get another, 
Or any ſhe that plaid the beſt Game at it, 
And fore a Woman's Anger, " aan her Fancy. 
Quiſar. I take it in you well. 
Pin. I thank ye Lady, 
And I ſhall ſtudy to confirm it. 
Qui ſar . Do Sir 7 
For this Time, and this preſent Cauſe, I allow it. 
Moſt holy, Sir. | a 
Enter Governor, Quiſana, and Panura. 
Gov. Bleſs ye my Royal Daughter, 
And in you, bleſs this Iſland Heav'n. 
Quiſar. Good Aunt, 
What think ye of this Man? 
Quiſan. Sure he's a wiſe Man, | 
And a Religious, he tells us things have happened 
So many years ago, almoſt forgotten, 
As readily as if they were done this hour, 
Quiſar. Does he not meet with your ſharp Tongue? 
Pan. He tells me, Madam, | 
Marriage and mouldy Cheeſe will make me tamer. 
Gov. A ſtubborn Keeper, and worſe Fare, 
An open Stable, and cold Care, | 
Will tame a Jade, may be your Share. 
Pan, Bir Lady, a ſharp Prophet, when this proves good, 
Il bequeath you a Skin to make ye a Hood- - 
Gov, Lady, I would talk with you. | 


Drift ar, L 05 Reverend Sir . | Gn. 
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And give car boy to me, IS 
Quiſar. T ſhall, Father. 4 a 
Gov. You are a Princeſs of that Excellence, 
dweetneſs, and Grace, that AngeFlike fair Feature, 
Nay, do not bluſh, 1 do not flatrer you, 
Nor do I dote in telling this, I am amazed Lady, 
And as I think the Gods beſtow'd theſe on ye, 
The Gods that love ye. | 
Owiſar. I confeſs their Bounty, - 
| Gi. Apply it then to their Uſe, to their Honour, 
To them, and to their Service give this ſweetneſs; 
They have an inſtant great uſe of your Goodneſs; 
You are a Saint eſteem d here for your Beauty, 
And many a longing Heart 
Owſar. I ſeek no Fealty, 
or will I blemiſh that Heav'n has ſeal'd on me, 
| know my worth; indeed the Porrugali 
have at thoſe Commands, and their laſt Services, | | 
Nay eren their Lives, fomuch I think my Handſomeneſs, 3 
hat what I ſhall enjoin————— 
Gm, Uſe it diſcreetly. 
Tor I perceive ye underſtand me rightly, | | | 
For here the Gods regard your help; and ſuddenly; „ 
the Portugal like ſharp Thorns (mark me, Lady) I 
ck in our Sides, like Razors, wound Religion, | 
Draw deep, they wound, till the Life-blood follows, 
Gods they ſpurn at, and their Worſhips ſcorn, 
| mighty hand they bear upon our Government, 
teſe are the Men your Miracle muſt work on, 
our Heav'nly Form, either to root them out, 
Which as you may endeavour, will be eaſie, 
member whoſe great Cauſe ygu have to execute, 
lo nip their Memory, that may not ſpring more, 
Ur furly bring em home to our Devotions, | 
dich will be bleſſed, and for which you Sainted; 
"lt cannot be, and they go; let me buſle: 
Quiſar Go up with me, 
1 ere we'll converſe more privately > 
new ye ſhortly how rw their Temper; 
2 . 


d, 


And 


— 


The Gentleman is ready. 
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And in what Chain their Souls. 
Gov. Keep faſt that hold till, | 
And either bring that Chain, and thoſe bound in it, 
And link it to our Gods, and their fair Worſhips; 
Or Daughter, pinch their Hearts apieces with it. 
Fl wait upon your Grace. | 
Qui ſar. Come, Reverend Father. 
Wait you below. Ex. Quiſar. and Gu. 
Pan. If this Prophet were a young thing, 
T ſhould ſuſpect him now, he cleaves ſo cloſe to her; 
Theſe holy Coats are long, and hide Iniquities. 
Quiſan. Away, away Fool, a poor Wretch, 
Pan. Theſe poor ones, 
Warm but their Stomachs once 
Duiſan. Come in, thou art fooliſh, | 
| | Ex. Quiſana, and Panur: 
Enter Armuſia, Emanuel, and Piniero. 
Arm. I am ſorry, Sir, my Fortune is ſo ſtubborn, 
To court my Sword againſt my Countryman, 
I love my Nation well, and where | find 
A Portugal of noble Name and Virtue, 
I am his humble Servant: Signior Pinuiero, 
Your Perſon, nor your Unkle's, am I angry with, 
You are both fair Gentlemen in my Opinion, 
And I proteſt, I had rather uſe my Sword 
In your Defences, than againſt your Safeties; 
Tis methinks a ſtrange dearth of Enemies, 
When we ſeek Foes among our (elves. 
Ema. You are injured, b 
And you muſt make the beſt on't now, and readieſt 
Arm. You ſee I am ready in the place, and arm'd 
To his deſire that call'd me. 
Fin. Ye ſpeak honeſtly, | 
And I could wiſh ye had met on terms more friendly, 


But it cannot now be ſo. 


: Enter Ruy Dias. 
Ema. Turn Sir, and fee. | 75 
Pin. have kept my word with ye Unkle, 


* WW idk 


_ Ent 


ume! 
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Enter Governor and Quiſara above. 
Arm. Ye arc welcome. | 
Ruy. Bid thoſe Fools welcome that affect your courteſie, 
come not to ule Compliment ; ye have wrong'd me, 
And ye ſhall feel, proud Man, cer I part from ye, 
The effects of that, if Fortune do not fool me; 
Thy Lite is mine, and no hope ſhall redeem thee. 
Am. That's a proud Word, 
Moe than your Faith can juſtiſie. 
9n:far Sure they will fight. 
Ray. She's there, I am happy. 
Gov. Let 'em alone, let em kill one another, 
Theſe are the main Poſts, if they fall, the Buildings 
Will tumble quickly. 
Luiſar. How temperate Armuſia? 
No more, be quiet yet. | 
Arm. 1 am not bloody, 
Nor do not feel ſuch mortal Malice in me, 
But fince we cannot both enjoy the-Princeſ:, 
| am reſolv'd to fight. 
Ruy. Fight home Armuſia, 
For if thou faint'ſt, or fall' it 
Arm. Do ye make all vantages? 
Ruy. Always, unto thy Life I will not ſpare thee, 
Nor look not for thy Mercy. 
Arm, J am arm'd then. | | 
Ry. Stand (till T charge ye Nephew, as ye honour me. 
Arm. And good Emannel ſtir not : 
Pin, Ye ſpeak fitly, 
for we had not ſtood idle elſe. 
Gov. I am ſorry forꝰt. | 
Ema. But ſince you will have it fo — 
Rey. Come, Sir. 
Arm, 1 wait ye. 
Fin. Ay marry, this looks handſomely, . 


This is warm work. | 


gw. Both fall and't be thy Will. Ruy alli. 
Pin. My Unkle dead ty” * 
_ —.— ſtill, or Sword's in 
m. Now brave Dias 
* P 3 Now 
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Now where's your Confidence, your Prayers ? Quick) 
Your own Spite has condemn'd ye. | 

Quiſar. Hold, Armuſia, 

Arm. Moſt happy Lady. | 

Quiſar. Hold, and let him riſe, 

Spare him for me. 

Arm. A long Life may he enjoy, Lady. 

Gov. W hat ha you done? *Tis better they had all periſh, 

Ouiſar. Peace Father, I work for the beſt z Army 
Be in the Garden an hour hence. [Ex. Qui. and Gn 

Arm. I ſhall, Madam. 

Pin. Now as live, a Gentleman at all Inches, 

So brave a mingled Temper ſaw I never. 

Arm. Why are ye ſad, Sir? How would this havegriev' 
If ye had falln under a profeſt Enemy? (you, 
Under one had taken vantage of your Shame too? 
Pray ye be at Peace, I am fo far from wronging ye, 
Or glorying in the Pride of ſuch a Victory, 

That I deſire to ſerve ye, pray look chearfully. (Gentleman 

Pix. Do you hear this, dir? T his love Sir? Do you ſee ihn 
How he courts ye? Why do you hold your Head down? 
Tis no High Treaſon, I take it, to be equall'd; 

To have a {lip i“ th' Field, no Sin that's mortal; 
Come, come, thank Fortune and your Friend. 

Arm. It may be 
You think my Tongue may prave your Enemy, 

And though reſtrain'd ſometimes, out of a bravery, 
May take a Licence to diſable ye: 

Believe me Sir, ſo much I hate that liberty, | 
That in a Stranger's Tongue *twill prove an injury 
And l ſhall right you in't. | 

Fix. Can you have more, Unkle? 

Rwy. Sir, you have beat me both ways, yet ſo nobly, 
That I ſhall cver love the Hand that did it: 

Fortune may make me worthy of ſome Title 

That may be near your Friend. | 

Arm. Sir, I muſt leave ye, 

But with ſo hearty Love; a 


I carry nothing from this place 


ſhall wrong ye. 
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ly, pia. Come, come, you are right again, Sir, love your 
Honour, 5 | 
And love your Friend, take heed of bloody Purpoſes; 
And mjull Ends, good Heav'n is angry with ye; 
Make your fair Virtues and your Fame your Miſtreſs, 
And let theſe Trinkets go. 
Ray. You teach well, Nephew; 
ſhi, Now to be honourably even with this Gentleman, 
dl be my Buſineſs, and my Ends his. 
700, Enter Governor, and King. 
Cow. Sir, Sir, you muſt do 4 ſuddenly, 
To ſtop his Pride ſo great and high, he is ſhot up, 
Upon his Perſon too, your ſtate is ſunk elſe: 
You muſt not ſtand now upon terms of Gratitude, 
Ard let a ſimple tenderneſs beſot ye: | 
Ii bring ye ſuddenly where you ſhall ſee him, 
Attempting your brave Siſter, privately, 
Mark but his high behaviour then. R 
King. I will, Father. | 
Gov. And with ſcorn, I fear contempt too. 
King. 1 hope not. 
Gov, I will not name a Luſt; 
It may be that alſo; 
A little force muſt be applied upon him, 
Now, now applied, a little force to humble him, 
Theſe ſweet Intreaties do but make him wanton, 
King. Take heed ye wrong him not. 
Gov, Take heed to your n e 
but forewarn ye King; if you miſtruſt me, 
Or think I come un- ſent 
King. No, I'll go with you. | [Exennr. 
Enter Armuſia, and Quiſara. 
4m, Madam, you ſee there's nothing I can reach at, 
ther in my Obedience, or my Service, 
bat may deſerve your Love, or win a liking, 
but a poor Thought, bur I purſue it ſeriouſly, 
Take pleaſure in your Will, even in your Anger, 
Which other Men would grudge at, and grow ftormy ; 
 ludy new Humility to pleaſe ye, | | 
08 nd take a kind of joy in =} AMictions, 
4 
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Becauſe they come from ye, I love my Sorrows: . 
Pray Madam, but confider—— 

Cuiſar. Yes, I do Sir, | 
And to that honeſt end I drew ye hither, 

I know ye have deſerv'd as much as Man can, 
And know it is a juſtice to requite you: 
I know ye love. 15 

Arm. If ever Love was Mortal, * 

And dwelt in Man, and for that Love command me, 

So ſtrong I find it, and ſo true, here Lady, 

Something of ſuch a Greatneſs to allow me, 

Thoſe things 1 have done already, may ſeem foils to: 

Tis Equity that Man aſpires to Heav'n, ...... 

Should win it by his worth, and not ſleep to it. 
Euter Governor, and King. 

Gov. Now ſtand cloſe King and hear, and as you find 
Believe me right, or let Religion ſuffer. bim, 

Cui ſar. I dare believe your Worth without Additions; 
But ſince you are ſo liberal of your Love, Sir, 
And wou'd be farther tried, 1 do intend it, 
Becauſe you ſhall not, or you wou'd not win mc 
At ſuch an eaſie rate. 

Arm. I 2m prepared till, 
And if I ſhrink | 

Quiſar. I know ye are no Coward, 
This is the utmoſt trial of your Conſtancy, 
And if you ſtand faſt now, I am. yours, your Wife, Sir; 
You hold there's nothing dear chat may atchieve me, 
Doubted or dangerous. 

Arm. There's nothing, nothing : | 
Let me but know, that I may ſtraight fly to it. 

Qui ſar. I'll tell you then, change your Religion, 
And be of one belief with me. * 

Arm. How? 

Quiſar. Mark, 7 | 
Worſhip our Gods, renounce that Faith ye are bred in: 
* is eaſily done, . I] teach ye ſuddenly 
And humbly on your Knees —— 

Arm. Ha? I'll be hang'd firſt. 

Quiſar. Offer as we do, 


Arm, To the Devil, Lady? POT WED Offer 


Offer to him I hate? I know the Devil. 
To Dogs and Cats? you make offer to them ; z 
To every Bird that flies, and every Worm. 
How terribly I ſhake? ls this the Venture? 
The Trial that you talk'd. of? Where have I been? 
And how forgot my felt? how loſt my Memory? 
When did 1 pray, or look up ſtedfaſtly ? | 
Had any Goodneſs in my Heart to guide me? 
That J ſhould give this vantage to mine Enemy; 
The Enemy to my, Peace, forſake my Faith. 
Quiſar. Come, come, I know ye love me. 
Arm. Love ye this way.? 
This moſt deſtroying way? ſure you — jeſt, Lady, 
Qui ſar. My Love and Life are one way. 
Arm. Love alone then, and mine nw way, 
I love Diſeaſes firſt, 
Doat on a Villain that would cut my Throat, 
Wooc all Afflictions of all ſorts, ki Cruelty. 
Hive Mercy Heav n, how haye I been wand' ring? 
Wand'ring the way of Luft, and left my Maker? 
How have I ſlept like Cork upon a Water, 
Ard had no feeling of the Storm that toſt me?? 
Trode the blind Paths of Death? forſooth Aſſurance, 
Eternity or Bleſſedneſs for a Woman? 
For a young handſome Face, hazard m Being? | 
Ouiſar. Are not our Powers Eternal, ſo their Comforts? 
As great and full of hopes as yours? 
Arm, They are Puppets. 
Grv, Now mark him, and but obſerve * nearly. 


* 


N + p - * 
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Am. Their Comforts like themſelves, cold, ſenſleſs 


You make 'em ſick, as we are, Peeviſh, Mad, ( Outſides z 
dudject to Age; and how can they cure us, 
That are not able to refine themſelves? 

Quiſar, The Sun and Moon we worſhip, thoſe are 


And their bright Influences we believe. (heav Ys , 


Arm. Away Fool, 
| adore the Maker of that Sun and Moon, * 


That gives thoſe Bodies light and influence, 
That pointed our their Paths, and taught their Motions; 


They are not ſo great as we, they are our Servants, 


_ Plac d 
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Plac'd there to teach us Time, to give us Knowledg, 


Of when and how the ſwellings of the Main are, 
And their returns again z they are bur our Stewards 
To make the Earth fat, with their influence, 
Thar ſhe may bring forth her increaſe, and'feed ys. 
Shall I fall this Faith to pleaſe a Woman? 
For her Embraces bring my Soul to Ruin? 
I look'd you ſhould have faid, make me a Chriſtian, 
Work that great Cure, for 'tis a great one, Woman; 
That labour truly to perform, that venture, 
The crown of all great Trial, and the faireſt; 
I look'd ye ſhould have wept and kneel'd to beg it, 
Woaſht off your miſt of Ignorance, with Waters 
Pure and repentant, from thoſe Eyes; I look'd 
You ſhould have brought me your chief God ye wor: 
He that you offer human Blood and Life to, (ſhip, 
And make a füerifice of him to Memory, 
Beat down his Altars, ruin'd his falſe Temples. 
Gov. Now you may ſee. | 
Qui ſar. Take heed, you go too far, Sir, 
And yet I love ro hear him, I muſt have ye, 
And to that end I let you ſtorm a little; 
I know there muſt be ſome ſtrife in your Boſom 
To cool and quiet ye, e' er you can come back; 
I know old Friends cannot ſuddenly, 
There will be ſome lett ſtill, yer I muſt have ye, 
Have ye of my Faith too, and fo enjoy ye. 
Arm. Now I contemn ye, and I hate my ſelf 
For looking on that Face laſciviouſly, 
And it looks ugly now methinks. | 
Qui ſar. How, Portugal? (lead me; 
Arm. It looks like Death it ſelf, to which 'rwou's 
Your Eyes reſemble pale Deſpair, they fright me, 
And in their rounds, a thouſand horrid Ruins, 
Methinks I ſee; and in your Tongue hear fearfully 
The hideous Murmurs of weak Souls have ſufferd; 
Cet from me, 1 deſpiſe ye, and know Woman, 
That for all this Trap you have laid to catch my Life 
To catch my immortal Life, I hate and curſe ye, (in, 
Contemn your Deities, ſpurn at their Powers, "or 


l; 


Or- 
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And where I meet your Mabumer Gods, T'll ſwinge em 
Thus o'er my „and kick 'em into Paddles, 
Nay, Iwill out ef Vengeance ſearch your Temples, 
And with thoſe Hearts that ſerye my God, demoliſh 
Your ſhambles of wild Worſhips. 

Gow. Now, now you hear, Sir. 

Arm. I will have my Faith, ſince you are ſo crafty, 
The glorious Crols, although I love your Brother; 
Let him frown too, I will have my Devotion. 
And let your whole State ſtorm. 

King. Enter and take him; 
| am ſorry, Friend, that I am forc'd to do this, 

Gov. Be ſure you bind him faſt. * 

810% But uſe him nobly. _ AE WELL 

ng. Had it to me been done, I had forgiven it, 

And ftill preſerv'd you fair; bur to our Sir 

Quiſar. Methinks I hate em now. p 

King. To our Religion, 25 $4.24 
To theſe to be thus ſtubborn, thus rebellious, 
To threaten them. . 

Arm. Uſe all your Violence, 
| 3k no Mercy, nor repent my Words 
| ſpit at your beſt Powers; I ſerve one 
Will give me ſtrength to ſcourge your Gods. 

Gr. Away with hiw. s 

Arm. To grind'em into baſe Duſt, and diſperſe em, 
That never more their bloody Memories 

Gov. Clap him cloſe up. 

King. Good Friend, be cooler. 

Am, Never; 7 
Your painted Siſter I deſpiſe too. 

King. Softly. 

Arm. And all her deviliſh Arts laugh and ſcora at, 
"= * blind purpoſes. | 

ng. You muſt be temperate; 

Offer him no Violence, I command you ſtrictly. 


Gov. Now thou art up, I ſhall have time to ſpeak too. 


Luiſar. Oh how I love this Man, how truly honour 
| him, | . Exeunt. 


&ET 


— 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Enter Chriſtophero and Pedro, at one Dqor, . Emanus 
and Soza, at another. 


. you know the News, Gentlemen? 
Ema. Wou'd we knew as well, Sir, 
How to prevent it. 93 
$9za. Is this the Love they bear us, 
For our late Benefit? taken ſo maliciouſſ, 
And clapt up cloſe ? Is that the Thanks they render? 
Chriſt. It muſt not be put up thus, ſmother'd lightly, 
Tis ſuch a baſe unnatural wrong. i 41387 
Ped. I En. * | | 
They may think to do Wonders, aim at all, 
And to blow us with a Vengeance, our o'ch' lands ; 
But if we be our ſelves, honeſt and reſolute, 
And continue but Maſters of our antient Courages, 
Stick cloſe, and give no vantage to their Villanies 
Sa. Nay, if we faint, or fall apieces now, 


We are Fools, and worthy to be markt for Miſery; 


Begin to ſtrike at him, they are all bound ro? 


IJ 0o cancel his Deſerts? What muſt we look for, 


If they carry this? 
Ema. I'll carry Coals then . 
J have but one Life, and one Fortune, Gentlemen, 
But I'll ſo husband it to vex theſe Raſcals, 
Theſe barbarous Slaves. bart! 
Chriſt. Shall we go charge em preſently ?. 
Soza. No, that will be too weak, and too Fool-hardy, 


We muſt have Grounds that promiſe Safety, Friends, 


And ſure Offence, we loſe our Angers elle, 
And worſe than that, venture our Lives too lightly. 
Enter Piniero. L iaus, 
Pin. Did you ſee mine Unkle? Plague o' theſe Barbo- 
How the Rogues ſtick in my Teeth, l know ye are ang!) 
So I am too, monſtrous angry, Gentlemen, 
F am angry, that I choak again. 


W ee 
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apt up in Priſon, Friends, the brave Armufia; 
ere are fine Boys. | | 

Ema. We hope he ſhall not ſtay there. 

Pin. Stay, no, he muſt not ſtay, no talk of ſtaying, 

Theſe are no Times to ſtay; are not theſe Raſcals ? © 
ue! Speak, I beſeech ye ſpeak, are they not Rogues? 

Think ſome abominable Names——-are they not Devils? 

But the Devil's a great deal too good for em fuſty 
Chriſt. They are a kind of Hounds, (Villains, 
pin. Hounds were their Fathers; 

Old Blear-cy'd bob- tail d Hounds—— ord, where's 
$24. But what ſhall be done, Sir? (my Unkle? 
Pin. Done ? * | 

ly, $9. Yes, to relieve him? 

If it be not ſudden they may take his Life too, 
Pin. They dare as ſoon take Fire and ſwallow it, 
lake Stakes and thruſt into their Tails for Glifters : 

; His Life, why *tis a thing worth all the Iſlands, 

And they know will be rated at that value; 
His very Impriſonment will make the Town ſtink, . 
And ſhake and ſtink, 1 have Phyſick in my Hand for em, 
Shall give the Goblins ſuch a Purge 
Enter Ruy Dias. 
Ped. Your Unkle. > 4-1 
Ryy, 1 hear ſtrange News, and have been ſeeking ye; 
They fay Armufia's Priſoner. 5 +» 
Pin, Lis moſt certain, 
y. Upon what cauſe ? | 
Pin, He has deſerv'd too much, Sir; 
The old Heathen Policy has light upon him, 
And paid him home. ” 
if Auy. A moſt unnoble dealing. 
Pin. You are the next, if you can carry it tamely, 
te has deſerv d of all. 
Ryy. J muſt confeſs it, 

ot me fo nobly too. EA | 

Pin. J am glad to hear it. ba #17033 eee 

. You have a time now to make good your Confeſſion, 

Your Faith will ſhew but cold elſe, and for Faſh ion, 

Now to redeem all, now to thank * 

ow 
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Now to make thoſe believe that held you backward, - 
And an ill Inſtrument, you are a Gentleman, 

An honeft Man, and you dare love your Nations, 
Dare ſtick to Virtue, though ſhe be oppreſt, 


And for her own fair fake, ſtep to her reſcue : 


If you live Ages, Sir, and loſe this Hour, 
Not now redeem and vindicate your Honour, 
Your life will be a Murmur, andno Man in't. 

Rg. I thank ye Nephew, come along with me Ger- 
We'll make *em dancing ſport immediately: (tlemey, 
We are Maſters of the Fort yet, we ſhall (ee | 
What that can do. 

Pin. Let it but ſpit Fire finely, 

And play their Turrets, and their painted Palaces, 
A frisking round or two, that they may trip it, 
And caper in the Air, | | 

Ruy. Come, we'll do may 
Shall make em look about, we'll ſend 'em Plums, 

If they be not too hard for their Tecth. 

Pin. And fine Potatoes 
Roſted in Gunpowder, ſuch a Banquet, Sir, 

Will prepare their unmannerly Stomachs. 

Ruy. They ſhall ſee 
There is no ſafe Retreat in Villany ; 

Come, be high-heartcd all. 
Omnet. We are all on Fire, Sir. [ Exennt, 
Enter King and Governor. 

King. I am ungrateful, and a Wretch, perſwade me 
Forgetful of the Mercy he ſnew'd me, (not, 
The timely noble Pity —— Why ſhould I 
See him faſt bound and fetter'd, whoſe true Courteſie, 
W hoſe Manhood, and whoſe mighty Hand fer me free? 
Why ſhould it come from me? why 1 this? 
Shall not all Tongues and Truths call me unthankful? 

Gov. Had the Offence been throwen on you, tis certain 
It had been in your Power, and your Diſeretion 
To have turn'd it into Mercy, and forgiven it, 

And then it had ſhew'da virtuous point of Gratitude, 
Timgly, and nobly taken; bur ſince the cauſe 
Concerns the Honaur of our Gods, and their Title, * 


/ 
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And ſo tranſcends your Power, and your Compaſſion, 
A little your own Safety, if you ſaw it too, 
If your too fond Indulgence did not dazle you, 
It cannot now admit a private Pityʒʒy 
Tis in their Wills, their Mercies, or Revenges, 
And theſe Revolts in you, ſhew mere Rebellions. 
King. They are mild and pitiful. 
Gov. To thole repent. 
King, Their Nature's (oft and tender. 
Gov. To true Hearts. 
The feel Compunction for their Treſpaſſes; * 
This Man defies em ſtill, threatens Deſtruction 
And Demolition of their Arms and Worſhip, 
Spits at their Powers; take heed ye be not found, Sir, 
And mark'd a Favourer of their Diſhonour; 
They uſe no common Juſtice. 
King. What ſhall I do 
To deſerve of this Man—— 
Gw. If ye more bemoan him, 
Or mitigate your Power to preſerve him, 
Il curſe ye from the Gods, call up their Vengeance, 
Enter Quiſara with her Hands bound, Quiſana and Panura. 
And fling it on your Land and you, I have charge. 
| hope to wrack you all. 
King. What ails my Siſter ? | 
Why is ſhe bound? why looks ſhe ſo diſtrattedly? 
Who does do this? SHA ) 
wſan, We did it, on Sir, 
100 Zh her * She is grown wild, 
And raving on the Stranger's Love and Honour, | 
imes crying out Help, help, they will torture him, 
They will take his Life, they will murder him preſently. 
If we had not prevented violently 
Have laid Hands on her own Life. 
Gov. Theſe are Tokens 
The Gods Diſpleaſure is gone out, be * | 
And &er it fall, do ſo ing to appeaſe em. 
ou know the Sacrifice I am glad it works thus. 
Nuiſar. How low and baſe thou look'ſt now, that wert 
No figure of a King, methinks; ſhews on you. wee | 
a n 0 
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No Face of Majeſty, foul, ſwarth Ingratitude 
Has taken off thy Sweetneſs, baſe F orgetfulneſs 
Of mighty Benefits, has turned thee Devil : 
Thou haſt perſecuted Goodneſs, Innocence, 
And laid a hard and violent Hand on Virtue, 
On that fair Virtue that ſhould teach and guide us; 
Thou haſt wrong'd thine own Preſerver,whoſe leaſt Merit, 
Pois'd with thy main Eſtate, thou canſt not ſatisfie, 
Nay, put thy Life in too, twill be too light till : 
W hat haſt thou done? 
Gov. Go for-him preſently, 
And once more we'll try if we can win him fairly; 
If not, let nothing ſhe ſays hinder ye, or ſtir ye; 
She ſpeaks diſtractedly - Do that the Gods command ye, 
Do you know What ye ſay, Lady? 7 
Qu ſar. 1 could curſe thee-too, 
Religion and Severity has ſteel'd thee, (hardtob 
Has turn'd thy Heart to Stone; thou haſt made the Gods 
Againſt their ſweet and patient Natures, cruel; 
None of ye feel what Bravery ye tread on? 
What Innocence? what Beauty? 
King. Pray be patient. 
Ouiſar. What honourable things ye caſt behind : 
What Monuments of Man? 
Enter Armuſia and Guard. 
King. Once more, Armufia, 
Becaule I love ye tenderly and dearly, 
And would be glad to win ye mine, I with ye, 
Even from my Heart I wiſh and wooe ou 
Arm. What Sir, 
Take heed how ye perſwade me falſly, chen ye hate me 
Take heed how x intrap me. 
King. I advile ye, 
And tenderly and truly 1 adviſe ye, 
Both for your Soul's nenn your Safety. 
Arm. Stay, 8 
And name my Soul no more, ſhe is too precious, 
Too glorious for your Flatteries, too ſecure too. 
Gov. Conſider the Re ward, Sir, and the Honour 
Thar is prepared, the Glory you ſhall, grow to-. 
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Arm. They are not be conſider'd in theſe Caſes, 


ot to be nam'd when Souls are queſtion'd 

hey are vain and flying Vapours Touch my Life, 
[is ready for ye, put it to what Teſt | 
ſhall pleaſe ye, 1 am patient; bur for the reſt, 

You may remove Rocks with your little Fingers, 

Or blow a Mountain out o'th* way, with bellows, 

ks ſoon as ſtir my Faith; uſe no more Arguments. 

Gro. We muſt uſe Tortures then. 

Am. Your worlt and painfull'ſt 
am joyful to accept. 
Gb. You muſt the ſharpeſt, | 
or ſuch has been your hate againſt our Deitics 
Delivered openly, your threats and ſcornings ; 
id either your Repentance muſt be mighty, \ 
hich is your free Converſion to our Cuſtoms, 
Or equal Puniſhment, which is your Life, Sir. 

Am. J am glad I have it for ye, take it Prieſt, 
And al! the Miſeries that ſhall attend it: 
Let the Gods glut themſelves with Chriſtian Blood, 
It will be ask'd again, and fo far followed, 
do far reveng'd, and with ſuch holy Juſtice, 
Your Gods of Gold ſhall melt and fink before it; 
Your Altars and your Temples ſhake to nothing; 
And you falſe Worſhipers, blind Fools of Ceremony, 
Sball ſcek for holes to hide your Heads, and Fears in, 
For Seas to ſwallow you from this Deſtruction, 
Darkneſs to dwell about ye, and conceal ye, 
Your Mother's Womb again | 
Gov. Make the Fires ready, 
and bring the ſeveral Tortures out. 
Quiſar. Stand faſt, Sir, | | 
nd fear em not; you that have ſtept ſo nobly 
Into this pious Trial, ftart not now, D 
ep on your way, a Virgin will aſſiſt ye, 

irgin won by your fair Conſtancy, 

and glory ing that ſhe is won ſo, will die by ye: 

Vc touch'd ye every way, tried ye moſt honeſt, 
N fect, and good, chaſte, bluſhing chaſte, and temperate, 
ant, without Vain-glory, modeſt, ſtayed, | 
Vor. VI. Q No 
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No Rage, or 4 Affection ruling in you; 


Indeed, the perfect School of Worth I find ye, 


The Temple of true Honour. 
Arm. Whither will ſhe ? 

What do you infer by this fair Argument, Lady? 
Quiſar. Your Faith, and your Religion muſt belikeye 

They that can ſhew you theſe, mutt be pure Mirrors 

W hen the Streams flow clear and fair, what are the Fouy 

I do embrace your Faith, Sir, and your Fortune; (tains 

Go on, I will aſſiſt ye, I feel a Sparkle here, 

A lively ſpark that kindles my Affection, 

And tells me it will riſe to Flames of Glory : 

Let 'em put on their Angers, ſuffer nobly, 

Shew me the way, and when J faint, inſtruct me; 

And if I follow not | 
Arm. Oh bleſſed Lady, 

Since thou art won, let me begin my Triumph, 

Come clap your Terrors on. 

Qui ſar. All your fell Tortures. 

For there is nothing he ſhall ſuffer, Brother, 

I ſwear by a new Faith, which is moſt ſacred, 

And I will keep it ſo, but I will follow in, 

And follow to a ſcruple of Affliction, 

In ſpight of all your Gods without Prevention. 
Gov. Death! ſhe amazes me. ' ; 
King. What ſhall be done now? 

Gov. They muſt die both, 

And ſuddenly, they will corrupt all elſe; _ 

This Woman makes me weary of my miſchief, 

She ſhakes me, and ſhe ſtaggers me; go in Sir, 

III ſee the Execution. * 
Ring. Not ſo ſudden: b 

If they go, all my Friends and Siſters periſh. 
Gov. Wou'd | were ſafe at home again. 

* Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Arm, arm, Sir, | 


| Seek for Defence, the Caſtle plays and thunders, 


The Town Rocks and the Houſes fly i'th* Air, 
The People die for Fear Captain Ri Dias 
Has made an Oath he will not leave a Stone here; Ne 
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No, not the Memory, here has ſtood a City, | 
Unleſs Armigſia be deliver d fairlix. (for us? 
Ling. J have my Fears; what can our Gods do now 

Gov, Be patient, but keep him ſtill; he is a cure, Sir, 
\zainft both Rage and Cannon; go and fortifie, 

all in the Princeſs, make the Palace ſure, 

\nd let em know you are a King; look nobly ; 
And take you COnrage to ye; keep cloſe the Priſoner, 
nd under command, we are betraid elſe. 

Am. How joyfu'ly I go? 

Oviſar. Take my Heart with thee. 

Gov. I hold a Wolf by the Ear now : 
Fortune free me. 
Enter four Citizens. 

1 Cit. Heav'n bleſs us, | 
What a thund'ring's here? what Fire- ſpitting? 

We cannot drink, but our Cans are mauld amongſt us. 

2 Cit. Twou'd they would mall our Scores too; 
Shame o' their Guns, I thought they had been Bird-pots, 
Or great Candle · caſes, how deviliſhly they bounce, 
And how the Bullets borrow a piece of a Houſe here, 
There another, and mend thoſe up again 
With another Pariſh ; here flies a Poudring-tub, 

The Meat ready roſted,and there a Barrel piſſing Vinegar, 
And they two over-taking the top of a high Steeple, 
Newly ſlic'd off for a Sallet. 

3 Cit. A vengeance fire em. 

2 Cit. Nay, they fire faſt enough; 
You need not help em. 

4 Cit. Are thele the Portugal Bulls 
How loud they bellow. (Palaces, * 
2 Cit, Their Horns are plaguy ſtrong, they puſh down 
They toſs our little Habitations like Whelps, 

Like Grindle-tails, with their Heels upward 

All the Windows ith* Town dance a new Trenchmore, 
Tis like to prove a bleſſed Age for Glaſiers 
| met a Hand, and a Letter in't, in great haſte, 

And by and by, a ſingle Leg running after it, 

i if the Arm had forgot part of his Errand, 


fly like Foot-b every where. Kt 
| Q 2 : - I Cit. 


[Exennt. 


No 
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1 Cit. What ſhall we do? 
2 Cit. I care not, my Shop's cancell'd, 
And all the Pots and earthen Pans in't vaniſh'd ; 
There was a ſingle Bullet and they together by the Ean; 
You would have thought Tom Tumbler had been 
And all his Troops of Devils. | 
3 Cit. Let's to the bing | 
And get this Gentleman deliver'd handſomely ; 
By this Hand, there's no walking above Ground elſe, 
2 Cit. By this Leg let me ſwear nimbly by it, 
For I know not how long I ſhall owe it, 
It I were out o'th' Town once, if I came in again to 
Fetch my Breakfaſt, I will give 'em leave to cram me 
With a Portugal Pudding: Come, let's do any thing 
To appeaſe this Thunder. 
| Enter Piniero and Panura. 
Pin. Art ſure it was that blind Prieſt ? 

Pan. Yes moſt certain, | 
He has provok'd all this; the King is merciful, 

And wond'rous loving; but he fires him on flill, 
And when he cools, enrages him, I know it; 
Threatens new Vengeance, and the Gods fierce Juſtice 
When he but looks with fair Eyes on Armuſia, 

Will lend him no time to relent ; my royal Miſtrels, 
She has entertain'd a Chriſtian hope. 

Pin. _ truly. | 

Pan. Nay, tis moſt true; but Lord! how he lies at ben 
And threatens her, and flatters her, and damns her, 
And I fear, if not ſpeedily prevented, 

If ſhe continue ſtout, both ſhall be executed, 

Pan. I'll kiſs thee for this News, nay more Pam 
If thou wilt give me leave Pl get thee with Chriſiiah 
'I he belt way to convert thee. 

Pan. Make me believe ſo? | a 

Pin. I will y' faith. But which way cam ſt thou hither 
The Palace is cloſe guarded, and barricado'd. 

Pan. I came through a private Vault, which few there 
Ir riſes in a Temple not fir hence, (know 0 
Cloſe by the Caſtle here. | 

Pin, How To what end? 


Pat 
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Pan. A good one 
o give ye knowledge of my new-born Miſtreſs, 
ad in whas doubt Armuſia ſtands; 
hink any preſent means, or hope to ſtop em 
rom their fell ends; the Princes are come in too, 
nd they are harden d alſo. 
pin. The damn'd Prieſt — | 
pen. Sure he's a cruel Man, methinks Religion 
hould teach more temperate Leſſons. 
Fin. He the Fire-brand? 
le dare to touch at ſuch fair Lives as theirs are? 
Vell Prophet, I ſhall Propheſie, I ſhall catch ye, 
hen all your Prophecies will not redeem ye. 
Vilr thou do any thing bravely? _ 
Fan. Any good I am able. (Virtuous, 
pin. And by thine own white Hand, I'll{wear thou art 
nd abrave Wench, durſt thou but guide me preſently 
brough the ſame Vault thou cam'ſt, into the Palace, 
nd thoſe I ſhall appoint, ſuch as I think fit. 
Fan. Yes I will do it, and ſuddenly, and truly. 
pin. I wou'd fain behold this Prophet, 
Pan. Now I have ye: | 5 
nd ſhall bring ye where ye ſhall behold him, 
lone too, ws upfurniſh'd of Defences - | 
hat ſhall be my care; but you muſt not betray me. 
Pin. Doſt thou think we are ſo baſe, ſuch Slaves, 
Pen. Ido not- 3 1 (Rogues? 
Ind you ſhall ſee how fairly I'll work for ye. 
Pm. I muſt needs ſteal that Prieſt, : 
teal him, and hang him. | 
Pan, Do any thing to remove his Miſchief, ſtrangle 
Hin. Come prethee Love. | (him 
Fan. You'll offer me no foul Play ? 
be Vault is dark. 
Pin. oe well remember'd. 
. And ye may 
ut | hold 4 
im, Honeſt enough, I warrant thee. (Place, 
Fan, lam but a poor weak Wench; and what with the 
jour Perſwaſions, =” I hope you will wy 
3 | oy 
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You know we are often eozen'd. 

Pin. If thou doſt fear me, 

Why doſt thou put me in mind? 

Pan. To let you know, Sir, | 
Though it be in your Power, and things fitting to it, 
Yet a true Gent — 1 $1496 

Pin. I know what he'll do: 

Come and remember me, and I'lanſwer thee, 
FI1 anſwer thee to the full; we'll call at th' Caſtle, 
And then my good Guide, do thy Will; ſha't find me 
A very tractable Man. | 
Pan. 1 hope I ſhall, Sir. Eren 
Euter Bakam, Siana, and Soldiers. 

Bakam, Let my Men guard the Gates. 

Sia. And mine the Temple, n e 
For fear the Honour of our Gods ſhould ſuffer, 

And on your Lives be watchful. 

Bakam. And be valiant 
And let's ſee, if theſe Portugals dare enter; 

What their high Hearts dare do: Let's ſee how readily 
The great Ry Dias will redeem his Country-men; 


He ſpeaks proud words, and threatens. 


Sia. He is approv'd, Sir, 
And will put fair for what he promiſes; 
I could with friendlier Terms, 
Yet for our Liberties and for our Gods, 
We are bound in our beſt Service $ 
Even in the hazard of our Lives. 12 

| Enter the King above. 

King. Come up Princes, n a 
And give your Counſels, and your Helps: The Fort Rill 
Plays fearfully upon us, beats our Buildings, 
And turns our People wild with fears. 

Bakam. Send for the Priſoner, 2 4 
And give us leave to argue. ¶ Exit Bak. and Sia. Th 
Enter Ruy Dias, Emanuel, Chriſtoph. Pedro, with do dim 
© Ruy. Come on nobly, TENOR Ty | 
And let the Fort play (till, we are 
Strong enough to look upon em, 


[4 
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on our view they will return him. 
brift We will return 'em ſuch Thanks elſe, 
il make 'em ſcratch where it itches nor, 
Eng. How the People ſtare, | 
d ſome cry, ſome pray, and ſome curſe heartily : 
tit is the King ——— 
Enter Siana, Bakam, Quiſara, Armuſia, with 
Soldiers above. 
Wy, I cannot blame their Wiſdoms. 
ey are all above, Armufia Chain'd and bound too? 
theſe are thankful Squires. 
datam. Hear us Ry Dias, 
wiſe and hear us, and give ſpeedy Anſwer, 
mand thy Cannon preſently to ceale, | 
0 more to trouble the afflicted People, 
ſuddenly Armufia's Head goes off; 
ſuddenly as ſaid. 0 
Ema, Stay Sir, be moderate. 
Am. Do nothing that's diſhonourable, Ray Dias; 
t not the fear of me, maſter thy Valour; 
nue 'em {till, they are malicious People. 
ig. Friend, be not deſperate, 
Am. I ſcorn your Courteſies; | 
ike when you dare, a fair Arm guide the Gunner, 
nd may he let fly ſtill with Fortune: Friend, 
ome the Honour of a Soldier's Funerals, 
he laſt fair Chriſtian Right, ſee me1' th* Ground, 
d let the Palace burn firſt, then the Temples, 
nl on their ſcorned Gods ere& my Monument: 
duch not the Princeſs, as yu are a Soldier. 
Quiſar, Which way you go, Sir, 
mult follow neceſſary. 
ne Life, and one Death. 
King. Will you take a Truce yet? 
Enter Piniero, Soza, and Soldiers, with the Governor. 
lin. No, no, go on: | 
ok here, your God, your Prophet. 
King. How came he taken ? 
tn. I conjur'd for him, King. 
n a (ure Curr at an old blind Prophet. 
= I 


th 
n. 
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I'll haunt ye ſuch a falſe Knave admirably, 
A Terrier I; I earth'd him, and then ſnapt him; 
Sora. Saving the reverence of your Grace, we ſtole him, 
Eꝰen out of the next Chamber to ye. 
Pin. Come, come, begin King. 
Begin this bloody matter when you dare; 
And yet I ſcorn my Sword ſhould touch the Raſcal, 
VI ws him thus before ye, Ha? 
W har art thou? [ Pulls bis Beard and Hair if, 
King. How's this! 
Art thou a Prophet? 
Ruyy. Come down, Princes. 
King. We are abus d 
Oh my moſt dear Armuſia 
Off with his Chains. And now my noble Siſter, 
1 with me, I know ye are pleas'd as I am. 
in. This is a precious Prophet. Why Don Governor, 
W hat make you here, how long have you taken Orders! 
Ruy. Why whata Wretch 
Art thou to work this Miſchicf? 
Jo aſſume this holy Shape to ruin Honour, 
Honour and Chaſtity. 
Enter King, and all, from above. 
Gov. I had paid you all, 
Bur Fortune plaid the Slut. Come, 
Give me my Doom. 
King. I cannot ſpeak for wonder. 
Gov. Nay, tis I Sir, 
And here I ſtay your Sentence. 
King. Take her Friend, 
You have half perſwaded me to be a Chriſtian, 
And with her all the Joys, and all the Bleſſings. 
Why what Dream have we dwelt in? 
Rey. All Peace to ye, 
And all the Happinels of Heart dwell with ye, 
Children as ſwcet and noble as their Parents. | 
Pin, And Kings at leaſt, 
Arm. Good Sir, forget my Raſhneſs. 


And noble Princeſſes, for I was once Angry, And 
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And out of that, might utter ſome Diſtemper, 
| Think not 'tis my Nature. 

Sa. Your joy is ours, Sir, 

And notion we find in ye, but moſt noble. 

King. To Priſon with this Dog; there let him houl, 
And it he can repent, ſigh out his Villanies: 

His Iſland we ſhall ſeize into our Hands, 

His Father and himſelf have both Uſurp'd it, 

And kept it by Oppreſſion; the Town and Caſtle, 
In which I lay my ſelf moſt miſerable, 

Till my moſt honourable Friend redeem'd me, 
Signior Piniero, | beſtow on you; 

The reſt of next Command upon theſe Gentlemen, 
Upon ye all, my Love. 

Arm. Oh brave Ruy Dias, 

You have ſtarted now beyond me. I muſt thank ye, 
And thank ye for my Life, my Wife and Honour; 

Ruy. I am glad I had her for you, Sir. 

King. Come Princes, 
Come Friends and Lovers all, come noble Gentlemen, 
No more Guns now, nor Hates, but qoys and Triumphs, 
An univerſal Gladneſs fly about us : | 
And know however ſubtle Men dare caſt, 

And promiſe Wrack, the Gods give Peace at laſt. 


L Naum ones. 
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PROLOGUE. 


IT is become an Antick, and puts on 
As many Shapes of Variation, 
To court the Time's Applauſe, as the Times dare 
Change ſeveral Paſhions ; nothing is thought rare 
Which is not New, and follow d; yet we know 

That what was worn ſome twenty Tears ago 
Comes into Grace again, and we purſue 
That Cuftom, by preſenting to your View : 
A Play in Faſhion then, not doubting now 
| But "twill appear the ſame, if you allow 
Worth to their noble Memory, whoſe Name, 
Beyond all Power of Death, live in their Fame. 


p 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 


Onſieur Marine, the Noble Gentleman, but 
none of the wiſeſ.. 

aques, an old Servant to Marine's Family. 

Clerimont, 4 Gull, Couſin to Monſieur Marine, 

A Gentleman, Servant to Marine“ Wife. 

Lougueville, z7wo Courtiers that Plot to abuſe 

Beaufort, Marine. i 

Shattillion, 4 Lord, mad for Love. 

\ Dodor. 

Pape. 

Gentlemen. 

Servants. 


Dake. 


WOMEN. 


Marine's Wife, a witty Wanton. 


Clerimont's Wife, à ſimple Country Gentlewoman. 


Shattillion's Miſtreſs, a virtuous Virgin. 
Maria, Servant to Marine's Wife, 
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NoBLE GENTLEMAN. 


ACTI SCENE I. 
Enter Gentleman and Jaques. 


GENTLEMAN. 
_ 7 HAT Happineſs waits on the Life at 
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Court, (and Eaſe? - 
What dear Content, Greatneſs, Delight 
Re W hat ever-ſpringing Hopes, what tides 
of Honour ? (of Wiſhes? 

That raiſe their Fortunes to the height 
What can be more in Man, what more in Nature, 
Than to be great and fear d? A Courtier, 
A noble Courtier, Tis a Name that draws 
Wonder and Duty from all Eyes and Knees. | 

Jag. And ſo your Worſhip's Land within the Walls, 
Where you ſhall have it all inclos'd, and ſure, _ 

Gent, Peace Knave; dullCreature, bred of ſweat and 
Theſe Myfteries are far above thy Faith 5 (fmoke, 
But thou ſhalt ſee | | 

Fag. And then I ſhall believe ; | 
Your fair Revenues, turn'd into fair Suits; 
| ſhall believe your Tenant's bruis'd and rent, 

Under the weight of Coaches, all your State 
Drawn through the Streets in Triumph, ſuits for Places 
Plied with a Mine of Gold, and being got 
Fed with a great Stream. I ſhall believe all this. 

Gent, You ſhall believe, and know me glorious. 

Couſin, good Day and Health. 

Enter Couſin, 
cn. The ſame to you, Sir, R 
And more, without my Wiſhes, could you know 


What calm Content dyells in a priyate Houſe z Yet 
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Yet look into your ſelf, retire; this Place 

Of Promiſes, and Proteſtations, fits 4 
Minds only bent to Ruin, you ſhould know this 

You have their Language perfect, you haye Tutors 
I do not doubt, re >a, but beware. 

Gent. You are merry, Couſin. 

Cu. Vet your Patience, | 
You ſhall learn that too, but not like it ſelf, 
Where it is held a Virtue; tell me, Sir, 
Have you caſt up your State, rated your Land, 
And find it able to endure the change 
Of Time and Faſhion? Is it always Harveſt ? 
Always Vintage? 190 you Ships at Sea, 


To bring you Gold and Stone from rich Peru, 
Monthly returning Treaſure? Doth the King 
Open his large Exchequer to your Hands, 
And bid ye be a great Man? Can your Wife 
Coin off her Beauty? or the Week allow 
Suits to each Day? and know no ebb in Honour? 
If theſe be poſſible, and can hold out, 
Then be a Courtier ſtill, and ſtill be waſting. 

Gent. Couſin, pray give me leave. 

Couf. I have done. | 13 

Gent. I could requite your Gall, and in a ſtrain 
As bitter, and as full of Rubarb, preach 
Againſt your Country Life, but *tis below me, 
And only ſubject to my Pity; know . 
The eminent Court, to them that can be wiſe, 
And faſten on her Bleſſings, is a Sun 
That draws Men up from courſe and carthly Being, 
I mean theſe. Men of Merit that have Power 
And Reaſon to make good her Benefits, 
Learns them a manly Boldneſs, gives their Tongues 
Sweetneſs of Language, makes them apt to plealc 3 
Files off alFRudeneſs, and uncivil Haviour, 
Shews them as neat in Carriage, as in Cloaths; 
Couſin, have you ever ſeen the Court? 

Couſ. No, bir, 
Nor am l yer in travel with that longing. 


Gent. Oh the ſtate and { of that Place 
e ſtate and greatneſs of tha FEES 
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here Men'are found 1 | 
Daly to give the firſt Creation Glory! 

[hoſe are the Models of the ancient World, 
eft like the Roman Statues to ſtir up | 
WOur following Hopes, the Place it ſelf puts on 
The Brow of Majeſty, and flings her Luſtre 
Like the Air newly lightned ; Form, and Order, 
Are only there themſelves, unforc'd, and ſound, - 
v they were firſt created to this Place. FP 
Cuſ. Vou nobly came, but will go from thence baſe. 
Gent, 'T was very pretty, and a good Conceit ; 
You have a Wit, good Couſin, I do joy in't, 
Keep it for Court; but to my ſelf again, 
hen I have view'd theſe Pieces, turn'd theſe Eyes, 
And with ſome Taſte of Superſtition, 0 
Loo d on the Wealth of Nature, the fair Dames, 
Bequties, that like the Court, and make it ſhew 
Like a fair Heav'n, in a froſty Night: 
And mongſt theſe mine, not pooreſt, tis for Tongues 
Of bleſſed Poets, ſuch as Orpheus was 
To give their Worth and Praiſes; oh dear Coufin, 
You have a Wite, and fair, bring her hither,, ; 
Let her not hve to be the Miſtreſs of a Farmer's Heir, 
And be confin'd ever to a Searge, 
Far courſer than my Horſe-Cloth.  . 
Let her have Velvets, Tiffinies, Jewels, Pearls, 
A Coach, an Uſher, and her two Lacquies, 
And I will ſend my Wife to give her Rules, 
And read the Rudiments of Court to her. 
On. Sir, I had rather ſend her to Virginia, 
To help to propagate the Exgliſb Nation. 
Enter Servant. ER Pat 
Gent. Sirrah, how ſlept your Miſtreſs, and what Viſi- 
Are to pay Service? (rants 
As J came out, UE 55 
Two Counts were newly enter'd. 
Gent. This is Greatneſs, a 
but few ſuch Servants walt a Country Beauty. | 
Cooſ. They are the more to thank'their Modeſty; 
0 L. VI. E R b nA God 


1cre 
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God keep my Wife, and all my Iflue Female, 
From ſuch Upriſings. 
| Enter Doctor. 
Gent. What? My learned Doctor? 
You will be welcome, give her Health and” Youth, 
And I will give you Gold. | Exit Dolly, 
Couſin, how favours this? Is it not ſweet 
And very great, taſtes it not of Nobleneſs? 
Couſ. Faith, Sir, my Pallat is too dull and lazy, 
I cannot taſte it, 'tis not for my Reliſh, 
But be fo ſtill. 
Since your own Miſery muſt firſt reclaim ye, 
To which I leave you, Sir ; | 
If you will yet be happy, leave the Humour 
And baſe Subjection to your Wife, be wiſe, 
And let her knnow with ſpeed you are her Husband, 
I ſhall be glad to hear it. 
My Horſe is [ent for. [ Exit, 
Gent. Even ſuch another Country thing as this 
Was I, ſuch a Piece of Dirt, ſo heavy, 
So provident to heap up Ignorance, _ 
And be an Aſs: Such muſty Cloaths wore I, 
So old and 'Thread-bare, I do yet remember 
Divers young Gallants lighting at my Gate, 
To ſee my honoured Wife, have offered Pence, 


And bid me walk their Horſes, ſuch a Slave 


Was I in ſhew then; but my Eyes are open'd. 
Enter Gentleman's Wife 


Many ſweet Morrows to my worthy Wife. 


IVife. 'Tis well, and aptly given, as much for you, 
But to my preſent Buſineſs, which is Mony 
Cent. Lady, I have none left. (low 
Wife. I hope you dare not ſay ſo, nor imagine ſo baſe and 
A Thought: I have none left? 
Are theſe Words fitting for a Man of Worth, 
And one of your full Credit? Do you know _ 
The Place you live in? me? and what 1 labour 


For? you, and your Advancement? 


Gent. Yes, my deareſt. 
Mie. And do you pop me off with this flight Anſye!, 


In 


{wet, 
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In troth I have none left? In troth you muſt have; 
Nay ſtare not, tis moſt true, ſend ſpeedily 
To all that love you, let your People fly 
Like Thunder through the City, 
And not return under five thouſand Crowns. 
Try all, take all, let not a worthy Merchant be untempted, 
Or any one that hath the Name of Mony, 
Take up at any Uſe, give Band, or Land, 
Or mighty Statutes, able by their Strength 
To tye up Sampſon, were he now alive, 
There muſt be Mony gotten ; for be perſuaded, 
If we fall now, or be but ſeen to ſhrink, 
Under our fair Beginnings, tis our Ruin, 
And then good Night to all (but our Diſgrace;) 
Farewel the Hope of coming Happineſs, 
And all the Aims we levied at fo long 
Are yet not mov'd at this? No Senſe of want, 
Towards your ſelf yet breeding? be old, 
And common, jaded to the Eyes 
Of Grooms, and Pages, . and Guarders, 
And when you have done, put your poor Houſe in order 
And hang your ſelf, for fach muſt he the end 
Of him that willingly forſakes his Hopes, 
And hath a Joy to tumble to his Ruin. 
All that I ſay is certain, if ye fail 
Do not upbraid me with it, I am clear. 
Gent. Now Heav'n forbid I ſhould do Wrong to you, 
My deareſt Wife, and Madam; yet give leave 
To your poor Creature to unfold himſelf. 
You know my Debts are many more than Means, 
My Bonds not taken in, my Friends at home 
Drawn dry with theſe Expences, my poor Tenants | 
More full of Want than we; then what new Courſe 
Can I 7 to raiſe thoſe Crowns by? Speak, 
And | ſhall execute. 7 
Wife. Pray tell me true, 
ac you not Land in the Country? 
Gent, Pardon me, I had forgot it. 
Wife. Sir, you muſt remember it, 
here is no Remedy, this Land muſt be 
R 2 I 
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In Paris e er to Morrow Night. 
Gent. It ſhall, let ine conſider, ſome 300 Acres 
Will ſerve the Turn. | 
Wife. *T will furniſh at all Points, 
Now you ſpeak like your ſelf, and know like him 
That means to be a Man, ſuſpect no leſs, 
For the Return will give ye five for one, 
You ſhall be great to Morrow, I have ſaid it. 
Farewel, and ſee this Buſineſs be a-foor, 
With Expedition. [ Exit Wife 
Gent. klcalth, all Joy, and Honour 
Wait on my lovely Wife. What? Jaques, Jaques. 
Enter Jaques. 
Faq., Sir, did you call? 
Gent. I did fo, hie thee Jaques, 
Down to the Bank, and there to ſome good Merchant 
(Conceive. me well, good Faques, and be private) 
Offer 300 Acres of my Land- 
Say it is choice and fertile, ask upon it 
Five thouſand Ciowns, this is the Buſineſs 
I muſt cmploy thee in, be wiſe and ſpeedy. 
Fag. 17 do not do this. 
Gent. Knave, I n:uſt have Mony. 

Faq. If you have Mony thus, your Knave muſt tell ye 
You will not have a Foot of Land left, be more wary, 
And more Friend to your ſelf, this honeſt Land 
Your Worthip has diſcarded, has bcen true, 

And done you Loyal Service. | 
Gent, Gentle Faques,  _ 

You have a merry Wit, employ it well 

About the Buſineſs you, have e Hand. 

When ye come back, enquire me in the Preſence, 

If not in the Tennis-Court, or at my Houfe. Exit. 
Jag. If this Vein hold, I know where to enquire je. 

Five thouſand Crowns! this, with good Husbandry, 

May hold a Month out, then.five thouſand more, 

And more Land a bleeding for't, as many more, 

And more Land laid aſide. God and St, Dennts 

Keep honeſt-minded young Men Batchelors. 

"Tis ſtrange, my Maſter. ſhould, bs yct ſo young - , 


A 
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A Puppy, that he cannot ſee his Fall, | 

And got ſo near the Sun. I'll to his Couſin, 

And once more tell him on't; if he fail, | 

Then to my Mortgage, next unto«my Sale. [ Exit. 

Enter Longuevile, Bewford, and the Servant. 

Serv. Gentlemen, hold on Diſcourſe a while, 

| ſhall return with Knowledge how and where 

Ye ſhall have beſt Acceſs unto my Miſtreſs, 

To tender your Devotions. | Exit. 
Long. Be it ſo: 

Now to our firſt Diſcourſe. 
Bew. I prithee Peace; 

Thou canſt not be ſo bad, or make me know 

duch things are living, do not give thy ſelf 

do common and ſo idle, ſo open vile, 

do great a wronger of thy worth, ſo low, 

cannot, nor I muſt not credit thee. 
Long. Now by this Light I am a Whore-maſlter, 

An open and an excellent Whore-waſter, 

And take a ſpecial Glory that 1 am ſo: 

| thank my Stars I am a W hore-maſter, 

And ſuch a one as dare be known and ſcen, 

And pointed at to be a noble Wencher. 23 1 
Bew. Do not let all Ears hear this'; hark ye, Sir, 

am my ſelf a W hore-maſter, I am Fa 

believe it, Sir, (in private be it ſpoken) JN 

[love a Whore directly, moſt Men are Wenchers, 

And have profeſt the Science, few Men 

That look upon ye now, but W hore-maſters, © 

Ur have a full Deſire to be ſo. 
Long. This is noble. f a 
bew. It is without all Queſtion, being private, 

and held as needful as Intelligence, 

but being once diſcover'd, blown abroad, 

And known to common Senſes, tis no more 

Than Geometrical Rules in Carpenters, 

That only know ſome Meaſure of an Art, 

ut are not grounded: Be no more deceiv'd, 

| have a Conſcience to reclaim you, Sir. 

Mitake me not: 1 do not bid you leave your W hore, 
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Or leſs to love her; forbid it, 

1 ſhould be ſuch a Villain to my Friend, 

Or ſo unatural; 'twas never harbour'd here: 
Learn to be ſecret firſt, then ſtrike your Deer. 


Long. Your fair Inſtructions, Monſieur, I thall learn, 
Bew. And you ſhall have them z I defire your Care, 


Long. They are your Servants, 

Bew. You mult not love, 

Long. How, Sir? 

Bew. | mean a Lady, there's Danger. 
She hath an Uſher and a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
A Page, a Coach-man, theſe are feed and fee'd, 


And yer for all that will be prating. 


Long. So. 


Bew. You underſtand me, Sir, they will diſcover't, 


And there is a loſs of Credit, I able- talk 

Will be the end of this, or worſe than that; 

Will this be worthy of a Gentleman? «* 
Long. Proceed, good Sir. 
Bew. Next, leave your City Dame; 

The beſt of that Tribe are moſt meerly 7 

Or moſt extreamly fooliſh, both which Vices 

Are no great ſtirrers up, unleſs in Husbands 

That owe this Cattle, fearing her that's coy 

To be but ſeeming, her that's Tool too forward. 


Long. This is the rareſt Fellow, and the ſoundeſt, 


I mean in Knowledge, that e' er wore a Codpicce, 
H'as found out that will paſs all Tay, 
AU France and England, to their Shames I ſpeak, 
And to the Griefs of all their Gentlemen, 
To noble Theory of Luxury. 
Bew. Your Patience, 
And I will lay before your Eyes a Courſe 
Thar I my ſelf found out; *tis excellent, 
Eaſie, and full of Freedom. 
Long. O good. Sir, 
You rack me till I know it. 
Bew. This it is; 
When your Defire is up, your Blood well heated 
And apt for ſweet Encounter, chuſe the Night, 


And 
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And with the Night your Wench, the Streets have ſtore, 
There ſeize upon her, get her to your Chamber, 

Give her a Cardecue, *tis royal Payment ; 

When ye are dull, diſmiſs her, no Man knows, 

Nor ſhe her ſelf, who hath encountred her. 

Long. O but their Faces. 

Bew, Ne'er talk of Faces: 

The Night allows her equal with a Dutcheſs, 
Imagination doth all think her fair, : 
And great, clapt in Velvet, ſhe is ſo; 

Sir, 1 have try'd thoſe, and do find it certain ' 
It never fails me, *tis but twelye Nights ſince 
My laſt Experienee. | | 

Long. O my meiching Varlet, I'll fit ye as I live. 
Tis excellent, I'll be your Scholar, Sir. 

Enter Lady and Servant, 

Wife, You fairly welcome both; troth, Gentlemen, 
You have been Strangers, I could chide you for't, 
And tax ye with Unkindneſs. What's the News? 
The Town was never empty of ſome Novelty : 
Servant, what's your Intelligence? 

Kr. Faith nothing. 
have not heard of any worth relating. 

Bew. Nor I, ſweet Lady | 

Long. Then give me Atrention, 

Monſieur Shattillion's mad. 

Wife. Mad? 

Long. Mad as May Butter, a 
And which is more, mad for a Wench. 

Lady. Tis ſtrange, and full of Pity. 

Long. All that comes near him 
He thinks are come of purpoſe to betray him, 

Being full of ſtrange Conceit : The Wench he lov'd 
Stood very near the Crown. 
Lady. Alas, good Monſieur; 
was a proper Man, and fair demean'd, 
A Perſon worthy of a better Temper. 

Long. He is ſtrong d opinion'd, that theWench he lov'd 
Remains cloſe Priſoner by the King's Command: 


Fearing her Title; when the poor griey'd Gentlewoman 
R 4 Follows 
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Follows him much lamenting, and much loving, 


In hope to make him well, he knows her not, 
Nor any elle that comes to viſit him. 


Lady. Let's walk in Gentlemen, and there diſcourſe 
His further Miſeries; you ſhall ſtay Dinner, 
In truth you muſt obey, _ 
Ones. We are your Servants. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Couſin. 
Couſ. There's no good to be done, no Cure to be wrought 
Upon my deſperate Kinſman - I'll to Horſe 
And, leave him to the Fool's whip, Miſery. 
I ſhall recover twenty Miles this Night, 
My Horſe ſtands ready, I'll away with Speed, 
| Enter Shattillion. 
, Shat. Sir, may I crave your Name? 
Couſ. Yes, Sir, you may : 
My Name is Cleremont. 
Hat. Tis well, your Faction? 
What Party knit you with? 
Couſ. I know no Parties, 
Nor no Factions, Sir. 
Shat. Then wear this Croſs of white: 
And where you ſee the like they are my Friends, 
Obſerve them well, the tinge is dangerous. (Fellow 
Couſe Sir, keep your Crols, I'll wear none; ſure this 
Is much beſide himſelf, grown mad. 
Sat. A Word, Sir; | 
You can pick nothing out of this, this Croſs 
Ts nothing but a Crols a very Crols, 
Plain without Spell, or Witchcraft, ſearch it, 
You may ſuſpect, and well, there's Poiſon in't, 
Powder, or Wild-fire, but *tis nothing fo. 
Con. I do believe you, Sir, tis a plain Croſs. _ 
Shat. Then do your worſt, I care not, tell the King; 
Let him know all this, as I am ſure he ſhall ; 
When you have ſpit your Venome, then wall I 
Stand up a faithful and a loyal Subject, 
And ſo God fave his Grace, this is no Treaſon. | 
Couſ, Ne is March mad; farewel, Monſieur. [Exit Conf 
wee. Farewals, i” er 
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| ſhall be here attending, tis my Life 
They aim at, there's no way to ſave it; well 
Let em ſpread all their Nets, they ſhall not draw me 
Into any open Treaſon; I can ſee, 
And can beware, I have my Wits about me, 
| thank Heay'n for't. 
Enter Love. 

Love. There he goes, 
That was the faireſt hope the French Court bred, 
The worthieſt and the ſweeteſt temper'd Spirit, 
The trueſt, and the valianteſt, the beſt of Judgment, 
Till mo ſt unhappy I ſever'd thoſe Virtues, | 
Ard turn'd his Wit wild with a coy denial, | 
Which Heav'n forgive me; and be pleas'd, O Heav'n, 
To give again his Senſes, that my Love | 
May ftrike off all my Follies 

Sat. Lady. 

Love. I, Sir. 

Mat. Your Will with me, ſweet Lady. 

Lore. Sir, I come. 

Vat. From the dread Sovereign King, I know it, Lady, 
He is a gracious Prince, long may he live: 
Pertain you to his Chamber? 

Lov. No indecd, Sir, 
That Place is not for Women : No you know me? 

Hat. Yes, I do know you. 

Love. What's my Name? pray you ſpeak. | 

Shar. That's all one, Ido know you and your buſineſs, 
You are diſcover'd, Lady, I am wary, 
lt ſtands upon my Life; pray excuſe me, 
The beſt Man of this Kingdom ſent you hither, 
To dive into me; have I touch'd you? ha? | 

Love. You are deceiv'd, Sir, I come from your Love, 
That ſends you fair commends, and many kiſſes. 

Hat. Alas, poor Soul, how does ſhe? Is ſhe living? 
Keeps ſhe her Bed ſtill? a2 

Le. Still, Sir, ſhe is living, 
And well, and ſhall do ſo. 

Vat. Are ye in Counſel? | 

ive, No, Sir, nor any of my Sex. 


— 


Sbat. 
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Sbat. Why fo, 
If you had been in Counſel, you would know 
Her time to be but ſlender; the mult die. 
Love. I do believe it, Sir. 
Shat. And ſuddenly, 
She ſtands too near a Fortune. 
Low. Sir? 
Shat. *Tis ſo, 
There is no jeſting with a Prince's Title; 


Would we had both been born of common Parents, | 


And liv'd a private and retir'd life 

In homely Cottage, we had then enjoyed 

Our Loves, and our Embraces, theſe are things 

That cannot rend to Treaſon 
Love. 1 am wretched. 
Shat. O I pray as often for the King as any, 

And with as true a Heart, for's continuance, 

And do moreover pray his Heirs may live ; 

And thcir fair Iſſues, then as I am bound 

For all the States and Commons; if theſe Prayers 

Be any ways Ambitious, 1 ſubmit, 

And lay my Head down, let 'em take it off; 

You may inform againſt me, but withal 

Remember my Obedience to the Crown, 

And Service to the State. 

Love, Good Sir, I love ye. 


Sbat. Then love the gracious King, and ſay with me. 


Love, Heav'n fave his Grace. 
Shar. This is ſtrange 
A Woman ſhould be ſent to undermine me, 
And buz Love into me to try my Spirit; 
Offer me Kiſles, and enticing Follies, 
To make me open and betray my ſelf; 
It was a ſubtle and a dangerous Plot, 
And very ſoundly followed; farewel, Lady, 
Let me have <qual hearing, and relate 


I am an honeſt Man. Heav'n ſave the King. { Exv- 


Love. I'll never leave him, 'till, by Art or Frayer, 
I have reſtor'd his Senſes; if I make | 


Him 
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Him perfect Man again, he's mine, till when, 
[ here abjure all loves of other Men. [ Exit. 
Enter Couſin, and Jaques. FL, 
Jag. Nay, good Sir be perſwaded, go but back, 
And tell him he's undone, fay nothing elle; 
And you ſhall ſee how things will work upon't. 
Cu. Not fo, good Jaques, I am held an Als, 
A Country Fool, good to converſe with Dirt, 
And eat courſe Bread, wear the worſt Wooll, 
Know nothing but the High-way to Paris, 
And wouldſt thou have me bring theſe Stains 
And Imperfections to the riſing view 
Of the right worſhipful thy worthy Maſter ? 
They mutt be bright, and ſhine, their Cloaths 
Soft Velvet, and the Thrian Purple, 
Like the Arabian Gums, hung like rhe Sun, 
Their Golden Beams on all fides ; 
duch as theſe may come and know : 
Thy Maſter, I am baſe, and dare not ſpeak unto him, 
He's above me. 
Faq. If ever you did love him, or his State, 
His Name, his iſſue, or your ſelf, go back: 
Twill be an honeſt and a noble part 
Worthy a Kinſman fave zoo Acres 
From preſent execution; hoy have had Sentence, 
And cannot be repriev'd, be merciful. 
Ou. Have I not urg d already all the Reaſons 
| had, to draw him from his Will? his Ruin? 
But all in vain, no Counſel will prevail; | | 
Has fixt himſelf, there's no removing, Jaques, 
Twill prove but Breath and Labour ſpent in vain; 
[1] to my Horſe, farewel. $5) 
Jag. For God's ſake, Sir, 
As ever you have hope of Joy, turn back 
be your Slave for ever, do but go, 
And I will lay ſuch fair Directions to you, 
That if he be not doting on his Fall, 
He ſhall recover ſight, and fee his 
And ye ſhall tell him of his Wife's abuſes, 
| fear, too foul againſt him; how ſhe plots, 


— 


cons The Noble Gentleman. 


With our young Monſieurs, to Milk-dry her Husband. 0 © 
And lay it on their Backs; the next her Pride; 
Then what his Debts are, and how infinite 
The curſes of his Tenants; this will work, 
III pawn my Life and Head, he cries Away, 
II to my Houſe in the Country. | 
Couſ. Come, Ill go, and once more try him, 
If he yield not, ſo, | 
The next that tries him ſhall be want and woe. [ Exe, 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
Enter Gentleman ſolus, 


Gent. T Aques. 
| Fag. within. Sir. 

Gent. Riſe, Faques, tis grown Day, 
The Country Life is beſt, where quietly, 
Free from the clamour of the troubled Court, 
We may enjoy our own green ſhadowed Walks, 
And keep a moderate Diet without Art. 
Why did I leave my Houſe, and bring my Wife, 
To know the manner of this ſubtle place? 
would, when firſt the luſt to Fame and Honour 
Poſſeſt me, I had met with any evil, 
But that; had I been tied to ſtay at home, 
And earn the Bread for the whole Family 
With my own Hand, happy had l been. 

rer Jaques. 

Faq. Sir, this is from your wonted courſe at home, 
When did ye there keep ſuch inordinate hours? 
Go to Bed late? ſtart thrice? and call on me? 
Would you were from this place; our Country ſleeps, 
Although they were but of that moderate length 
That might maintain us in our daily Work, 
Yet were they ſound and ſweet. (lay together 

Gent. Ay, Jaques, there wedreamtnot of our Wives, we 
And needed not; pow at length my Couſin's words, 4 
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& truly meant, mixt with thy timely Prayers 
Go often urged, to keep me at my home, 
Condemn me quite. 

aq. Twas not your Father's courſe : 
He liv'd and dy'd in Orleance, where he had 
His Vioes as fruitful as Experience 
(Which is the Art of Husbandry) could make; 
He had his Preſſes for em, and his Wines 
Were held the beſt, and out-ſold other Mens; 
His Corn and Cattle ſerv'd the Neighbour Towns 
With plentiful Proviſion, yet his thrift 
Could miſs one Beaſt amongſt the Herd; 

He rul'd more where he liv'd, than ever you will here. 
Gent. Tis true, why ſhould my Wife then, gainſt m 
Perſwade me to continue in this courſe ? raved, 

Jag. Why did you bring her hither? At the firit, 
Pefore you warm'd her Blood with new Delights, 
Our Country Sports could have contented her; 
When you firſt married her, a Puppet-play 
Pleas'd her as well as now the Tilting doth. 
She thought her ſelf brave in a Bugle Chain, 
Where Orient Pearl will ſcarce content her now. 
Gent. Sure, Jaques, ſhe ſees ſomething for my good 
More than I do; " oft will talk to me : 
Of Offices, and that ſhe ſhortly hopes, 
By her Acquaintance with the Friends ſhe hath, 
To get a Place ſhall many times outweigh 
bur great Expences, and if this be ſo | 
Jaq. Think better of her words, ſhe doth deceive you, 
ind only for her vain and ſenſual ends 
terſwade ye thus. Let me be ſet ro dwell 
for ever naked in the bareſt Soil, 
do you will dwell from hence. 
- Gent. I ſee my Folly, _ $16 
tack up my ſtuff, I will away this Morn. 
taſte—— haſte. | 
Jag. Ay, now I ſee your Father's Honours 
Trebling upon you, and the many Prayers 
The Country ſpent for him, which almoſt now 
begun to turn to curſes turning back, | 
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And falling like a mighty ſhower 
Upon ye. | 
Gent. Go, call my Wife. 
Jag. But ſhall ſhe not prevail, | 
And iway you, as ſhe oft hath done before ? 
Gent. I will not hear her, but rail on her, 
'Till L be ten Miles off. 
7agq. If you be forty, 
»Twid not be worſe, Sir. 
Gent. Call her up. 
Faq. 1 will, Sir. [ Exit, 
Gent, Why what an Aſs was I, that ſuch a thing 
As a Wife is could ruie me? 
Know not | that Woman was created for the Man, 
That her Deſires, nay all her Thoughts ſhould be 
As his are? Is my Senſe reſtor'd at length? 
Now the ſhall know, that which ſhe ſhould defire, 
She hath a Husband that can govern her, 
| Enter Wife. 
If her Deſires lead me againſt my Will. 
Are you come? 
Wife. What ſed unwonted courſe 
Makes you raiſe me ſo ſoon, that went to Bed 
So late laſt Night ? 
Gent. O you ſhall go to Bed ſooner hereafter, 
And be rais'd again at thrifty hours : 
In Summer time we'll walk 
An hour after our Supper, and to Bed; 
In Winter you ſhall have a ſet at Cards, 
And ſet your Maids to work. 
Wife. What do you mean? 
Gent. Iwill no more of your new Tricks, your Honour 
Your Offices, and all your large Preferments, 
Which ſtill you beat into my Lars hang o'er me, 
I' leave behind for others, the great ſway 
Which I ſhall bear at Court: my living here 
With countenance of your honoured Friends, 
I'll be content to loſe : for you ſpeak this 
Only that you may {till continue here 


In wanton eaſe: and draw me to conſume, 2 


In 


| To raiſe me; I ſee all: make you — ſtraight, 
rſt T 
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In Cloaths and other things idle for ſhew, 
That which my Father got with honeſt thrift. 


Wife. Why, who hath been with you, Sir, 


That you talk thus out of Frame. 


Gent. You make a Fool of me : 
You provide one to bid me forth to Supper, 
And make me promiſe; then muſt ſome one or other 
Invite you forth; if you have born your ſelf 
Looſely to any Gentleman in my _ 
At home, you ask me how I like the Carriage, 
Whether it were not rarely for my good, 
And open'd not a way to my Preferment ? 
Come, I pereeive all: talk not, we'll away. 

Wife. Why, Sir, you'll ſtay 'till the next Triumph 
Day be paſt? 

Gent. Ay, you have kept me here triumphing 
This ſeven Years, and I have ridden through the Streets, 
And bought Embroyder'd Hoſe and Foot-cloaths roo, 
To ſhew a Subject's Zeal, I rode before | 
In this moſt gorgeous Habit, and faluted 
all the Acquaintance I could eſpy f 
From any Window, theſe are ways ye told me 


And in that Gown which you came to Town in, 
Your Safe- guard, Cloak, and your Hood ſuitable: 
Thus on a double Gelding ſhall you amble, 
And my Man Jaques ſhall be ſet before you. 
Wife. But will you go? | 
Gent, I will. 
Wife. And ſhall I too? 
Gent, And you ſhall too. 
Wife. Burt ſhall I, by this light ? \ 
Gent, Why by this light you ſhall. . 
Wife. Then by this light | 
You have no care of your Eſtate and mine. 
Haye we been ſeven Years venturing in a Ship, 
and now upon return, with a fair Wind, 
and a calm Sea, full fraught with our own Wiſhes, 
Laden with Wealth and Honour to the brim, 
And ſhall we fly away, and not receive it? ga 
ave 
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Have we been Tilling, Sowing, Labouring, 
With Pain and Charge a long and tedious Winter, 
And when we ſee the Corn above the Ground, 
Youthful as is the Morn and the full Ear, 
That promiſcs to ſtuff our ſpacious Garners, 
Shall we then let it rot, and never reap it? 
Gent. Wife talk no more, your Rhetorick comes too late, 
I am inflexible; and how dare you 
Adventure to direct my courſe of Life? 
Was not the Husband made to rule the Wife? 
Wife. Tis true; but where the Man doth miſs his way; 
It is the Woman's part to ſet him right; 
So Fathers have a power to guide their Sons 
In all their courſes, yet you oft have ſeen 
Poor little Children, that have both their Eyes, 
Lead their blind Fathers, | bit #4 
Gent. She has a plaguy Wit, 
I fay you're but a little piece of Man. 
Wife. But ſuch a piece, as being ta'en away, 
Man cannot laſt : The faireſt and talleſt Ship, 
That ever Sail'd, is by a little piece of the ſame 
Wood, ſteer'd right, and turn'd about. 15 
Gent. Tis true ſhe ſays, her Anſwers ſtand with Reaſon. 
Wife. But, Sir, your Couſin put this in your Head, 
Who is an Enemy to your Preferment, 
Becauſe I ſhould not take place of his Wife; 
Come, by this Kiſs, thou ſhalt not go Sweet-heart. 
Gent. Come, by this Kiſs, I will go-Sweet-heart, 
On with your riding Stuff; I know your tricks, 
And if Preferment fall e' er you be ready; | 
*Tis welcome, elſe adieu the City Life: 
Wife. Well, Sir, I will obey. 
Gent. About it then. 55 
Wife. To pleaſe your humour, I would dreſs my ſelf 
In the moſt loathſome Habit you could name, 
Or travel any whither o'er the World, 
If you command me; it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, 
The frailty of a Woman, whoſe weak Mind 
Is often ſet on looſe delights, and news 


Hath drawn her Husband to conſume his State, n 
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n the vain Hope of that which never fell, 
Gent. About it then, Women are pleaſant Creatures, 
When once a Man begins to know himſelf. 
Wife. But hark you, Sir, becauſe I will be ſure, 
You ſhall have no Excuſe, no Word to ſay 
In your Defence hereafter, when you ſec 
What Honours were prepar'd for you and me, 
Which you thus willingly have thrown away, 
I tell you I did look for preſent Honour, 
This Morning for you, which I know had come : 
But if they do not come e'er I am ready 
(Which I will be the ſooner leaſt they ſhould) 
When I am once ſet in a Country Lite, 
Not all the Power of Earth ſhall alter me, | 
Not all your Prayers or Threats ſhall make me ſpeak 
The leaſt Words to my honourable Friends, 
To do you any Grace. _ 
Gent. I will not wiſh it. | 
Wife. And never more hope to be honourable. 
Gent, My Hopes are lower. 
Wife. As I live you ſhall not. 
You ſhall be ſo far from the Name of noble, 
That you ſhall never ſee a Lord again 
You ſhall not ſee a Mask, or Barriers, 
Or Tilting, or a ſolemn Chriſtning, 
Or a great Marriage, or new Fire-works, 
Orany Bravery ; but you ſhall live 
at home, beſpotted with your own lov'd Dirt, 
In ſcurvy Cloaths, as you were wont to do, 
and to content you, I will live ſo too. 
Cent. Tis all I wiſh, make haſte, the Day draws on, 
It ſhall be my Care to ſee your Stuff packt up, 
IVife, It ſhall be my Care to gull you; you ſhall ſtay, 
[ Exit Gent. 
And more than ſo, intreat me humbly too, 
ou ſhall have Honours preſently. Maria. 
Enter Maria. 
Mar. Madam. 
Hife. Bring hither Pen, Ink, and Paper. 
| Mar, Tis here. | 
In /. Your Maſter will not ſtay, 
Vol., VI. 8 Unleſs 
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Unleis Preferment come within an Hour. 
Mar. Let him command one of City Gates, 
In time of Mutiny, or you may provide him 
To be one of the Council, for invading 
Some ſavage Country to plant Chriſtian Faith. 
Mife. No, no, I haveit for him, call my Page: 
Now, my dear Husband, there it is will fit you., Er Maris, 
And when the World ſhall ſee what 1 haye done, 
Let it not move the Spleen of any Wife, 
To make an Aſs of her beloved Husband, 
Without good Ground; but if they will be drawn 
To any reaſon by you, do not gull them; | 
But if they grow conceited of themſelves, 
And be fine Gentlemen, have no Mercy, 
Publiſh them to the World, *twill do them good 
When they ſhall ſec their Follies underſtood. 
Go bear theſe Letters to my Servant, 
And bid him make haſte, I will dreſs my ſelf 
In all the Journey-Cloaths I us'd before, 
Not to ride, but to make the Laughter more. ¶ Exit 
Enter Gentleman and Jaques. 
Gent. Is a'l packt up? 
Faq. All, all, Sir, there is no Tumbler 
Rurs through his Hoop with more Dexterity, 
Than 1 about this Buſineſs : *Tis a Day, 
That | have long long'd to fee. 
Gent. Come, Where's my Spurs? 
Jaq. Here, Sir, and now 'tis come. 
Gent. Ay, Jaques, now, 
I thank my Fates, 1 can command my Wie. 
Jag. I am glad to ſee it, Sir. 
Gent. I do not love always 
To be made a Puppy, Jaques. 
7aq. Bur yer methinks your Worſhip does not look, 
Night like a Country Gentleman. 
Geut. 1 will, give me my t'other Hat. 
Faq. Here. 
Cent. So, my Jcerkin, 
Jag. Ves, Sir. 


(ent, On with it Jaques, thou and 1 Wi 
| | * 
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Will live ſo finely in the Country, Fagques, 
And have ſuch pleaſant Walks into the Woods 
A Mornings, and then bring home riding Rods, 
And walking Staves ——— 

Faq. ani { will bear them, Sir, 
And Scourge- ſticks for the Children. 

Gent. So thou ſhalt, 

And thou ſhalt do all, over-ſee my Work-folks, 
And at the Weeks end pay 'em all their Wages. 
Faq. 1 will, Sir, ſo your Worſhip give me Mony. 

Gent. Thou ſhalt receive all too; give me my Drawers. 
7aq. They are ready, Sir. 
Gent. And I will make thy Miſtreſs, 
My Wife, look to her Landry, and her Dairy, 
That we may have our Linnen clean on Sundays. 
Jaq. And Holy-days. + 
Gent. Ay, and e'er we walk about the Grounds 
Provide our Breakfaſt, 
Or ſhe ſhall ſmoke, Vil have her a good Huſwife: 
She ſhall not make a Voyage to her Siſters, | 
But ſhe ſhall live at home, | 
And feed her Pullen fat, and ſee her Maids 
In Bed hefore her, and lock all the Doors. 
Jag. Why that will be a Life for Kings and Queens. 
Cent. Give me my Scarf with the great Button quickly. 
Jag. 'Tis done, Sir. 
Gent, Now my Mittens. 
Jag. Here chey are, Sir. 
Cent. Tis well; now my great Dagger. 
Jag. There. ö ws 
Cent. Why ſo; thus it ſhould be, now my riding Rod. 
Jag. There's nothing wanting, Sir. (DE 
Cent. Another, Man, to tick under my Girdle. 
91 729. There it is. 
Cent. All is well. 
Jag. Why now methinks your Worſhip looks 
Like to your ſelf, a Man of Means and Credit, 
did your grave and famous Anceſtors 
de up and down to Fairs, and cheapen Cattle, 
Ceur. Go, haften your _ Sirtah. 
; 2 
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Jag. It ſhall be done. Exit Jaques 
Enter Servant and Page. 
Ser. Who's that? Who's that, Boy? | 
Page. I think it be my Maſter. (Rod? 
Ser. Who, he that walks in gray, whisking his riding 
Page. Yes, Sir, tis he. 
Ser. Tis he indeed, he is prepar'd 
For his new Journey; when I wink upon you, 
Run out and tell the Gentleman 'tis time 
Monſieur, good Day. (ready, 
Gent. Monſicur, your Miſtreſs is within, but yet not 
Ser. My. Buſineſs is with you, Sir; 'tis reported, 
I know not whether by ſome Enemy 
Maliciouſly, that envies your great Hopes, 
And would be ready to ſow Diſcontents 
Betwixt his Majeſty and you, or truly, 
Which on my Faith I would be ſorry for, 
That you intend to leave the Court in haſte. 
Gent. Faith, Sir, within this half Hour. Jaques 
Faques within Sir? 
Gent, Is my Wife ready? 
Jag. Preſently. 
Ser, But, Sir, 
I needs mult tell you, as I am your Friend, 
You ſhould have ta'en your Journey privater, 
For 'tis already blaz'd about the Court. 
Sent. Why, Sir, I hope it is no Treaſon, is it? 
Ser. *Tis true, Sir, but tis grown the common Tall 
There's no Diſcovery elſe held, and in the Preſence 
All the Nobility and Gentry. 
Having nothing in their Mouths but only this, 
Monſieur Marine, that noble Gentleman, 
Is now departing hence; every Man's Face 
Looks ghaſtly on his Fellows; ſuch a Sadneſs 
(Before this Day) I ne'er beheld in Court, | 
Mens Hearts begin to fail them when they hear it, 
In Expectation of the great Event | 
That nceds muſt follow it; pray Heav'n it be 75 8 
Gent. Why, I had rather all their Hearts ould fa 
Than I ſtay hete until my Purſe fail mm. 97 
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Ser. But yet you are a Subject, and beware, 
charge you by the Love I bear to you, 
How you do venture raſhly on a Courſe, 
To make your Sovereign jealous of your Deeds; 
For Princes Jealouſtes, where they love mot, 
Are eaſily found, bur they be hardly loſt. 
Gent. Come, theſe are Tricks, I ſmell 'em, I will go, 
Kr. Have I not ſtill profeſt my ſelf your Friend? 
Gent. Yes, but you never ſhew'd it me yer. 
Her. But now I will, becauſe I ſee you wile, 
And give ye thus much Light into a Buſineſs, — 
That came to me but now, be reſolute, 
Stand ſtifly to it that you will depart, 
And preſently. 
Gent. Why fo I mean to do. 
Ser. And by this Light you may be what you will 
Will you be ſecret, Sir ? 
Gent, Why? What's the Matter? 
Kr. The King does fear you. 
Gent, How? 
Ser. And is now in Counſel. 
Gent, About me ? 
Ser. About you, and you be wiſe, 
You'll find he's in Counſel about you. 
His Counſellors have told him all the Truth. 
Gent, What Truth? 
Sr. Why, that which now he knows too well. 
Gent, What is't? 
der. That you have follow'd him ſeven Years, 
With a great Train; and though he have not grac'd you, 
Yet you have div'd into the Hearts of thouſands, 
With Liberality and noble Carriage; 
And if you ſhould depart home unpreferr'd, 
all diſcontented and ſeditious Spirits 
Would flock to you, and thruſt you into Action: 
With whoſe help, and your Tenants,who doth not know 
f you were ſo diſpos'd) (France 
ow great a part of this yet fertile peaceful Realm of 


lou might make deſolate ? But when the King 
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Gent. What ſaid he? 
Ser Nothing, but ſhook, 
As never Chriſtian Prince did ſhake before. 
And to be ſhort, you may be what you will? 
But be not ambitious, Sir, fit down ; 
With moderate Honours, leaſt you make your ſelf 
More fcar d. 
Gent. I know, Sir, what I have to do 
In mine own Buſineſs. 
Enter Longuevile. 
Long. Where's Monſieur Mount Marine, 
Ser. Why there he ſtands, will you ought with him? 
Long. Ves: Good Day, Monſicur Marine. 
Gent, Good Day to you. 
Long His Majeſty doth commend himſelf 
Mott kindly to you, Sir, and hath, by me, 
Sent you this Favour : Kneel down, riſe a Knight. 
Gent. I thank his Majeſty. 
Long. And he doth further requeſt you 
Not to leave the Court ſo ſoon, | 
For thou:h your former Merits have been lighted, 
Aſter this time there ſhall no Office fall 
Worthy your Spirit, as he doth confeſs 
There's none ſo great, but you ſhall ſure'y have it. 
Ser. Do you hear? if you yield yet you are an Af. 
Gent, I'll ſhew my Service to his Majeſty 
In greater things than theſe, but for this ſmall one 
I muſt intreat his Highneſs to excuſe me. 
Long. Pl bear your Knightly Words unto the King, 
And bring his princely Anſwer back again. ¶ Exit Long: 
Ser. Well ſaid, be reſolute a while, I know 
There is a Tide of Honours coming on: 
1 warrant you. 
Enter Bewford. 
Few. Where is this new made Knight? 
Gent. Here, Sir. 
Bew. Let me enfold you in my Arms, 
Then call you Lord, the King will have it ſo, 
Who doth entreat your Lordſhip to remember 
His Meſſage ſent to you by Longuevi.c. 


Her. 
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Ser. If ye be dirty, and dare not mount aloft; 
You may yield now, I know what I would do. 
Gent. Peace, I will fit him tell his Majeſty 
I am a Subject, and I do confeſs 
| ſerve a gracious Prince, that thus hath heap'd 
Honours on me without deſert; but yet 
As for the Meſſage, Buſineſs urgeth me, 
I muſt be gone, and he muſt pardon me, 
Were he ten thouſand Kings and Emperors. 
Bew, I'll tell him fo. | 
Ser, Why, this was like your ſelf. 
Bew. As he hath wrought him, *tis the fineſt Fellow 
That er was Chriſtmaſs Lord, he carrics it 
So truely to the Life, as though he were 
One of the Plot to gull himſelf. [Exit Bewford. 
Serv. Why , you ſent the wiſeſt and the ſhrewdeſt 
Unto the King, 1 ſwear, my honoured Friend, (Answer 
That ever any Subject ſent his Liege. 
Gent, Nay now I know | have him on the Hip, 
III follow it. 
Enter Longuevile. 
Log. My honourable Lord, 
Give me your noble Hand right courteous Peer, 
And from henceforth be a courtly Earl; 
The King ſo wills, and Subjects mutt obcy : 
Only he doth deſire you to conſider 
Of his Requeſt, | 5 
Srv, Why faith you're well my Lord, yield to him. 
Cent. Yield? Why 'twas my Plot. 
Lr. Nay, 'twas your Wife's Plot, 
Gent. To get Preferment by it, 
And thinks he now to pop me i'th* Mouth 
But with an Earldome ? I'll be one Step higher. 
Serv, Tis the fineſt Lord, I am afraid anon ; 
fe will ſtand upon't to ſhare the Kingdom with him. 
| Enter Bewford. 
Bew. Where's this courtly Earl? 
His Majeſty commends his Love unto you 
And will you but now grant to his Requeſt, 


e bids you be a Duke, and chuſe of whence, 
84 Serv 


3116 The Noble Gentleman. 


Ser. Why if you yield not now, you are undone; 
W hat can you wiſh to have more, but the Kingdom? 
Gent. So pleaſe his Majeſty, I would be Duke of Bu. 
Becaule I like the Place. (gundy, 
Bew. I know the King is pleas'd. 
Gent. Then will I {tay and kiſs his Highneſs Hand. 
Bew. E is Majeſty will be a glad Man when he hears it 
Long.But how ſhall we keep this from theW orld's Ear, 
Thar ſome one tell him not, he is no Duke? 
Ser. We'll think of that anon. 
Why Gentlemen, Is this a gracious Habit for a Duke? 
Each gentle Body ſet a Finger too 
To pluck the Clouds of this his riding Weeds 
From off the orient Sun of his beſt Cloaths ; 
VII pluck one Boot and Spur off. 
Long. I another. 
Bew. Vil pluck his Jerkin off, 
Ser. Sit down, my Lord: 
Both his Spurs off at once good Longuevile, 
And Bewford, take that Scarfe off, and that Hat 
Noth not become his largely ſprouting Forehcad. 
Now ſet your gracious Foot to this of mine, 
One pluck will do it; fo, off with the other. 


Long. Lo, thus your Servant Longuevile doth: pluck } 


The Trophy of your former Gentry off. 
Off with his Jerkin, Bewford. 
Ser. Didit thou never ſce | 
A nimble-footed Tailor ſtand fo in his Stockings, 
Whilſt ſome Friend help'd to pluck his Jerkin off, 
To dance a Jigg ? | 
Enter Jaques. 
Long. Here's his Man Jaques come, 
Booted and ready till. 
Jag. My Miſtreſs ſtays; : 
Why how now, Sir? What does your Worſhip. mea 
To pluck your grave and thrifty Habit off. 
Cen. My Slippers, Jaques. 
Long. O thou mighty Duke, 
Pardon this Man, | 
That thus hath treſpaſſed in Ignorance, 
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Gent. J pardon him. 

Long. His Gracc's Slippers, Jaques. 

Faq. Why what's the matter? 

Long, Foot-man, he's a Duke: 
The King hath rais'd him above all his Land. 

aq. I'll to his Couſin preſently, and tell him ſo; 
Owhat a Dung-hill Country Rogue was I. ¶ Exit Jaques. 
Enter Wife. 

Ser. See, ſee, my Miſtreſs. 

Long. Let's obſerve their greeting. 

Wife. Unto your Will, as every good Wife ought, 
[ have turn'd all my thoughts, and now am ready. 

Gent. O Wite, 1 not worthy to kiſs the leaſt 
Of all thy Toes, much leſs thy Thumb, 
Which yet I would be bold with; all thy Counſel 
Hath been to me Angelica], but mine to thee 
Hath been molt dirty, like my Mind: | 
Dear Dutcheſs, 1 muſt ſtay. 7 

Vife. What are you mad, to make me 
Dreſs, and undreſs, turn and wind me, 
Becauſe you find me plyant? ſaid I not 
The whole World ſhould not alter me, if once 
were reſolv d? and now you call me Dutcheſs: 
Why what's the matter? | 

Gent. Lo a Knight doth kneel. 

Wife. A Knight? 

Gent, A Lord. 

Wife, A Fool. 

Gent. I ſay doth kneel an Earl, a Duke. 

Long. In Drawers. 

gew. Without Shoes. 

Wife. Sure you are Lunatick. 
Her. Na, honoured Dutcheſs, 
you dare but believe your Servant's truth, 
[know he is a Duke. 

Ling, God ſave his Grace. 

Mife. 1 ask your Grace's Pardon, 

Gent. Then I riſe, 
\nd here, in token that all ſtrife ſhall end | 


Twixt thee and me, I let my Drawers fall, 


And 
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And to thy Hands I do deliver them, 
Which ſignifies, that in all Acts and Speeches, 
From this time forth, my Wife ſhall wear the Breeche, 


Serv, An honourable Compoſition. [ Exeun, 


ACT IIL SCENE 1 
Enter Coufin and Jaques, 


Couſ. g* ALL I believe thee, Jaques? 
Faq. Sir, you may. 
Couſ. Didit thou not dream? 
Faq. I did not. 
Couſ. Nor imagine? 
7aq. Neither of both: I ſaw him great and mighty, 
I ſaw the Monſieurs bow, and heard them cry, 
Good Health and Fortune to my Lord the Duke, 
Cu A Duke art ſure? a Duke? | 
Jag. I am ſure a Duke, 
And to urg, as | know my ſelf for Jaques. 
- Couſ. Yer the Sun may dazel: Jaques, was it not 
Some lean Commander of an angry Block-houſc, 
To keep the Fleemi/h Eel-Boats from Invaſion, 
Or ſome bold Baron able to diſpend 
His fifty Pounds a Year, and meet the Foe 
Upon the King's Command, in gilded Canvas, 
And do his Deeds of worth ? Or was it not 
Some Place of Gain, as Clerk to the great Band 
Of Mariboncs, that People call the Switzers? 
Men made of Beef and Sarcenet? (Preſence: 
Faq. Is a Duke's Chamber hung with Nables like 
Ou. I am ſomething wavering in my Faith; 
Would you would ſettle me, and ſwear *tis ſo, 
Is he a Duke indeed ? 
aq. I ſwear he is. 
Conf. 1 am ſatisfy'd, he is my Kinſman, Faques, 
And I his poor unworthy Couſin, - 


Jag. Tr ue, Sir. an . 


If 
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Couſ. 1 might have been a Duke too, 1 had means, 
A Wife as fair as his, and as wiſe as his; 
Ard cou d have brookt the Court as well as his, 
And laid about her for her Husband's Honour: 
O Jaques, had 1 ever dreamt of this, 
| had prevented” him. 
Jag. Faith, Sir, it came 
Above our Expectation, we were wiſe 
Only in ſeeking to undo this Honour, 
Which ſhew'd our Dung hill breeding and our Dirt. 
Couſ. Bur tell me, Faques, 
Why could we not perceive ? what dull Devil 
Wrought us to croſs this noble courſe, perſwading 
Twould be his Overthrow ? fore me a Courtier 
Is he that knows all, Jaques, and does all, 
'Tis as his noble Grace hath often ſaid, 
And very wiſely, Jaques, we are Fools, 
And underſtand juſt nothing. 4 
Jag. Ay, as we were, I confels it. 
But riſing with our great Maſter, 
We ſhall be call'd to knowledge with our places, 
Tis nothing to be wife, not thus much there, 
There's not the leaſt of the Billet-dealers, 
Nor any of the Paſtry, or the Kitche 


But have it in meaſure delicate. X 


(ask you mercy, Faques, that near Name 
Is too familiar for me) ſhould give promiſe 
Of ſome great Benefits to his Attendants. 

Jag. have a ſuit my ſelf, and it is ſure, 
Or I miſtake my ends much. 

Ou What is't, Faquer, 
* not crave the place? 
Jag. Yes, Sir, you ſhall, 
Tis to be but his Grace's Secretary, 
Which is my little all, and my Ambition, 
Till my known Worth ſhall take me by the Hand 
And ſet me higher; how the Fates may do 
a this poor Thread of Life, is yet uncertain 


Cuſ. Methinks this greatneſs of the Duke's my Coufin's 
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1 was not born, I take it, for a Trencher, 
Nor to eſpouſe my Miſtreſs Dairy-maid. 
Couſ. I am reſolv'd my Wife ſhall up to Court; 
Il furniſh her, that is a ſpeeding courſe, 
And cannot chuſe but breed a mighty Fortune; 
W hat a fine Youth was I, to let him ſtart, 
And get the riſe before me? Pll diſpatch, 
And put my ſelf in Monies. 
Jag. Maſs tis true, 
And now you talk of Mony, Sir, my buſineſs 
For taking thoſe Crowns mult be diſpatch'd: 
This little Plot in the Country lies moſt fit 
To do his Grace ſuch ſerviceable uſes, 
I muſt about ir. 
Couſ. Yer, before you go, 
Give me your hand, and bear my humble ſervice 
To the great Duke your Maſter, and his Dutcheſs, 
And live your ſelf in favour: Say, my Wife 
Shall there attend them ſhortly, ſo farewel. 
Jag. I'll ſee you mounted, Sir, 
Cou ſ. It may not be, 
Your Place is far above it, ſpare your ſelf, 
And know Iam your Servant, fare ye well. ¶ Exit Cu 
Faq. Sir, I ſhall reſt to be commanded by you, 
This place of Secretary will not content me, 
I mult be more and greater: let me ſee ; 
To be a Baron is no ſuch great matter 
As People take it: for ſay I were a Count, 
I am {till an under Perſon to this Duke, 7 
Which methinks ſounds but harſhly: but a Duke? 
O I am ſtrangely taken, tis a Duke 
Or nothing; I'll adviſe upon't, and fee 
What may be done by Wit and Induftry. [Exit 
Enter Wife, Longuevil, Bewford and Servants. 
Wiſe. It muſt be carried cloſely, with a care 
That no Man ſpeak unto him, or come near him, 
Without our private knowledge, or be made 
Afore-hand to our Practice: 
My good Husband, 
{ ſhall entreat you now to ſtay a while, 
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And prove a noble Coxcomb. 
Gentlemen, 
Your Counſel and Advice about this Carriage. 
Ser. Alas, 2 Man, I do begin to mourn 
His dire Maſſacre; what a Perſecution 
Is pouring down upon him? ſure he is ſinful, | 
Long. Let him be kept in's Chamber, under ſhew 
Of State and Dignity, and no Man ſuffer'd 
To ſee his noble Face, or have Acceſs, 
But we that are Conſpirators. (his Tenants, 
Bew. Or elſe down with him into the Country amongſt 
There he may live far longer in his Greatneſs, 
And play the Fool in Pomp amongſt his Fellows. 
Wife. No, he ſhall play the Fool in the City, and ſtay, 
I will not loſe the greatneſs of this Jeſt, 
That ſhall be given ro my Wit, for the whole Revenues. 
Ser. Then thus; we'll have a Guard about his Perſon, 
That no Man come too near him, and our ſelves 
Always in company; have him into the City 
To ſee his Face ſwell z whilſt, in divers corners, 
Some of our own appointing ſhall be ready 
To cry Heav'n bleſs your Grace, long live your Grace. 
. Wife. Servant, your Counſel's excellent good, 
And ſhall be follow'd; *rwill be rarely ſtrange 
To ſee him ſtated thus, as though he went 
A ſhroving through the City, or intended 
To ſet up ſome new Wake: 
| ſhall not hold 
From open Laughter, when I hear him cry, 
Come hither my ſweet Dutcheſs; let me kits 
Thy gracious Lips: for this will be his Phraſes ?... 
| fear me nothing but his Legs will break 
it. Under his mighty weight of ſuch a Greatneſs... 
Bew. Now methinks, deareſt Lady, you are too cruel; 
His very Heart will freeze in knowing this. 
Wife, No, no, the Man was never of ſuch deepneſs, 
To make Conceit his Maſter: Sir, I'll aſſure ye 
He will out- liye twenty ſuch Pageants. 
Were he but my Couſin, or my Brother, 
And ſuch a deſperate killer of his Fortune, 
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In this belief he ſhould dye, though it coſt me 
A thouſand Crowns a Day to hold it up; 
Or were I not known his Wife, and fo to have 
An equal feeling of this IIl he faffers, 
He ſhould be thus, till all the Boys i'th* Town 
Made ſuit to wear his Badges in their Hats, 
And walk before his Grace with Sticks and Noſe-pays: 
We Married Women hold — 
Ser. Tis well, no more. 
The Duke is entring, ſet your Faces right, 
And bow like Country Prologues : Here he comes, 
Make room afore, the Duke is entring. 
ORE Enter Duke. 
Long. The choiceſt Fortunes wait upon our Duke, 
Ser. And give him all Content and Happineſs. 
Bew. Let his great Name live to the end of time. 
Duke. We thank you, and arepleas'dro give you notice 
We ſhall at fitter times wait on your Loves, 
"Till when, be near us. 
Long. 'Tis a valiant Purge, and works extreamly; 
*Thas delivered him | | 
Of all right worſhipful and gentle Humours, 
And left his Belly full of Nobleneſs. 
Duke. It pleaſed the King my Mafter, 
For ſundry Virtues not unknown to him, 
And the all-ſeeing State, to lend his Hand, 
And raiſe me to this Eminence; how this 
May ſeem to other Men, or ſtir the Minds 
Of ſuch as are my fellow Peers, I know nor, 
I would defire their loves in juſt deſigns. 
Wife. Now by my Faith he does well, very well: 
Beſhrew my Heart I have not ſeen a better, 
Of a raw Fellow, that before this day 
Never rehearſt his State: 'tis marvellous well- 
Fer. Is. he not Duke indeed, ſee how he looks 
As if his Sp'rit were a laſt or two 
Above his Veins, and ſtretcht his noble Hide. (nok. 
Long. He's high-brac'd like a Drum, pray God he break 
Bew. Why let him break, there's but Dans 
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Long. May it pleaſe your Grace to ſee the City, 
Twill be ro the Minds and much contentment 
Ot the doubtful People. 
Duke. I am determir'd fo, till my return 
[leave my honour'd Dutcheſs to her Chamber. 
Be careful of your Health, I pray you be ſo. 
F Her. Your Grace ſhall ſuffer us your humble Servants 
To give Attendance, fit ſo great a Perſon 
Upon your Body. 
Duke. 1 am pleaſed fo. 
Lu. Away good Bewford, raiſe a Guard ſufficient 
To keep him from the reach of Tongues, be quick; 
And do you hear, remember how the Streets 
Muſt be diſpos'd with, for Cries, and Salutations. 
Your Grace determines not to ſee the King 
Duke. Not yet, I ſhall be ready ten days hence 
ice Jo kiſs his Highneſs Hand, and give him thanks, 
As it is fit I ſhould, for his great Bounty. 6 
St forward, Gentlemen. | 
Crom. Room for the Duke there. 


[ Exeunt Duke and Train. 
Wife, Tis fit he ſhould have room to ſhew his Mighti- 
He ſwells ſo with his Poyſon, (nels, 


Tis b-tter to reclaim ye thus, than make 
\ Sheep's-head of you, it had been but your due; 
but I have mercy, Sir, and mean to reclaim you 
by a directer courſe. | 
That W oman is not worthy of a Soul, | 
That has the ſovereign Power to rule her Husband, 
ind gives her Title up, fo long provided 
there be fair play, and his State not wrong d. 
Enter Shattillion. ( (prings, 
War. I would be glad to know whence this new Duke 
The People buz abroad; or by what Title Wn 
Me receiv'd his Dignity, *tis very ſtrange 
[here ſhould be ſuch cloſe jugling in the State, 
ot. but I am ty'd to ſilence, yet a day 
ak May come, and ſocn, to perfect all theſe doubts. 
lt. Wife. It is the mad Shattillion, by my Soul, 
's- Luuffer much for this poor Gentleman; ** 
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PII ſpeak to him, may be he yct knows me. 
Monſieur Sattillion. 
Shat. Can you give me reaſon from whence 5 | 
This great Duke ſprang, that walks abroad? 3 
Wife. Even from the King himſelf. / 


Shar. As you are a Woman, I think you may be cover; 5 

Vet your Prayer would do no harm, good Woman. | 

Wife. God preſerve him. A; 
Enter Shattillion's Love. 

Shat, I ſay Amen, and fo ſay all good Subjects. 

Love. Lady, as ever you have lov'd, or ſhall, You 

As you have hope of Heav'n, lend your Hand Hay 


And Wit, to draw this poor diſtracted Man 
Under your Roof, from the broad Eyes of People, 
And wonder of the Streets. 
Wife, With all my Heart ; 
My feeling of his grief and loſs is much. 
Love. Sir, now you are come ſo near the Priſon, will ye 
Go in, and viſit your fair Love: poor Soul 
She would be glad to ſee you. 
Sat. This ſame Duke is but 
Apocryphal, there's no Creation 
That can ſtand, where Titles are not right. 
Love. Tis true, Sir. 
Sbat. This is another draught upon my Life; 
Let me examine well the words I ſpake. 
The words I ſpake were, that this novel Duke 
Is not o'th' true making, *tis to me moſt certain. 
Wife. You are as right, Sir, as you went by Line. 
Hat. And to the grief of many thouſands moi e. 
Wife. If ther. be any ſuch, God comfort them. (pleaſe; 
Shat. Whoſe Mouths may open when the time {hall 
I'm betray'd, commend me to the King, 
And tell him 1 am ſound, and crave but Juſtice; 
You ſhall not need to have your Guard upon me, 
Which 1 am ſure are plac'd for my attachment; 
Lead on; I'm obedicnt to my Bonds. 
Love. Good Sir, be not diſpleaſed with us; 
We are but Servants to his Highneſs will, 
To make that good, 


Val. 


ye 


Sbat. 


Vat. I do forgive you even with my Heart; 
%all I intreat a Favour ? 
Wife. Any thing. 
| Shar. To ſee my Love before that fatal Stroak, 
And publiſh to the World my Chriſtian Death, 
And true Obedience to the Crown of France. 


Live. I hope it ſhall not need, Sir, for there is Mercy, 


As well as Juſtice, in his Royal Heart. | Exenunt. 
| Enter three Gentlemen, - 
Gent. Every Man take his Corner, here am I, 
You there, and you in that Place, ſo be perfect, 
Have a great Care your Cries be loud; and Faces 
Full of dejected Fear and Humbleneſs. 
[He comes. 


Enter Jaques. 
Jag. Fie, how theſe Streets are charg'd and ſwell'd 
With theſe ſame raſcally People? Give more Room, 
Or T ſhall have occaſion to diſtribute  __ - 
A martial Alms amongſt you as I am a Gentleman 
have not ſeen ſuch rude Diſorder, 
hey follow him like a Prize, there's no true Gaper 
Like to your Citizen, he will be ſure 1 144 
he Bears ſhall not paſs by his Door in Peace, 
put he and all his Family will follow. 
Room there afore; ſound. | 

Enter Duke and his Company. 
Jag. Give Room, and keep your Places, 
d you may ſee enough; keep your Places. 
Long. Theſe People are too far unmanner'd, thus 
0 ſtop your Grace's way with Multitudes. 


Vhich I will anſwer, it it pleaſe my Stars (Loves 
o ſpare me Life and Health. 

Gent. Bleſs your Grace. 

Duke. And you, with all my Heart: 

Gent. Now Heav'n preſerve your happy Days. 
Duke. I thank you too. | 
Gent. Now Hear'n fave your Grace; 
Duke. I thank you all. 

bew, On there before. 

Vor. VI. 
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Duke. Rebuke them not, good Monſieur, tis their 
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Duke. Stand, Geiitlemen, ſlay yet a while, 


For I am minded to impart my Love 
To theſe good People and my Friends, 
Whoſe Love and Prayers for my Greatnefs 
Are equal in abundance; note me well, 
And with my Words, my Heart; for as the Tree 
Long. Your Grace had beſt beware, twill beinform'd 
Your Greatneſs with the People. 
Duke. 1 had more, 
My honelt and ingenious People But 
The Weight of Buſineſs hath prevented me, 
I am calld from you; but this Tree I ſpake of 
Shall bring forth Fruit, I hope, to your Content. 
And ſo I mare my Bowels amongſt you all. 
Omnes. A noble Duke, a very noble Duke. 
a Enter a Gentleman. 
Ser. Afore there, Gentlemen. | 
Gent. You're faithfully met, good Monſieur, Mount 
Ser. Be advis'd, the time is alter'd. (Marine. 
Gent. Is he not the ſame Man he was afore? 
Duke. Still the ſame Man to you, Sir. | 
Long. You havereceiy'd mighty Grace, be thankful. 
Gent. Let me not die in Ignorance. | 
Long. You ſhall not. 
Then know, the King, out of his love, hath pleas'd 
To ſtile him Duke of Burgundy. mY | 
Gent, O great Duke, 
Thus low I plead for Pardon, and defire 
To be enrol'd amongſt your pooreſt Slaves. 

Duke. Sir, you have Mercy, and withal my Hand, 
From henceforth let me call you one of mine. 
Ser. Make room afore there, and diſmiſs the, People. 

Duke. veryManto hisHouſe in Peace andquier.(Dukc. 


Peo. Now Heav'n preſerve the Duke, Heay'n blels the 
| * - ( LExeunt« 


| Enter. Wife, 1 
Wife. This Letter came this Morn from my Couſin; 
To the great Lady, high and mighty Dutches 
Ot Burgundy, be theſe delivered. Oh, E ot 
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For a ſtronger Lace to keep my Breath 
That I may laugh the nine Days, till the Wonder 
| Fall to an Ebb: The high and mighty Dutcheſs ? 
The high and mighty God? Whar a Stile is this? 
Methinks it goes ike a Duchy Lope-man, 
A Ladder of an hundred Rounds wiil fail | 
To reach the Top on't: Well, my gentle Couſin, 
I know, by theſe Contents, your itch of Honour; 
You mult to the Court you ſay, and very ſhortly ; 
You ſhall be welcome; and it your Wife have Wit, 
[11 put her in a thriving Courſe, if not 
Her own Sin on her own Head, not a Blot 
Shall ſtain my Reputation, only this 
I :nuſt for Healths ſake ſometimes make an Aſs 
| Of che tame Moil my Husband; twill do him good, 
And give him freſher Brains,. me freſher Blood. 
Now for the noble Duke, I hear him coming, 
Enter Duke and his Train. 
Your Grace is well return'd. x 
Duke. As well as may be, 
Never in younger Health, never more able: 
mean to be your Bed- fellow this Night, 
Let me have good Encounter. 
Bew. Bleſs me Heav'n, | 
What a hot Meat this Greatneſs is? 
Long. It may be fo, 
For I'll be ſworn he hath not got a Snap 
This two Months on my Knowledge, or her Woman 
sdamn'd for ſwearing it.” 
Duke, I thank you Gentlemen for your Attendance, 
And alſo your great Pains, pray know my Lodgings 
better and oftner, do ſo, Gentlemen. 
Now by my Honour, as I am a Prince, 
| lpcak ſincerely, know my Lodgings better, 
ind be not Strangers, I ſhall ſee your Service 
ind your Deſervings, when you leaſt expect. 
Om. We humbly thank your Grace for this great 
Duke. Faques? (Favour. 
Fo! Wl 749. Your Grace. 2 | | 
Puke, Be ready for the Country, 
T 2 And 


3127 


— 


nt 


; 128 The Noble Gentleman. 


And let my Tenants know the King's great Love: 
Say I would ſee them, but the Weight at Court 
Lyes heavy on my Shoulders; let them know 

I do expect their Duties in Attendance 

Againſt the next Feaſt, wait for my coming 

To take up Poſt Horſe, and be full of Speed. Ex. Jaq. 

Wife. I would defire your Grace _ 

Duke. You ſhall deſire, and have your 
Full Defire : Sweet Dutcheſs, ſpeak. 

Wife. To have ſome Conference with a Gentleman 
That ſeems not altogether yoid of Reaſon, 

He talks of Titles, and things near the Crown, 
And knowing none fo fit as your Grace, Fþ 
To give the Difference in fuch Points of State 

Duke. What is he? If he be noble, or have any Part 
That's worthy our Converſe, we do accept him. 

Wife. I can aſſure your Grace, his Strain is noble, 
But he's very ſubtle. 

Duke. Let him be ſo. | 
Let him have all the Brains, I ſhall demonſtrate 
How this moſt Chriſtian Crown of France can bear 
No other ſhew of Title than the King's. 

] will go in and medirate for half an Hour, 
And then be ready for him preſently, | 
I will convert him quickly, or confound him. 
Ser. Is mad Mattillion here? 
Wife. Is here, and's Lady, 
I prithee Servant fetch him hither. 

Ser. Why, what do you mean to put him to? 

Hife. To chat with the mad Lad my Husband; 
"Twill be brave to hear them ſpeak, babble, 

Stare and prare. So 
Bew. But what ſhall be the end of all this, Lady? 
Enter Shattillion and Lady. 

Wiſe. Leave that to me, now for the grand Diſpute, 
For fee, here comes Shatrillion ; as I live, methinks 
All France ſhould bear part of his Griefs, 

Long. I'll fetch my Lord the Duke. 

Shat, Where am I now, or whither will you lead me! 
To my Death? I crave my Privilege, f 
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I muſt not die, but by juſt Courſe of Law. 

Ser. His Majeſty hath ſent by me your Pardon, 

He meant not you ſhould die, but would intreat you 

To lay the full State of your Title open, f 

Unto a grave and noble Gentleman, 

Enter Duke and Longuevile. 

The Duke of Burgundy, who here doth come, 

Who, either by his Wiſdom will confute you, 

Or elſe inform and fatisfie the King. 
Bew. May t pleaſe your Grace, this is the Gentleman. 
Duke. Is this he that chops Logick with my Liege? 
Hat Dye mock me? Youare great, the time will come, 

When you ſhall be as much contemn'd as I, 

Where are the ancient Compliments of France, 

The Upſtarts brave, the Princes of the Blood? 

Duke. Your Title Sir, in ſhort. 
Shat. He muſt, Sir, | | 

Be a better Stateſ-man than your ſelf, that can 

Trip me in any thing, I will not ſpeak 

Before theſe Witneſſes. . 

Duke. Depart the Room, for none ſhall ſtay, 

No, not my deareſt Dutcheſs. | 
Wife. We'll ſtand behind the Arras and hear all. [ Exe. 
Duke. In that Chair take your Place, I in this, 

Diſcourſe your Title now. 
Shat. Sir, you ſhall know, 

My Love's true Title, mine by Marriage, 

Setting aſide the firſt Race of French Kings, 

Which will not here concern us, as Pharamond, 

With Clodian, Meroveus, and Chilperick, | 

And to come down unto the ſecond Race, 

Which we will likewiſe flip 
Duke. But rake me with you. | 
Hat. I pray you give me leave, of Martel Charles, 

The Father of King Pippin, who was Sire 

To Charles the Great, and famous Charlemain. 

And to come to the third Race of French Kings, 

Which will not be greatly pertinent in this Cauſe, ' 

Betwixt the King and me, of which you know 

HUGH CAPET was the firſt; 
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Next his Son Robert, Henry then, and Philip 
With Lewis, and his Son a Lewis too, 
And of that Name the Seventh, bur all this 


Springs from a Female, as it ſhall appear. 
Duke. Now give me leave; I grant you this your Title, g 
At the firſt fight, carries ſome ſhew of Truth; - 


But if ye weigh it well, ye ſhal] find Light. 
Is not his Majeſty poſſeſt in Peace, 7 
And Juſtice executed in his Name? 1 
And can you think the moſt Chriſtian King 
Would do this, if he ſaw not reaſon for it? i 
Shar. But had not the Tenth Lewis a ſole Daughter 
Duke. I cannot tell. 
Sat. But anſwer me directly. 
Duke. It is a moſt ſeditious Queſtion. 
Chat. Is this your Juſtice? 
Duke. I ſtand for my King. 
Sbat. Was ever Heir-Apparent thus abus'd ? 
I'll have your Head for this. | 
Duke. Why, do your worſt. 
Shat. Will no one ſtir to apprehend this Traitor? 
A Guard about my Perſon, will none come? 
Muſt my own Royal Hands perform the Deed? 
Then thus I do arreſt you. 1 5 
Dufte. Treaſon, help. 1 
Enter Wife, Longuevile, Bewford and Servant. 
Wife. Help, help, my Lord and Husband. 
Duke. Help the Duke, 
Long. Forbear his Grace's Perſon. 
Shat. Forbear you to touch him that 
Your Heir-apparent weds; | 
But by this Hand, I will have all your Heads. [Ext 
Ser. How doth your Grace ? | 
Duke, Why? well. 
Ser. How do you find his Title? 
Duke. Tis a dangerous one, 
As can come by a Female. | 
Ser. y, tis true, M, 
But the Law Salique cuts him off from all. Ber 
Long. I do beſeech your Grace, how, ſtands his 1 = 
0 4 
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Duke.Pew, nothing; the Law Salique cuts him off from 
Wife. My gracious Husband, you muſt now prepare, (all. 

In all your Grace's Pomp to entertain 

Your Couſin; who is now a Convertite, 

And follows here, this 79 1 he will be here. 
Duke. Be ready all in haſte, 1 do intend, 

To ſhew before my Couſin's wondring Face, 

The G.catnels of my Pomp, and of my Place. 

Exeunt. 


3 — — 


ll 
[] 
\ 
! 
. 
| 1 
1 
: ® 
ny 
By 
1. 
F | 
* * 
EE 


Enter Conſin, his Wife, and Servant. 


Ca. Irrah, is all things carry'd to the Tailor? 
The Meaſure, and the Faſhion of the Gown 
With the beſt Trim? SS 
Her. Yes, Sir, and 'twill be ready within this two Days. 
Corſe. For my ſelf ! care not, 
have a Suit or two of ancient Velvet, "I 
Which with ſome ſmall correcting and Addition, 
May ſteal into the Preſence. mp Life 
Hife. Would my Gown were ready; Husband, Ul lay 
To make you ſomething e'er to morrow Night. 
Cuſ. It muſt not be | | 
Before we ſee the Duke, and have Advice, 
How to behave our ſelves: Let's in the while, (us. 
And keep our ſelves from knowledge, till Timeſhallcail 
Enter Longuevile and Bewford. *. | 
Long. I much admire the fierce Maſculine Spirit 
Of this dread Amazon. NG 
Bew. This following Night Ill have a Wench in ſolacc. 
Long. Sir, 1 hear you, 
And will be with you if I live, no more. 
. Enter Maria. * 
Mar. My Lady would intreat your Preſence, Gentlemen. 
gew. We will obey your Lady, ſhe is worthy. 
1g. You, light alone, a Word or two, 
Mar. Your Will, Sir. 
T4 
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. Hark in your Ear; Wilt thou be marry'd? 
— Marry'd ? To whom, Sir? wilrchou _ 
Long. To a proper Fellow, landed, and able-body'd, 
Aar. Why do you flout me, Sir? (be free? 
Long. I ſwear I do not; I love thee for thy Lady's ſake, 
Mar. If I could meet ſuch Matches as you ſpeak of, 

I were a very Child to loſe my time, Sir. 

Long. What ſay' ſt thou to Monſieur Bewford? 
Mar. Sir, I ſay he's a proper Gentleman, and far 
Above my Means to look at. 
Long. Doſt thou like him? 
Mar. Yes, Sir, and ever did. 
Long. He is thine own. 
Mar. Vou are too great in Promiſes. 
Long Be rul'd, and follow my Advice, he ſhall bethine, 
Mar. Would you would make it good, Sir. 
Long. Do but thus, 

Get thee a Cuſhion underneath thy Cloaths, 

And leave the reſt to me. ig 
Mar. Vil be your Scholar, 

I cannot loſe much by the Venture ſure. 

Long. Thou wilt loſe a pretty Maiden-head, my Rogue, 

Or I am much ith? bow Hand; you'll remember, 

If all this take effect, who did it for you? 

And what [ may deſerve for ſuch a Kindneſs. 

Mar. Yours, Sir. [Exennt. 
Enter Jaques and Shattillion ſeverally. 

Jaq. Save ye, Sir. | 

Char. Save the King. 

Jag. I pray you, Sir, which is the neareſt way. 

Shat. Save the King, This is the neareſt way. 

Faq. Which is the neareſt way to the Poſt-houle? 

Shar, God fave the King and his Poſt-houſe. 

I pray Sir dire& me to the Houſe: £ 
Sbar. Heav'nſave the King, you cannot catch me, dir 
Jaq. 1 do not underſtand you, Sir. 
Shat. You do not, I ſay you cannot catch me, Sir. 
Jag. Not catch you, Sir? 

Shat. No, Sir, nor can the King, . | 

With all his Stratagems, and his forced Tricks, 
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Although he put his Nobles in diſguiſe; 
Never ſo oft to ſift into my words, 
By courſe of Law, lay hold 1 my Life. 
Jag. It is buſineſs that my Lord the Duke 
Is by the King imployed in, and he thinks 
I am acquainted with it. 
Sbat. I ſhall not need to rip the cauſe up, 
From the firſt, to you; 
But if his Majeſty had ſuffer'd me 
To marry her, though ſhe be after him, | 
The right Heir general to the Crown of France, 
4 ak not have convey'd her into Spain, 
As it was thought, nor would I e' er have joyn'd 
With the reformed Churches, to make them 
Stand for my Cauſe. | 
Faq. I do not think you would. 
Shat. I thank you, Sir. | 
And ſince I ſee you are a Favourer 
Of Virtues, kept in Bondage 
Tell directly to my Sovereign King, | | 
For ſo I will acknowledge him for ever, 3 
How you have found my ſtaid Affections 
dettled for Peace, and for the preſent State. 
Faq. Why, Sir? 
Shat. And good Sir, tell him further this, 
That notwithſtanding all Suggeſtions | 
Brought to him againſt me, and all his Suſpicions, 
Which are innumerable to my Treaſons, 
It he will warrant me but publick Tryal, 
ll freely yield my ſelf into his Hands; 
Can he have more than this? . 
| Jag. No by my troth. of 
Shar. I would his Majeſty would hear but Reaſon, 
As well as you. | 
it, Jag. But Sir, you do miſtake me, 
or 1 never ſaw the King | 
ln all my Life but once, therefore good Sir, 
lay it pleaſe you to ſhew me which is the Poſt-houſe. 
Sar. Icry you mercy, Sir, then you are my Friend. 
} aq, Yes, Sir . | 
gh Shae. 


[ 
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And wiſh that all my Tears might win your ſafety, 


The more ill Fortune mine, to be the means 


OOO OO OE OO ů»un EU ̃ àͤutm ˙ m ee te nt 


E'er any know it. FO 


Shar. And ſuch Men are very rare with me, 
The Poſt-houſe is hard by, farewel, 
Faq. I thank you, Sir, I muſt ride hard to Night, nis b 
And it is dark already. N | 
Sbat. lamcruel, to ſend this Man directly to his Death MW Wou 
That is my Friend, and I might eaſily ſave him; To ſet 
He ſhall not dye: Come back, my Friend, come back. Wl The r 
Jaq. What is your Will? | | 
Shat. Do you not know ? 
Faq. Not J. 
Shat. And do you gather nothing by my Face? 
Faq. No, Sir. | 
Shat. Virtue is ever innocent, a 
Lay not the fault on me, I grieve for you, 


Faq. Why, Sir M 
Shat. Alas good Friend, you are undone, 


Of your ſad Overthrow; you know not me? 

Faq. No truly, Sir. 

at. Would you had never ſeen me, 

Iam a Man purſu'd by the whole State, 
And ſure ſome one hath ſcen me talk with you. 

Faq. Yes, divers, Sir | 

Shat. Why then your Head is gone. 

Jag. LIl out of Town. 3 

Sbat. Would it were ſoon enough, | 
Stay if you love your Life, or elſe you are taken, 
25 . What ſhall I do? | | 

Shar. P'll venture deeply for him, 

Rather than to caſt away an Innocent: 

Take courage Friend, I will preſerve thy Lite, 
With hazard of mine own. 1 
Jag. I thank you, Sir. 

Sbat. This Night thou ſhalt be lodg d within my Door 
Which ſhall be all lock'd faſt, and in the Morn 
III fo provide, you ſhall have free accels 
To the Sea- ſide, and ſo be Shipt away, 


Jag. Good Sir, ſuddenly, I ap afraid to dye. 


Shats 
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Shat. Then follow me. . | [Exeunt. 
Enter Shattillion's Love. 
Love. This way he went, and there's the Houſe ; I hope 
His better Angel hath directed him | : 


To leave the wandring Streets; poor Gentleman, 
Would 1 were able with as free a Heart, 


To ſet his Soul right, as I am to grieve 
The ruin of his Fame, which God forgive me; 
Sir, if you be within, 1 pray Sir ſpeak to me. 

Sbat. Jam within, and will be; what are you? 

Lwe. A Friend. | 

Sbar. No, Sir, you mutt pardon me, 
am acquainted with none ſuch : Be ſptedy, 

Friend, there is no other remedy, 

Love. A word, Sir, I ſay, I am your Friend. 

Vat. You cannot ſcape by any other means, 
Be not fearful, God ſave the King. 

What's your buſineſs, Sir? 

Love, To ſpeak with you. 

Vat. Speak out then. 

Love. Shall I not come up? 

Mat. Thou ſhalt not: Fly, it thou he'ft thine own Friend, 
There lies the Suit and all the Furniture 
belonging to the Head, on with it Friend. 

Love. Sir, do you hear? 

Vat. I do, God bleſs the King. 

It was a Habit I had laid aſide 
for my own Perſon, if the State had forced me. 

Love, Good Sir, unlock your Door. (Ambuſh. 

Wat. Be full of ſpeed, I ſee ſome 20 Muſquetiers in 
What &er thou art, know I am here and will be, 

Xt thou this bloody Sword that cries Revenge? 
ke not, my Fricnd, through millions of theſe Foes 
Il be thy Guard, and ſet thee ſafe aboard. 

Live, Dare you not truſt me, Sir? 

Har. My good Sword before me, 

And my Allegeance to the King, I tell thee, 

Lptain, (for fo | gueſs thee by thy Arm) 

ind the looſe flanks of Halberdicrs about thee, 

Thou art too weak and fooliſh to attempt me. 


If 


3136 1he Noble Gentleman. 


What do you fear? is not Authority on your fide? 


No, all Mens loves move by the Breath of „ 


If you be ready, follow me, and hark you, 
Upon your life ſpeak to no living Wight, 
Except my ſelf. RON 
Love. Monſicur Shattillion ? | 
Sbat. Thou ſhalt not call again; thus with my Sword, 
And the ſtrong Faith I bear unto the King, 
Whom God preſerve, I will detend my Chamber, 
And cut thy Throat, I (wear I'll cut thy Throat; 
Steal after me and live. 
Love. I will not ſtay 
The fury of a Man, ſo far diſtracted. [Exit Love. 
Enter Shattillion. 
Where's the Officer that dares not enter, 
To intrap the lite of my diſtreſſed Friend? 
Ay, have you hid your ſelf? you muſt be found, 


Diſgui 
o mM: 
nd ſe 
Stand 

In Chi 


Nay, I know the King's Command 

Will be your Warrant, why then fear you? ſpeak 
What ſtrange deſigns are theſe? Sharzillion, 
Be reſolute and bear thy ſelf upright, 


Though the whole World deſpiſe thee: ſoft, methius I cut 
heard a ruſhing which was like the ſhake ll ne' 
Of a diſcovercd Officer, I'll ſearch ockt 
The whole Street over, but I'll find thee out. | Ext. the 
Enter Jaques in Woman's Apparel. Ind h. 
Jag. How my Joins do ſhake ! where had I been Jag 
But for this worthy Gentleman, that War 
Hath ſome touch of my Infortunes z would I were I tak; 
Safe under Hatches once, for Callicut, Jaq 
Farewel the Pomp of Court, I never more bor a 
Can hope to be a Duke or any thing, (ver 
I never more ſhall ſce the glorious Face 
Of my fair ſpreading Lord that lov'd me well. here 
| Enter Shattillion. muſt 
Shat. Fly you ſo faſt? I had a fight of you, bew. 
But would not follow you; 1 was too wile, 0 Whic 
You fhall not lead me with a cunning trick; "800 
Where you may catch me; poor Sbattillion, bare 
Hath the King's Anger left thee never a Friend? * 
| ye 
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aq. It is the Gentleman that ſav'd my Life, Sir. 
Shat, Bleſs Shatrillion, another Plot. 5 
Jag. No, Sir, tis l. | 
Shar. Why, who are you? 
aq. Your Friend whom you preſerv'd. 
at. Whom I preſerv'd ? 
y Friend? I have no Woman Friend but one, 
Vho is too cloſe in Priſon to be here: 
ome near, let me look on you. 
Jag. Tis I. 
at. You ſhould not be a Woman by your ſtature, 
Jag. Jam none, Sir. 
Hat. I know it, then keep off, 
Strange Men and Times! how I am till preſerv'd? 
Here they have ſent a Yeoman of the Guard 
Diſguis'd in Woman's Cloaths, to work on me, 
o make love to me; and to trap my words, 
nd ſo inſnare my Life; I know you, Sir, 
Stand back, upon your Peril, can this be 
In Chriſtian Common-weals? from this time forth 
l cut off all the means to work on me, 
|| ne'er ſtir from my Houſe; and keep my Doors 
ockt Day and Night, and cheapen Meat and Drink 
t the next Shops by ſigns out of my Window, 
ind having bought it, draw it up in my Garters. 
Jag. Sir, will you help me? 
Wat. Do not follow me, | 
take a courſe to live, deſpight of Men. ¶ Exit Shat. 
Jag. He dares not venture fer me, wetched Jaques! 
[tow art undone for ever and for ever, $3. - 
ver to riſe again? What ſhall I do? | ; 
Enter Bewfort. 2 

here ſhall I hide me? here's one to take me, 
muſt ſtand cloſe, and not ſpeak for my Life. 

bew. This is the time of Night, and this the haunt, 
1 Which I uſe to catch my Waſtcoatiers, | 
+ not very dark, no, I ſhall ſpie em, 
tare walk'd out in ſuch a pitchy Night, 
could not ſee my Fingers this far off, Ts 

id jet have brought home Veniſon by the ſmell/ 

| oy I bop® - 


d, 


ks 
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I hope they have not left their old walk; ah? 
Have I ſpied you ſitting by this light? 
To me there's no ſuch fine ſight in the World, 
As a white Apron 'twixt twelve and one; 
See ho it gliſters? do you think to ſcape? 
So, now I have you faſt; come, and do not ſtrive, 
It takes away the edge of Appetite; 
Come, I'll be liberal every Way. 
Take heed youmake no noiſe, for waking of the Watch, 
Exe. 
0 Enter Couſin and bis Wife, 9 50 
Couſ. Now the bleſſing of ſome happy Guide, 
To bring us to the Duke, and we are ready. 
Enter Longuevile and Servant. 
Come forward, ſee the Door is open d, 
And two of his Gentlemen, I'Il {peak to them, 
And mark how I behave my ſelf. God fave ye, 
For leſs I cannot wiſh to Men of fort, and of your ſeeming: 
Are you of the Duke's? 
Long. We are, Sir, and your Servants, your ſalutes 
We give you back again with many thanks. | 
Couſ. When did you hearſuch words before, Wife? peace, 
Do you not dare to anſwer yet; is't fit | 
So mean a Gentleman as my ſelf ſhould crave 
The Preſence of the great Duke, your Maſter ? 
Ser. Sir, you may. 
Long. Shall we deſire your Name; and Buſineſs, Sir? 
And wee will preſently inform him of you. 
Chu My Name is-(leremont. 
Ser. You are his Grace's Kinſman, 
Or I am much miſtaken? 
Conſ. You are right, 
Some of his noble Blood runs through theſt Veins, 
Though far unworthy of his Grace's knowledge. 
Long. Sir, we muſt all be yours; his Grace's Kinſaun, 
And we ſo much forgerful? twas a rudeneſs, 
And muſt attend your Pardon, thus I crave it : 
Firſt to this beauteous Lady, whom I take 
To be your Wife, Sir, next your mercy. 
Cun ſ. You have it, Sir: I do not like this kiſſing, 
It lies ſo open to a world of Wiſhes. . 
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Sr, This is the merry Fellow; this is he 

That muſt be nobbe too. 
Long. And ſo he ſhall. 

r all the Art I have can make him noble, 

Il dub him with a Knight-hood , if his Wife 

Wil be but forward, and join Iſſue, 

[like her above excellent. 

Ser. Will't pleaſe you WE 
To walk a turn or two, whilſt to the Duke 1 4 
We make your coming known? [ Exe. Ser. aud Long. 

Cuſ. J ſhall attend, Sir. 1 

Vile. Theſe Gentlemen are very proper Men, 

And kiſs the beſt that e er I taſted; 

For goodneſs-ſake, Husband, let us never more 

Come near the Country, whatſoc'er betide us; 

[1am in malice with the memory = 
Of that ſame ſtinking Dung- hill. | 

u Why now. you are my Chicken and my dear, 
Love where I love, hate where I hate: now N 
You ſhall have twenty Gowns, and twenty Chains. 
dee, the Door is opening. 

Groom. Room afore there, the Duke is entring. 

Enter Duke, Wife, Longuevil, Servant and Maria. 

Cuſ. 'Tis the Duke, even he himſelf, be merry, 

This is the Golden Age the Poet ſpeaks on. 
life.] pray it be not brazen'd by their Faces, 
And yet methinks they are the neateſt Pieces 
or ſhape and cutting that e'cr I beheld. F 

Cuſ. Moſt gracious Duke, my poor Spouſe and myſelf 
Do kiſs your mighty, Foot, and next to that 
The great Hand of your Dutcheſa, ever wiſhing, 

dur Honours ever ſpringing, and your Years. 

Duke. Couſin?, * 
Gn. Your Grace's Vaſſal, far unworthy 
e nearneſs of your Blood. | | 
Duke. Correct me not, I know the word I ſpeak, 
ind know the Perſon. Daz 
lough I be ſomerhing higher than the place 

fre common Men have motion, and deſcending 
Wn with my Eye, their Forms are leſſened to * b 

| et 
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Yet from this pitch can I behold my own, 
From millions of thoſe Men that have no mark, 
And in my fearful ſtoop, can make them ſtand, 
When others feel my Feet, and periſh: Couſin, 
Be comforted, you are very welcome, ſo 
Is your fair Wife; the charge of whom I give 
To my own deareſt, and belt beloved. | 
Tell me, you have refolv'd your ſelf for Court, 
And utterly renounc'd the laviſh Country, 
With all the cares thereof? 

Couſ. 1 have, Sir. 

Duke. Have you diſmiſs'd your eating Houſhold, 
Sold your Hangings of Nebuchadnezar, for ſuch they were, 


As I remember, with rhe Furnitures I ha 
| Belonging to your Beds and Chambers? 8 
Couſ. Ay, Sir. | The 
Duke. Have you moſt carefully ta'en off the Lead Tha 
From your Roof, weak with Age, and ſo prevented 7 
The ruin of your Houſe, and clapt him Se 
In a Summer ſuit of Thatch, to keep him cool? Co 
Couſ. All this 1 have perform'd. ( Couſis, 0 
Duke. Then lend me all your Hands, Iwill embrace my For 
Who is an underſtanding Gentleman, le. 
And with a Zeal mighty as is my Name, 2 
Once more I bid you welcome to the Court; . 
My State again. A Co 
Dutch. As I was telling you, your Husband Ser 
Muſt be no more Commander, look to that, And 
Be ſeveral at Meat, and Lodging, let him have And 
Board- wages, and Diet, mongſt his Men i'th* Town; Or y 
For Pleaſure, if he be given to't, let him have it, Had) 
Elſe as your own Fancy ſhall direct you. Tot} 
Couſin, you ſee this mighty Man here; he was an Als ut fi 
When he came firſt to Town; indeed he was 2 
Juſt ſuch another Coxcomb as your Husband, Ser, 
God bleſs the.mark, and every good Man's Child! A Fel 
This muſt not ſtir you, Couſin. | Had n 
Wife. Heav'n forbid ? | „be w 
Long. Sweet Maria; provide the Cuſhion ready for + p his 
| 0 


Mar. It ſhall be done. 


Duke. 
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Duke. Receive all your Advices from our (elf, 
Be once a Day with us, and ſo farewel 
For this time, wh fair Couſin. Gentlemen, 
Conduct him to his Lodging 
Dutch, Farewel, and think upon my Words. 
Wife. I ſhall obſerve them. [ Exe. Duke and Dutcheſs, 
Couſ. Health, and the King's continual Love, attend 
Ser. Oh fora private Place to caſe my Lungs! (you. 
Heav'n give me Patience, ſuch a Pair of Jades 
Were never better ridden to this Hour, 
Pray Heav'n they hold out to the Journeys end. 
Long. Twitch him aſide, good Monficur,whilſt I break 
5 Upon the Body of his Strength, his Wife, 
2% a conſtant Promiſe; ſhe is mine own. 
Ser. Ply her to Wind-ward : Monſieur, you have taken 
The moſt compendious way to raiſe your ſelf, 
That could have been delivered by a Counſel. 
Couſ. J have ſome certain Aims, Sir; but my Wife — 
Sr. Your Wife, you muſt not let thattrouble you. 
Conſe It will, Sir, to ſee her in a Stranger's Arms. 
U Ser. What mean you? let her alone, be wiſe, ſtir not a Foot. 
or if you do, all your Hopes are bury'd; 
"MM fwear you are a loſt Man if you ſtir. | 
Couſ. I thank you, Sir, I will be more advis'd. 
Ser. But what great Office do you level at? 
Couſ. Sir, they are kiſſing. 
Ser. Let them kiſs, 
And much may do their good Hearts; they muſt ils, 
And kiſs, and double kiſs, and kiſs again, 
Or you may kiſs the Poſt for any riſing: 
Had your — Kinſman ever mounted 
* theſe high Spheres of Honour, now he moves in, 
Lut for the Kiſſes of his Wife? 
Cnſ. 1 know nor. 
Ser, Then I do; credit me, he had been loſt, 
A Fellow of no Mark, and no Repute, 
Had not his Wife kiſt ſoon, and very ſweetly: 
1. obe was an excellent Woman, and diſpatch'd him 
: To his full being,in a Moment, Sir--| Exe. Long and Wife. 
I Vo“. VI. U Couſ. 
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Cuuſ. But yet methinks he would not take her, Sir, 
Into a private Room. 
Ser. Now ſtand and flouriſh, 
You arc a made Man for ever. | 
$00 envy you if you ſtand your Fortunes up, 
ou are the happieſt Man, but your great Couſin, 
This Day in Court: Well, I will marry ſurely, 
And not let very Man out-run me thus. 
*Tis time to be mine own Friend, I live 
In Town here, and direct the readieſt way 
To other Men, and be a Slave my elf. 
Couſ. Nay, good Sir, be not mov'd, Iam your Servant, 
And will not be ungrateful for this Knowledge. 
Ser. Will you be walking home? 
Couſ. 1 would deſire to have my Wife along. 
Ser. You are too raw, 
Begone, and take no notice where you left her, 
Let her return at Leiſure; if ſhe ſtay 
A Month, *twill be the betrer, underſtand me 
This Gentleman can do't. I Erit Ofn. 
Chu Iwill, Sir, and Wife remember me, a Duke, a Duke, 
Ser. Aboard her Longuevile, ſhe's thine own, (Wife. 
To me the fooling of this Fool is venery. Exit Servant. 
| Enter Bewford and Jaques, 
Bew. Come, prithee come, have l not Crowns? Behold 
And follow me, here; not a Word, go in, 
Grope by the Walls, and you ſhall find a Bed, 
Lye down there, ſee, ſec, a Turn or two, to give 
My Blood ſome Heats, and I am preſently 
For Action; Darkneſs by thy Leave, I come. Exit Bev. 
| Enter Maria. 
Mar. I am perfect in my Leſſon, be my Speed, 
Thou God of Marriage; this is the Door, II! knock. 
Bew. within. Who's there? I cannot come yet. 
Mar. Monſieur Bewford? 
Bew. Stay *till I light a Candle, who are ye? 
Mar. Sir? a poor Gentlewoman. 
Euter Bewford. 


Few. Oh come in, L'll find a time for you too, be pot lou 
ar. 
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Mar, Sir, you have found that time already, Shame 
On my Soul therefore. 

Bew. Why? What's the Matter? 

Mar. Do you not ſee, Sir, is your Light ſo dim? 

Bew. Do you not wait on the Lady, Mount Marine? 

Mar. I do, Sir, but my Love on you. 

Bew. Poor Soul! How cam'ſt thou by this big Belly? 

Mar. By your ſelf. | | 

Bew. By Heay'n I ne'er touch'd your Body. 

Mar. Yes, unſwear that Oath again, I'll tell you all; 
Theſe two Years I have lov'd you, but the Means 
How to enjoy you, I did never know 
Till Twelfth-night laſt, when hearing of your Game 
Lo take up Wenches private in the Night, 
| apprehended ftraight this Courſe ro make 
My ſelf as one of them, and wait your coming; 

did ſo and enjoyed you, and now this Child 

That now is quick within me, hide my Shame, 

And marry me, or elſe I muſt be forc'd 
Long. within, Monſieur Bewford, Monſieur Bewfor. 
Bew. Who's that calls? 

Long. Are you a-bed? 

Few, No, Sir; the Hangings. 

Enter Longuevile. | 

Lg. Nay, Monſieur, Fll forbid that, we'll have fair 
Lend me your Candle, are you taken, Bewford? (Play, 
Lecher of your Practice, and cloſe Carriage 
Jo be diſcovered thus? I am aſham'd 
9 great a Maſter in his Art ſhould fail, 
and ſtagger in his Grounds. 

Bew. You're wide, 

This Woman and my ſelf are Man and Wife, 

And have been ſo this half Year, 

Where are you now? Have I been diſcover'd ? 

Nou cannot break fo eaſily on me, Sir, 

m too wary to be open'd by you. 

Lung. But theſe are but Illuſions, to give Colour 

o your moſt myſtick Leachery, but Sir, 

be Belly hath betray'd you all, it muſt our. 

ew. Good Longuevile believe me on my Faith, 

a her Husband. W3 Long. 
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Long. On my Faith I cannot, unleſs I ſaw 
Your Hands faſt, and your Hearts. 

Bew. Why Longuevile, when did | give that to yourEar,, 
That was nor Truth ? By all the World the's mine, 
She is my Wife, and to confirm you better 
I give my ſelf again, here take my Hand 
And I yours, we are once more marry'd: 

Will this content you? | 

Log. Yes, I am believing, and God give you Joy, 

Bew. My loving Wife, 1 will not wrong thee, 
Since I am thine and only loved of thee, 

From this Hour 1 vow my ſelf a new Man, 

Be not jealous; for though I had a Purpoſe 

To have ſpent an Hour or two in Solace otherwile, 
And was provided for it, yet my Love 

Shall put a better Temper to my Blood: 

Come out thou Woman of unwholſome Life, 

Be ſorry for thy Sins, and learn to mend; 

Nay, never hide your Face, you ſhall be ſeen. 

Long. Jaques, why Jaques, art thou that Jaquer, 

- The very Staff, and right Hand of our Duke ? 
Speak, thou bearded Venus. 

Jag. I am he, by Miracle preſerv'd to be that Jaques 
Within this two Hours, Gentlemen, poor Jaques 
Was but as Coarſe in Grave: A Man of Wiſdom, 
That of my Conſcience, if he had his Right 
Should have a pretty State, but that's all one 
That noble Gentleman did ſave this Life, 

I keep it from him, 'tis his own. (ro the Duke 
Long. Oh Bacchus  's all the World drunk? Come, well 
And give Thanks for this De very. {Exe 
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ACTY. SCENEL 
Enter Duke and Jaques. 
T OT gone unto my Tenants, to relate 


Duke. | 
My Grace and Honour; the Mightinels 
Ot my new Name, which would have ſtruck a Teri! 


T hroug 
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Through their coarſe Doublets, to their very Hearts? 
Faq. Alas, great Lord and Maſter, I cou'd ſcarce 
With ſafety of my Life return again | 
Unto your Grace's Houſe, and bur for one 
That had ſome Mercy, 1 had ſure been hang d. 
Duke. My Houle ? | | 
Jag. Yes, Sir, this Houſe, your Houſe i'th* Town. 
Duke. Jaques, we are diſpleas'd, hath it no Name? 
Jag. What Name? W-- 
Duke. Dull Rogue; what, hath the King beſtow'd 
$0 many Honours, open'd all his Springs, 
And ſhowred his Graces down upon my Head, 
And has my Houſe no Name? No Title yet? 
Burgundy Houſe, you Als. 
Jag. Your Grace's Mercy, | 
And when I was come off, and had recover'd 
Burgundy Houſe, I durſt not yer be ſeen, 
But lay all Night for fear of Pu:ſevants 
In Burgundy Privy-houſe. 
Duke. Oh, Sir, 'tis well; 
Can you remember now? But Faques know, 
vince thy intended Journey is ſo croſt, 
15 | will go down my ſelf this Morning. 
Taq. Sir? 
Duke. Have I not ſaid this Morning ? 
Jag. But conſider, 
That nothing is prepar'd yet ſor your Journey, 
Your Grate's Teams not here to draw your Cloaths, 
And not a Carrier yet in Town to ſend by. 
Duke. I fay once more go about it, 
You're a wiſe Man, you'd have me linger time, 
Till K have worn theſe Cloaths out; will ye go?[Ex. Jaq. 
Make ye ready, Wiſe. 1 
Enter Wife. Fe 
Dutch, 1 am ſo, mighty Duke. 
Duke. Nay, for the Country. 
Dutch. How? For the Country? (very, 
Duke. Yes I am reſolv'd to ſee my Tenants in this Bra- 
Make them a ſumptuous Feaft, with a flight ſhew 
go a 
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Of Dives and Laxarus, and a Squib or two, 
And lo return. | 

Dutch, Why Sir? you are not mad? (ſpeak, 

Duke, How many Dukes have ye known mad? I pr 

Dutch. You are the firſt, Sir, and I hope the laſt, 
But you are ſtark horn-mad. 

Duke. Forbear, good Wife. 

Dutch, As I have Faith you're mad: Your Horns 
Have been too heavy for you, and have broke 
Your Skull in pieces: If you be in earneſt. 

Duke. Well, you ſhall know my Skull and Wits are 
E'er I have done, and yet I am in earneſt, (whole 
Dutch. Why, do you think I'll go? | 

Duke. I know you ſhall. 

Dutch, I ſhall? By what Authority ſhall 1? 

Duke. I am your Husband. 

Dutch. True, I confels it, 

And by that Name, the World hath given you 

A Power to {way me; but Sir, you ſhall know 
There is a greater Bond that ries me here, 
Allegiance to the King; has he not heap'd 

Thoſe Honours on you to no other end, 

But to ſtay you here, and ſhall 1 have a Hand 

In the offending ſuch a gracious Prince ? 

Beſides, our own undaings lyes upon't, 

Were there are no other Cauſe; I do not ſee, 
Why you ſhould go: If I ſhould ſay you ſhould not. 

Duke. Do you think ſo? 

Dutch. Yes, Faith. - 

Dube. Now, good Wife make me underſtand that Paint, 

Pute h. Why that you ſhall, did I not bring you hither! 

Duke. Yes. (of the Fire by me! 

Dutch. And were not all theſe Honours wrought out 

Duke. By you? 

Dutch. By me? How ſtrange you make it? 
When you came firſt, did you not walk the Tow, 
In a long Cloak half Compaſs? An old Hat, 

Lin'd with Vellure, and on it for a Band, 

A Skein of Crimſon Cruil? 

- Duke. I confeſs it. | 
VDuteb. And took baſe Courſes? Duke 
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Duke. Baſe ? (monſtrous baſe, 
Dutch. Baſe, by this Light, extream bale, and ſcurvy, 
Duke. What were theſe Courſes, Wife? | 
Dutch, Why, you ſhall know : | 

Did you not thus attir'd, trot up and down, 

Plotting for vile and louſie Offices, 

And agreed with the Serjeant of the Bears, 

To buy his Place ? Deny this, if you can. 

Duke. Why it is true. 

Dutch. And was not that monſtrous baſe? 

Du e. Be advis'd Wife, a Bear's a princely Beaſt. 

Dutch. A Bear? 

Duke. Yes Wife, and one fide Veniſon. | 

Dutch. Y ou're more than one fide Fool, Iam ſure of that. 

Duke, But ſince you have vext me, Wife, know you ſhall 
Or you ſhall never have Penny from me. (. go; 

Dutch, Nay, I have done, and though I know'twill be 
Your Overthrow, I'll not forſake you now. 

Duke. Be rcady then. [Exit Duke. 

Dutch. I will. 

Euter Bewford, Longuevile, Servant and Maria. 

Long. What, are you marry'd, Bemford? 

Bew. Ay, as faſt as Words, and Hearts, and Hands, and 

Prieſt can make us. | 

Dutch, Oh, Gentlemen, we are undone. 

Lung. For what? 

Dutch. This Gentleman, the Lord of Lorgue, my Huſ- 
Will be gone down to ſhew his Play-Fellows (band, 
Where he is gay. | 

Bew. What, down into Country ? 

Dutch. Yes faith, was ever Fool but he ſo croſs? 
would as fain be gracious to him, 

As he could wiſh me, but he will not let me; 
Speak faithfully, will he deſerve my Mercy? 
Long. According to his Merits he ſhould wear 


A guarded Coat, and a great wooden Dagger. 


Dutch. If there be any Woman that doth know, 
be Dutics *twixt a Husband and his Wife, 


Will ſpeak but one Word for him, he ſhal] ſcape ; 


* 0! that reaſonable? But there's none, 
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Be ready therefore, to purſue the Plot 
We had againſt a Pinch, for he muſt ſtay. 
Long. Wait you here for him, whilſt I go 
And make the King acquainted with your Sport, 
For fear he be incens'd for our attempting 
Places of ſo great Honour. | Exit Longuevile. 
Dutch. Go, be ſpeedy. 
Enter Duke, Couſm, Wife, Jaques and Servant, 
Duke. Come let me ſee how all things are diſpos'd of, 
7aq. One Cart will ſerve for all your Furmture, 


. 


With Room enough behind to eaſe the Footman, 
A Cap-caſe for your Linnen, and your Plate, 15 
With a ſtrange Lock that opens with Amen, An 
For my young Lord, becauſe of eaſie Portage, Ha 
A Quiver of your Grace's lind with Cunney, His 
Made to be hang'd about the Nurſe's Neck, 80 
Thus, with a Scarf or Towel. | Rel 
Duke. Very good. Afi 
Jag. Nay, tis well, but had you ſtay'd another Week; The 
I would have had you furniſh'd, in ſuch Pomp, WI 
As never Duke of Burgundy was furniſh'd; Ital 
You ſhould have had a Sumpter,though 'thad coſt me Tak 
The laying on my ſelf, where now you are fain D 
To hire a Ripper's Mare, and buy new Doſſers, L 
But I have got them painted with your Arms, Thy 
With a fair darnex Carpet of my own D 
Laid croſs, for the more State. L. 
Duke. Jaques, Ithank you; your Carpet ſhall be bruſſi Vet 
And ſent you home; what, are you ready, Wife? Wal 
Dutch. An Hour ago. Tor 
Duke. 1 cannot chuſe but kiſs thy Royal Lips, And 
Dear Dutcheſs mine, thou art ſo good a Woman. Dy 
Bew. You'd ſay ſoif you knew all, Goodman Duckling: Lo 
Couſ. This was the happieſt Fortune could betall me. Y, 
Now in his Abſence will I follow cloſe Peay 
Mine own Preferment, and I hope cer long, S Rb 
To make my mean and humble Name ſo ſtrong, Jas 
As my great Couſin's, when the World ſhall know hy 
I bear too het a Spirit to live low, { Neve 


The next Spring will I down, my Wife and Houſhol 
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yl have my Uſhers, and my four Lacquies, 
Six ſpare Caroches too; but mum, no more, 
What I intend to do, I'll keep in ſtore. | 
Dufte. Mountey, mountey, Faques, be our Querry. 
Groom. To Horſe there, Gentlemen, and fall in A ; 
Duke. Come honoured Dutcheſs. 
| Enter Longuevile. 

Long. Stand, thou proud Man. 

Duke. Thieves, Jaques, raiſe the People. 

Long. No, raiſe no People, tis the King's command, 
Which bids thee once more ſtand, thou haughty Man, 
Tou art a Monſter, for thou art ungrateful, 

And like a Fellow of a rebel Nature, 

Haſt flung from his Embraces: and for 

His Honours given thee, haſt not return'd 

$0 much as thanks, and to oppoſe his Will, 
Reſolv'd to leave the Court, and ſet the Realm 
Afire, in diſcontent, and open action: 

Therefore he bids thee ſtand, thou proud Man, 
Whilſt with the whisking of my Sword about, 
Itake thy Honours off: This firſt ſad whisk 
Takes off thy Dukedom, thou art but an Earl. 

Duke. You are miſtaken, Longuevile. 

Long. Oh would I were: This ſecond whisk divides 
Thy Earldom from thee, thou art yet a Baron. 

Duke. No more whisks if you love me, Longuevile. 

Lg. Two whisks are paſt, and two are yet behind, 
Yet ail muſt come, but not to linger time, 

With theſe two whisks I end, now Mount Marine, 
For thou art now no more, ſo ſays the King, 
Aud | have done his Highneſs Will with grief. 

Dube. Degraded from my Honours ? 

Long. *Tis too certain. 

Dube. 1 am no Traitor ſure, that J know of; 
pal, Jaques, haſt thou ever heard me utter word 
ending to Treaſon, or to bring in the Enemy? 

Fag. Alas, Sir, I know nothing, 

"hy ſhould your Worſhip bring me in to hang me? 

i never meddled. | * 
ut 


3150 The Noble Gentleman. 


But with the bruſhing of his Cloaths, or fetching 
In water in a Morning for his Hands. 
Couf. Are theſe the Honours of this Place? Anthony, 
Help me to take her Gown off quickly, 
Or I'll ſo ſwinge ye for't 
Wife. Why Husband? Sir? 
Couf. I'll not loſe a penny by this Town. (Lodging, 
Long, Why what do you mean, Sir, have her to her 
And there undreſs her, I will wait upon her. 
Couſ. Indeed you ſhall not, your Month is out I take it, 
Get you out before me, Wife: 
Couſin farewel, | told you long ago, 
That Pride begins with Pleaſure, ends with Woe. 
Exit with's Wife 
Bew. Go thy way Sentences, twill be thy Fortune 
To live and dye a Cuckold, and Churchwarden. 
Dutch. Oh my poor Husband! what a heavy fortune 
Is fallen upon him? 
Bew. Methinks 'tis ſtrange, 
That Heav'n fore-warning great Men of their Falls, 
With ſuch plain Tokens, they ſhould not avoid em? 
For the laſt Night betwixt eleven and twelve, 
Two great and hideous blazing Stars were ſeen 
To fight a long hour by the Clock, the one 
Dreſt like a Duke, the other like a King; 
Till at the laſt the crowned Star o'er-came. 
Ser. Why do ye ſtand ſo dead, Monſieur Marine? 
Duke. So Ceſar fell, when in the Capitol 
They gave his Body two and thirty wounds. 
Be warned all ye Peers, and by my fall, 
Hereafter learn to let your Wives rule all. 
Ser. Monſieur Marine, pray let me ſpeak with you 
Sir, I muſt wave you to conceal this Party, 
It ſtands upon my utter overthrow ; 
Scem not diſcontented, nor do not ſtir a foot, 
For if you do, you and your hope 
1 {wear you are a loſt Man if you ſtir. 
And have an Eye to Bewford, he'll rempt you. 
Bew. Come, come, for ſhame go down; 
Were I Marine, 1 would go down: And 


. 
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And being there, I would rattle him ſuch an anſwer 
ghould make him ſmoke. 
Duke. Good Monſieur Bemfurd, peace, 
Leave theſe rebellious words, 
Or by the Honours which I ance enjoyed, 
And yet may {wear by, 
Til tell the King of your Proceedings; 
| am ſatisfied. | 
IVife. You talk'd of going down when *rwas not fit, 
But now let's ſee your Spirit, 
A thouſand and a thoufand will expect it. 
Duke, Why Wife, are ye mad? (ſtrength. 
IVife. No, nor drunk, but I'd have you know your own 
Duke. You talk like a moſt fooliſh Woman, Wife; 


tell you I will ſtay, yet I have a 


Crotchet troubles me. 
Long. More Crotchets yet ? 
Duke. Follow me, Faques, I muſt have thy Counſel, 
I will return again, ſtay you there, Wife. (Stools. 
Long. ] fear this loſs of Honour will give him ſome few 
Wife. No, no, he is reſolv'd, he will not * 
dur a Foot, I'll lay my Life. + 
Bew. Ay, but he's diſcontented, how ſhall we reſolve that, 
And make him ſtay with comfort? | | 
Wife. Faith Bewford, we muſt even let Nature work, 
For he's the ſweeteſt temper'd Man for that 
As one can with, for let Men go about to fool him, 
And he'll have his Finger as deep in't as the beſt; 
but ſee where he comes frowning, bleſs us all! 
Enter Duke. 
Duke, Off with your Hats, for here doth come 
The high and mighty Duke of Burgundy. - 
hatever you may think, I have thought. 
And thoughr, and thought upon't, and | find it plain, 
The King cannot take back what he has given, 
Unleſs I forfeit it by courſe of Law. 
Not all the Water in the River Seine, 
Can waſh the Blood out of theſe Princely Veins. 
Wife. God-a-mercy Husband, thou art the beſt 
To work out a thing at a pinch in France, 9 
. | Duke. 
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Duke. I will aſcend my State again, 1 
Dutcheſs, take your Place, - 
And let our Champion enter, 1 7 

g. Has he his Champion? that's excellent. 11 


Duke. And let loud Muſick ſound before his Entrance, T 

Sound Trumpet. | 

Enter Jaques in Armour, one carrying a Scutcheon beſore * 

him, and 4 two-handed Sword. I. 

Wife. How well our Champion doth demean himſel, 
As if he had been made for ſuch an Action? 


Methinks his ſturdy Truncheon he doth wield, 7 
Like Mars approaching to a bloody Field. f 
Duke. I think there's no Man ſo deſperate 
© To dare encounter with our Champion; | 
But truſt me, Jaques, thou haſt pleas'd us well; I 
Once more our warlike Muſick, then procced. I] 
Enter Shattillion. (ings? 


Shat. What wondrous Age is this? what cloſe Procce!- 
I hear the clang of Trumpers in this Houſe, 
To what intent do not our States-men ſearch? - 
Oh no, they look not into ſimple Truth ; 
For I am true, and they regard not me, 
= A Man in Armour too: God ſave the King, 
> The World will end, there's nought but Treachery. 
= Jag. I Jaques, Servant to the high and mighty God. 
Frey, Duke ot Burgundy, do come hither to prove by me- 
tural ſtrength, and activity of my Body, without the 
help of Sorcery, Inchantment, or Negromancy, that the 
ſaid Godfrey, late of Mount Marine, and now of Burg 
dy, hath perfect Right thereto, notwithſtanding the 
Kin 2's Command to the contrary, and no other Perſon 
whatſocver: and in token that I will be ready to make 
good the ſame, I throw down my Gage, which is my 
Honour, pronounced the 37th of Feb. Stilo novo, Gil 
ſave the Duke. | 

Shar. Of all the Plots the King hath laid for me 
This was the ſhrewdeſt, tis my Life they ſeek, 
And they ſhall have it: If I ſhould refuſe 
To accept the Challenge in the King's behalf, 
They have ſome cauſe to take away my Lite, 
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And if I do accept it, ho can tell 
But I may fall by doubtful chance of War? 
Twas ſhrewd, but I mutt take the leaſt of evils. 
| take thy Gauntlet up, thou treacherous Man, 
That ſtands in armed Coat againſt the King, 
Whom God preſerve, and with my fingle Sword 
Will juſtifie whatever he commands; 1 4 
[1] watch him for catching of my Words. 

Duke. Faques go on, defend our Princely Title. 


53 


Sat. Why ſhrink'ſt thou back? thou haſt an evil cauſe. 


Come forward Man, I have a Rock about me, 
| fight for my true Liege. 
Duke. Go forward, Jaques. 
7aq. 1 do beſeech your Grace to pardon me, 
I will not fight with him, with any elſe 
Ill ſhew my Reſolution ſpeedily. 


at. Come, do thy worſt, for the King ſhall ſee 


All is not true, that is reported of me. h 
Faq. 1 may not fight with him, by Law of Arms. 


Duke. What? ſhall my Title fall? wilt thou not fight? 
Jag. Never with him that once hath ſav'd my Lite. 


Hat. Dar'ſt thou not fight? behold then, I do go 
Strong with the zeal I bear my Sovereign, * 
And ſeize upon that haughty Man himſelf: 
VDeſcend the Steps (that thou haſt thus uſurp'd 
Againſt the King and State) down to the Ground, 
and if thou do utter but a Syllable 3 
To croſs the King's intent, thou art but dead; 
There, lye upon the Earth, and pine, and dye. 
Did ever any Man wade through ſuch ſtorms 
To fave his Life, as poor Sbartillion ? 

Long. I fear this Challenge hath ſpoiPd all. 


butch. Neer fear it, he'll work it out again, Servant. 


dee where Shattillion's Love. poor Lady, comes. 


Enter Love. 


Duke. Jaques. | (he's gone. 
Tag. Lie ſtill, Sir, if you love your life, PII whiſtle when 


Love. Oh Gentlemen, I charge you by the Love 


Which you bear to Women, take ſome pity 


On 
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On this diſtreſſed Man, help to reſtore 
That preious Jewel to him he hath loft. * 
Bew. Lady, whatever power doth lie in us 
By Art, or Prayer, or Danger, we are yours, 
Love. A ſtrange conceit hath wrought this Malady, 
Conceits again muſt bring him to himſelf ; 
My ſtrict denial to his Will wrought this; 
And if you could but draw his wilder Thoughts 
To know me, he would ſure recover Senſe. 
Long. That Charge I'll undertake. 
Duke. Look Jaques, look, for God's ſake let me riſe, 
This Greatneſs is a Jade, I cannot ſit it. 
Zag. His Sword is up, and yet he watcheth you. 
Duke, I'll down again, pray for thy Maſter, Jaques. 


Shar. Now the King may ſee all the Suggeſtions are not 


He hath receiv'd againſt my Loyalty; (true, 
When all Men elſe refuſe, I fight his Battels, 
And thruſt my Body into Danger's Mouth 
I am become his Champion, and this Sword 
Has taught his Enemies to know themſelves ; 
Oh that he would no more he jealous of me! 
Long. Monſieur Shartillion, the King aſſures you, 
That for this valiant loyal act of yours, 
He hath forgot all Jealouſies and Fears, 
And never more will tempt you into danger. 
Shat. But how ſhall I believe this, what new token 
Of Reconcilement will he ſhew me? | 
Let him releaſe my poor Love from her Torment, 
From her hard fare, and ſtrict impriſonment. 
Long. He hath done this to win your after-love, 
And lee your Lady ſent you from the King 
By theſe two Gentlemen; be thankful for her. 
Shar. She lives, the lives, I know her by the power 
Shoots from her Eyes. | 
Love. Riſe, dear Shattillion, 
Mat. I know my Duty, 4 
Next unto my King, I am to kneel to you. (tillion. 
Love. VIl have yoù riſe, fetch me a Chair, fit down Sb 
at. I am commanded, and faith tell me Mi 
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Love. Oh my moſt lov'd Sharrillion, Pain enough, 


But now I am free, thanks to my God and King. 


Long. His Eyes grow very heavy, not a word, 


That his weak Senſes may come ſweetly home. 


Shat. The kaufe is honourable. 

Duke. When do you whiſtle, Jaques? 

Jag. By and by. 

Long, Come hither, Monſieur, canſt thou laugh a little? 
Serv, Yes, Sir. 

Long. So thou ſhalt then. Bewford, how doſt thou? 
Bew. Why well. | 

Ing. I'm glad on't, and how does thy Wife? 

Zew. Why, you may ſee her, Sir, ſhe ſtands behind you. 
Long. By the maſs ſhe's there indeed, but where's her 
Bew. Belly ? | (Belly? 
Lung. Her great Belly, Man; what haſt thou ſent thee? 
Ser. A Boy, I'll lay my Life, it tumbled fo. 

Bew, Catcht, by this Light. 

Long. 1'll be a Goſſip, Bewford. 

Ser. And I. 

Long. J have an odd Apoſtle Spoon. 

Bew. S' foot, catcht. 

Dutch. Why, what's the matter, Gentlemen? 

Ling. He's married to your Woman. 

Duteb. And J not know it? 

Ser. Twas a venial fin. : 

Bew. Gall, Gall, Gall. 
Dutch, Forgive her, Monſieur Bewford, *rwas her Love. 
Jew. You may riſe if you pleaſe, I muſt endure it. 
Long. See how my great Lord lies upon the Ground 


and dare not ſtir yet? [Jaques whiſtles, 


Duke, Jaques, Jaques, is the King's Champion gone yet? 
Jag No, but he's aſleep. 

Duke. 1s he aſleep art ſure ? 

faq I am ſure he is, I hear him Snore. 

Dy 

d 


e. Then by your favours, Gentlemen, I riſe, 


and know 1 am a Duke ſtill. 


Jeg. And I am his Champion. | 
Duke. 
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Dute h. Hold thee there, and all France cannot mend thee; 
Duke. lam a Prince as great within my Thoughts, 
As when the whole State did adorn my Perſon; 
W hat Trial can be-made to try a Prince? 
I will oppoſe this noble Corps of mine 
To any danger that may end the doubt. 
Durch. Great Duke, and Husband, there is but one way 
To fatisfie the World of our true Right, 
And it is dangerous. | 
Dufte. What may it be? 
Were it to bring the great Turk bound in Chains 
Through France in Triumph; or to couple up 
The Sophie, and great Preſtor Fohn together, 
I would attempt it, Dutcheſs, tell the courſe. _ 
Dutch. There is a ſtrong Opinion through the World, 
And no doubt grounded on Experience, 
That Lions will not touch a lawful Prince; 
If you be confident then of your Right, 
Amongſt the Lions bear your naked Body; 
And it you come off clear, and never winch, 
The World will ſay you are a perfect Prince. 
Duke. I thank you, Dutcheſs, for your kind advice, 
But now we do not affect thoſe ravenous Beaſts. 
Long. A Lion is a Beaſt to try a Kings 
But for the trial of ſuch a ſtate like this 
Pliny reports a Maſtive Dog will ſerve. 

i Puke, We will not deal with Dogs at all, but Men, 
Ser. You ſhall not need to deal with them at all, 
Hark you, Sir, the King doth know you are a Duke. 

Duke. No, does he? | (tion, 
Ser. Yes, and is content you ſhall be, but with this cau- 
That none know it but your ſelf: 
For if ye do, he'll take it away by Act of Parliament. 
Duke. Here's my Hand, and whilſt I live or breath, 
No living Wight ſhall know I am a Duke. 
Ser. Mark me directly, Sir, your Wife may know K. 
Duke. May not Jaques? 
Ser. Yes, he may. 8 
Duke. May not my Country Couſin? 


Ser, By no means, Sir, if you loye your Life and r 
; | N : 
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ee, Duke. Well then, know all, I am no Duke. 
Ser. No, I'll ſwear it. & 
Ling. See, he wakes. | 
Hat. Where am I, or where have I been allthis while? 
deep hath not fate ſo ſound upon mine Eyes, 
But | remember well that Face; 
ay oh thou too cruel, leave at length to ſcorn 
Him that but looking on thy Beauty dies, 
Fither receive me, or put out my Eyes. 
Love. Deareſt Sharrillion, ſee upon my Knees . ' 
| offer up my Love, forget my Wrongs. 
Shat. Art thou mine own ? 
Love. By Heav'n I am. | 
Shat. Then all the World is mine. 

d, Love. I have ſtranger things to tell thee,my deareſt Love. 
Hat. Tell nothing, but that thou art mine own: 
do not care to know where I have been, ; 

Or how I have liv'd, or any thing, 
But that thou art mine own. 
bew. Well, Wife, though 'twerea Trick that made us 
We'll make our ſelves merry ſoon in Bed. (wed, 
Duke, Know all, I am no Duke. 
Wife. What ſay ye? 
Duke. Jaques ? 
Jag. Sir. 
Duke. 1 am a Duke. 
Both. Are ye? 
Duke. Yes faith, yes faith, 
but it muſt only run among our ſelves, 
n, And Jaques, thou ſhalt be my Secretary till. 
u- Mife. Kind Gentlemen, lead in Shatrillion, 
For he muſt needs be weak and ſickly yet. 
, Now of all my Labours have a perfect end, as I could wiſh, 
ly Let all young ſprightly Wives that have 
Dull fooliſh Coxcombs to their Husbands, 
. Learn by me their Duties, what to do, 


Which ie, to make 'em F ools, and pleaſe em too. | 
| [ Exezmt . 


> 
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EPILOGUE. 


HE Monuments of Virtue, and Deſer, 
Appear more goodly, when the Gloſs of 
Art | 
Is eaten off by Time, than when at firſt 
They were ſet up, not ceuſur d at the worſt, 
We've done our beſt, for your Contents, to fit, | 
With new Pains, this old Monument of Wit. 
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PROLOGUE. 


gw tis become the Title of our Play, 

A Woman once in à Corporation day 
With pardon, ſpeak the Prologue, give as free s 
A welcome to the Theatre, as he | 
That with a little Beard, a long black Cloak, 
With a ftarch'd Face, and ſupple Leg hath ſpoke 
Before the Plays the Twelve month, let me then 

Preſent a Welcome to theſe Gentlemen; 

If you be kind, and noble, you will not 

Think the worſe of me for my Petticoat : 
5, ro the Play, the Poet bad me tell 
E, fears f(t in the Title, leſt it ſwell 

Some thoughts with expectation of a ſtrain, 

That but once could be ſeen in à King's Reign. 

Ihis Coronation he hopes you may 

See (ien, while the Genius of his Play \ 
Doth Prophefie, the Conduits may run Wine, 

When the Day's Triumph's ended, and Divine 

Brick Neftar ſwell his Temple to a Rage, 

With ſomething of more price t'inveſt the Stage. 

There reſts but to prepare you, that although 

It be a Coronation, there doth flow 

M Undermirth, ſuch as doth lard the Scene 

For courſe delight the Language here is clean. 

And confident, our Poet bad me ſay, 

He'll hate you but the folly of a Play: 

Fir which, although dull Souls his Pen deſpiſe, 

Why thinks it yet too early to be wiſe. 

The nobler will thank his Muſe, at leaſt 

Excuſe him, cauſe his thought aim'd at the beſt, 

But we conclude not, it does reſt in you 
Io cenſure Poet, Play, and Prologie tod. 

But what have I omitted? is there not 

A bluſh upon my Cheeks that ] forgot 

'e Ladies, and a Female Prologue ton? 

Hur Pardon, noble Gentlew:men, you | . 
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Were firſt within my Thoughts, I know you ſit 
As free, and bigh Commiſfioners of Wit, 


Have clear and active Huls; nay, though the Men 


Were loſt in your Eyes, they ll be found again, 
Ton are the bright Intelligences mo”, 

And make a barmony this ſphere of Love : 

Be you propitious then, our Poet ſays, 


Our Wreath from you, is worth their Grove of Bays. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Philocles. 


Liſander. 


Caſſander. 
Liſmmachus. 
Antigonus. 
Arcadius. 
Macarius. 
Seleucus. 
ueen. 
Charilla. 
Polidora. 
Neſtorius. 
Eubulus. 
Polianus. 
Sophia, 
Demetrius, 
Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 
Servants and Attendants. 
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ACT-E- SCENE SE 
Enter Philocles and Liſander. 


PHILOCLES. 
le way for my Lord Protector. 


? = — 
a I - 


Liſan. Your Grace's Servants. 
Enter Caſlander, and Liſimachus. 
Caf. 1like your diligent waiting,where's 
Lifimachus* 

Liſim. I wait upon you, Sir. 

Caſ. The Queen looks pleaſant 
This Morning, does ſhe not ? 

Lim. I ever found 
Her gracious Smiles on me. 

Caſ. She does conſult | 
Her Safety in't; for I muſt tell thee, Boy, 
But in the aſſurance of her Love to thee, 
[ ſhould advance thy hopes another way, 
And uſe the Power | have in Eire, to 
derte our own, and uncontrouled Greatneſs z 
but ſince ſhe carries her ſelf ſo fairly, 
lam content to expect, and by her Marriage 
Ycure thy Fortune, that's all my Ambition 
Now, be (till careful in thy Applications 

o her, I muſt attend other Affairs; 
Return, and uſe what Art thou canſt to lay 
More Charms of Love upon her. 
X 4 Liſim. 


3164 The Coronation. 


Liſim, I preſume 
She always ſpeaks the Language of her Heart, 1 
And I can be ambitious for no more R 
Happineſs on Earth, than ſhe encourages 
Me to expect, 

Caſ. It was an Act becoming 
The Wiſdom of her Father, to engage V 
A Tye between our Families, and ſhe 
Hath play'd her beſt Diſcretion to allow it; 
But we loſe time in Conference, wait on her, H 
And be what thou wert born for, King of Eprre; 
T muſt away. [ Exit, 

Liſim. Succeſs ever attend you. | 
Is not the Queen yet coming forth ? 


% 


Liſun. Your Servant, If 
You may command our Duties: ' WY 
This is the Court Star, Philocles. T 


Phi. The Star that we mult fail by. 
Liſan. All muſt borrow 
A Light from him, the young Queen directs all 
Her Favours that way. 
Phi. He's a noble Gentleman, 
And worthy of his Expectations: 
Too good to be the Son of ſuch a Father. 
Liſan. Peace, remember he is Lord Protector. 
Phi. We have more need of Heav'ns Protection: 
I'th* mean time, I wonder the old King 
Did in his Life deſign him for the Office. 
Liſan. He might expect his Faith, I have heard when 
The King, who was no Epirote, advanc'd 
His Claim, Caſſander, our Protector now. Ke 
Young then, oppos'd him roughly with his Faction, 
But forc'd to yield, had fair Conditions, 
Was declar'd by the whole State, next Heir 
If the King wanted Iſſue, our Hopes only 
Thriv'd in this Daughter. 
Phi. Whom but for her Smiles 
And hope of Marriage with Lify.achus, 
Bis Father, by ſome Cunning, had remov'd 


E'er this, * 
| I iſau. 
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Liſan. Take heed, the Arras may have Ears; 
| ſhould not weep much if his Grace would hence 
Remove to Heav'n. | 
Phi. I prithee what ſhould he do there? 
Liſan. Some Offices will fall, 
Phi. And the Sky too, cer I get one Stair higher 
While he's in place. 
Enter Antigonus. 
Ant. Liſander, Philocles, ; 
How looks the Day upon us? Where's the Queen? 
Phi. In her Bed-Chamber. 
it, Ant. Who was with her? 
Liſan. None but the young Lord Lifmachus, 
Ant. Tis no Treaſon, 
If a Man wiſh himſelf a Courtier 
= Of ſuch a Poſſibility : He has 
= Thc mounting Fate. 
Phi, I would his Father were 
Mounted to th* Gallows. 
Ant, He has a Path fair enough, 
If he ſurvive by Title of his Father. 
Liſan. The Queen will haſten his Aſcent. 
Phi, Would I were Queen. 
Ant. Thou wou'dit become rarely the Petticoat, 
What would'ſt thou do? 
Phi, Why, I wow'd marry | 
My Gentleman-Uſher, and truſt all the Strength 
And Burden of my State upon his Lees, 
1 Rather than be call'd Wife by any Son 
Of ſuch a Father. | 
Liſan. Come, let's leave this Subject, 
We may find more ſecure Diſcourſe ; when ſaw 
You young Arcadius, Lord Macarins's Nephew? | 
Ant. There's a Spark, a Youth moulded for a Favourite, 
The Queen might do him Honour. 
Phi. Favourite, 'tis too cheap a Name, there were a 
Now for her Virgin Blood. (Match 
Liſan. Muſt every Man, 
That has a handſome Face or Leg, feed ſuch 


Ambitition? I confeſs I honour him, 
1 by | a He 
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He has a nimbie Soul, and gives great Hope 
To be no Woman-hater, dances handſomely; 
Can court a Lady powerfully, but more goes 
To th' making of a Prince, He's here, 
And's Uncle. 
Enter Arcadius, Macarius, and Seleucus, 

Sel. Save you, Gentlemen, who can direct me 
To find my Lord Protector? 

Liſan. He was here | | 
Within this half Hour, young Liſimac bus 
His Son is with the Queen. 

Sel. There let him compliment, 


I have other Buſineſs; ha, Arcadius ! [ Exit, 


Phi. Obſerv'd you, with what Eyes Arcadius 
And he ſaluted, their two Families 
Will hardly reconcile. 

Aut. Seleucus carries 
Himſelf too roughly; with what Pride and Scorn 
He paſs'd by em? ; 

Liſan. Th'other with leſs ſhew 
Of Anger, carries Pride enough in's Soul; 
I with 'em all at Peace, Macarins Looks 
Are without civil War, a good old Man, 
The old King lov'd him well, Seleucus Father 
Vas as dear to him, and maintain'd the Character 
Of an honeſt Lord through Epire; that two Men 
So lov'd of others, ſhould be ſo unwelcome 
To one another. 

Arc. The Queen was not wont to ſend for me. 
Mac. The Reaſon's to her ſelf, 
It will become your Duty to attend her. 

Arc. Save you, Gentlemen, what Novelty 
Does the Court breath to Day? 
Liſan. None, Sir, the News 
Thar togk the laſt Impreſſion is, that you 
Purpoſe to lcave the Kingdom, and thoſe Men 
That honour you, take no Delight to hear it. 

Arc. | have Ambition to ſee the Difference 
Of Courts, and this may ſpare; the Delights 


At home do ſurfeir, and the Miſtreſs, whom We 
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We all do ſerve, is fixt upon one Object, 
Her Beams are too much pointed, but no Country 
Shall make me loſe your Memories. 
Enter Queen, Liſimachus, Macarius, and Charilla, 
cen. Arcadius. 
Mac. Your Lordſhip honour'd me, 
[ have no Bleſſing in his Abſence. 
Liſm. *Tis done like a pious Unkle. 
Queen. We mult not | 
Give any Licence, 
Arc. If your Majeſty 
Would pleaſe. - 
Queen, We are not pleas'd, it had become your Duty 
To have firſt acquainted us, e er you declar'd 
Your Reſolution publick; is our Court 
Not worth your Stay ? 
Arc. I humbly beg your Pardon. 
Queen. Where's Liſimachus? 
Lim. Your humble Servant, Madam. 
Queen. We ſhall find | 
Employment at home for you, do not loſe us, 
Arch. Madam, I then write my ſelf bleſt on Earth 
When I may do you Service. 
Queen. We would be private, Macarius. 
Mac. Madam, you have bleſt me, 
Nothing but your Command could interpoſe to 


Stay him. 
Queen. Liſi mac bus, 
null not leave us. 
ſan. Nothing but Liſmachus? Has ſhe not 


Tien a Philter? 
Queen, Nay, pray be cover'd, Ceremony from you 
Muſt be excus'd. 
Lim. It will become my Duty. 
Queen, Not your Love? 
| know you would have me look upon 
our Perſon as a Courtier, not a Favourite; 
That Title were too narrow to expreſs 
How we eſteem you. 


Liſm. The leaſt of all 
Theſe Names from you, Madam, is Grace enough. 


\ 
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Queen. Vet here you wou'd not reſt ? 
Liſim. Not if you pleaſe: 
To ſay there is a Happineſs beyond, 
And teach my Ambition how to make it mine, 
Although the Honours you already have 
Let fall upon your Servaut, exceed all 
My Merit: I have a Heart is ſtudious 
To reach it with Deſert, and make it poſſible 
Your Favour's mine by Juſtice, with your Pardon. 
Queen. We arc confident this needs no Pardon, Sir, 
But a Reward to cheriſh your Opinion, 
And that you may keep warm your Paſſion, 
Know we reſolve for Marriage, and if 
I had another Gift, beſide my ſelt, 
Greater, in that you ſhould diſcern, how much 


My Heart is fixt. 

Lim, Let me digeſt my Bleſſing, C 
| Queen. But I cannot reſolve when this ſhall be. [ 
| Lim. How, Madam? do not make me dream of | an 
| And wake me into Miſery, if your purpoſe {(Heav'n, MW C 

Be, to immortalize your humble Servant; L 
Your Power on Earth's divine, Princes arc here C 
The Copics of Eternity, and create, 8 
| When they but will our Happineſs. Tha 
Queen. I ſhall To 
Believe you mock me in this Argument, 2 
I have no Power. | | | Th: 
Liſim. How, no Power? | It g 
een. Not as a Queen. Wh 
fim. 1 underſtand you not. Wh 
Queen. I mult obey, your Father's my Protector. If w 
Liſim. How ? Deſc 
Queen. When I am abſolute, Liſimachns, | Has 
Our Power and Titles meet, before, we are but de 
A Shadow, and to give you that were nothing: And 

Liſim. Excellent Queen, ; Wit 
My Love took no Original from State, Oft 
Or the defire of other Greatneſs, | To. 
Above what my Birth may challenge modeſtly, To 


I love your Virtues; mercenary Souls 1 
| | 
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Are taken with Advancement, you've an Empire 
Within you, better than the World's, to that 
Looks my Ambition. 
yeen. T*other is not, Sir, 
To be deſpis'd, Coſmography allows 
Foire a place i'th' Map, and know till I 
poſſeſs what I was born to, and alone 
Do graſp the Kingdom's Scepter, I account 
My felf divided; he that marries me 
r, WT Shall take an abſolute Queen to his warm Boſom; 
My Temples yet are naked, until then 
Our Loves can be but Compliments, and Wiſhes, 
Yet very hearty ones. 
Lim. J apprehend. 
Queen. Your Father. 
Enter Caſſander and Seleucus. 
Caſ. Madam, a Gentleman has an humble Suit. 
Queen. * Tis in your power to grant, you are Protector, 
lam not yet a Queen. 
Caſ. How's this? 
Liſim. I ſhall expound her Meaning. 
Queen, Why kneel you, Sir? 
Sel. Madam, to reconcile two Families 
That may unite, both Counſels and their Blood 
To ſerve your Crown. 
Queen. Macarins, and Eubulus, 
| That bear inveterate Malice to each other. 
It grew, as I have heard, upon the queſtion 
Which ſome of either Family had made, 
Which of their Fathers was the beſt Commander : 
If we believe our Stories, they have both 
Deſery'd well of our State; and yet this Quarrel 
Has coſt too many Lives, a ſevere Faction. 
del. But I'll propound a way to plant a Quiet 
And Peace in both our Houſes, which are torn 
With their Diſſentions, and loſe the Glory 
Of their great Names; my Blood ſpeaks my Relation 
To Enbulus, and I wiſh my Veins were empticd 
To appeaſe their War, 
Queen. 
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Queen. Thou haſt a noble Soul; 
This is a Charity above thy Vouth, 

And it flows bravely from thee; name the way. 
Sel. In ſuch a deſperate Cauſe, a little Stream 
Of Blood might purge the Foulnefs of their Hearts, 

If you'll prevent a Deluge. 

2 Be particular. 

_ Sel. Let but your Majeſty conſent that two 
May, with their perſonal Valour, undertake 
The Honour of their Family, and determine 
Their Difference. 

Queen. This rather will inlarge | 

Their Hate, and be a means to call more Blood 

Into the Stream. FI 
Sel. Not if both Families 

Agree, and ſwear | 
Queen. And who ſhall be the Champions ? 
del. I beg the Honour, for Eubulus cauſe 

To be ingag'd, if any for Macarius, * 

Worthy to wager Heart with miae, accept it, 

I am confident, Arcadius, 

For Honour would direct me to his Sword, 

Will not deny, to ſtake againſt my Life 
His own, if you vouchſafe us Privilege. 

ueen. You are the Expectation, and = Boughs 

Of both your Houſes, it would ſeem Injuſtice 
To allow a civil War to cut you off, 

And your ſelves the Inſtruments ; beſides 
You appear a Soldier; Arcadins 
Hath no Acquaintance yet with rugged War, 
More fit to drill a Lady, than expoſe 5 
His Body to ſuch Dangers : A ſmall Wound 
I'th*. Head may ſpoil the Method of his Hair, 
Whoſe Curiolity exacts more time 
Than his Devotion, and who knows but he 
May loſe his Ribbond by it in his Lock, ; 
Dear as his Saint, with whom he would exchange 
His Head, for her gay Colours ; then his Band. 
May be diforder'd and transform'd from Lace 
To Cutwork, his rich Cloaths be diſcomplexioned 4 
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With Blood, beſide the infaſhionable flaſhes: 
And at the next Feſtival take Phyſick, 
Or put on Black, and mourn for his {lain Breeches : 
His Hands cas'd up in Gloves all Night, and ſweet 
Pomatum, the next day may be endanger'd 
To Bliſters with a Sword; how can he ſtand 
Upon his Guard, who hath Fidlers in his Head, 
To which his Feet mult ever be a Dancing ? | 
Befide a falſify my ſpoil his cringe, 
Or making of a Leg, in which conſiſts 
Much of his Court · perfection. 
Sel. Is this Character 
Beſtow'd on him ? 
Queen. It ſomething may concern the Gentleman, 
Whom if you pleaſe to challenge 
o Dance, play on the Lute, or Sing. 
el. Some Ketch? 
Queen. He ſhall not want thoſe will maintain him 
For any Sum. 
Kl. You are my Sovereign, 
I dare not think, yet I muſt ſpeak ſomewhat, 
| ſhall burſt elſe, I have no skill in Jiggs, 
Nor Tumbling; 
Queen. How, Sir ? 
Sel, Nor was I born a Minſtrel, and in this you have 
90 infinitely diſgrac'd Arcadius, 
But that I have heard another Character, 
And with your Royal Licence do believe it, 
| ſhould not think him worth my killing. 
Owen. Your killing ? 
Sl, Does ſhe not jecr me; 
[ ſhall talk Treaſon preſently, I find it 
At my Tongues ond already, this 1s an 
Affront, I'll leave her. 
een, Come back; do you know Arcadius? 
del. I ha' chang'd but little breath with him; our Perſons 
Admit no familiarity; we were 
Born to live both at diſtance, yet I ha' ſcen him 
Fight, and fight bravely, 


— 


Queen, 
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Queen. When the Spirit of Wine 
Made his Brain valiant, he fought bravely. 

Sel. Although hc be my Enemy, ſhould any 

Of the gay Flies that buz about the Court, 
Sit to catch Trouts i'th' Summer, tell me ſo, 
I durſt in any Preſence but your own —— 

ween. What? 

Sel. Tell him he were not honeſt. 

ueen, | ſee, Seleucus, thou art reſolute, 
And I but wrong'd Arcadius; your firſt 
Requeſt is granted, you ſhall fight, and he 
That conquers be rewarded, to confirm 
Firſt Place and Honour to his Family : 
Is it not this you plead for? 

Sel. You are gracious. 

Queen. Lifimachus. 

Lifim. Madam. | 

Caſe. She has granted then? 

Sel. With much ado. 

Caf. I with thy Sword my open 
His wanton Veins, Macarius is too popular, 
And has taught him to inſinuate. 

ueen, It ſhall 
But haſte the confirmation of our Loves, 
Andripen the delights of Marriage. Seleucus. [ Exit cum del. 
Liſim. As I gueſt, 
It cannot be too ſoon. 

Caſ. To morrow then we Crown her, and inveſt 
My Son with Majeſty, 'tis to my wiſhes, 
Beget a Race of Princes, my Lifmachus. 

Lifim. Firſt, let us marry, Sir. 

Caſ. Thy Brow was made 
To wear a golden Circle, Pm tranſported, 

Thou ſhalt rule her, and I will govern thee. 

Lifim. Although you be my Father, that will not 

Concern my Obedience, as I take it. 
Enter Philocles, Liſander, and Antigonus. 
Gentlemen, | 
Prepare your ſelves for a Solemnity | 
Will turn the Kingdom into Triumph: Epire 


Look 


ok 
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Look freſh to Morrow, twill become your Duties, 

In all your Glory, to attend the Queen 

At her Coronation, ſhe is pleaſed to make 

The next Day happy in our Calendar, 

My Office doth expirc, and my old Blood 

Renews with Thought on't. 

Phi. How's this? 

Ant. Crown'd to M _ 

Liſan. And he ſo joyful to reſign his Re ? 
15 ſome Trick 15 I do — ches baity 
Proceedings, and Whirls of State, they have commonly 
A; ſtrange and violent Effects; well, Heav'n ſave the Queen. 

Phi. Heav'nſave the Queen, ſay I, and ſend her a ſprightly 
Bed- fellow; for the Protector, ler him pray for : 
Himſelf, he is like to have no Benefit of my Devotion. 

Caſ. But this doth quicken my old Heart. Lifmachus, 
There is not any Step into her Throne, 

But is the ſame Degree of thy own State; 
Come, Gentlemen. 

Liſan. We attend your Grace. 

Caſ. Liſimachus. | | 

Lim. What heretofore could happen to Mankind 
Was with much Pain to climb to Heav'n; but in 
Spbia's Marriage, of all Queens the beſt, 

Heay'n will come down to Earth, to make me bleſt. 
Exeunt. 
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ACT IL SCENE. I 


Enter Arcadius and Polidora. 


_y Ndeed you ſhall not go. , 
Arc. Whither? 
Pllid. To travel, 


know you ſee me- but to take your Leave, 
but I muſt never yield to ſuch an Abſence. 


Are. I prithee leave thy Fears, I am commanded 


o th' contr I wonot leave thee now. 
Vol. VI.“ Y Polid. 
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Polid. Commanded ? By whom? 
Arc. The Queen. 
Polid. 1 am very glad, for truſt me, I could think 
Of thy Departure with no Comfort, thou 
Art all the joy I have, half of my Soul; 
But I muſt thank the Queen now for thy Company; 
I prithee, what could make thee ſo deſirous 
To be abroad? 
Arc. Only to get an Appetite 
To thee, Polidora. 
Polid. Then you mult provoke it. 
Arc. Nay, prithee do not ſo miſtake thy Servant. 
Polid. Perhaps you ſurfeit with my Love. 
Arc. Thy Love? n 
Polid. Although I have no Beauty to compare 
With the beſt Faces, I have a Heart above 
All Competition. 
Arc. Thou art jealous now; 
Come let me take the Kiſs I gave thee laſt, 
I am ſo confident of thee, no Lip 
Has raviſh'd it from thine; I prithee come 
To Court. | 
Polid. For what? 
Arc. There is the Throne for Beauty. 
Polid. Tis ſafer dwelling here. 
Arc. There's none will hurt, 
Or dare but think an Ill to Polidora, 
The greateſt will be proud to honour thee. 
Thy Luſtre wants the Admiration here; 
There thou wort ſhine indeed, and ſtrike a Reverence 
Into the Gazer. 
Polid. You can flatter too. 9 
Arc, No Praiſe of thee canbe thought ſo, thy Virtue 
Will deſerve all; I muſt confeſs, we Courtiers 
Do ofentimes commend, to ſhew our Art, 
There is Neceſſity ſometimes to ſay 
This Madam breaths Arabian Gums, ; 
Amber and Caſſia; though while we are praiſing 
We wiſh we had no Noftrils to take in 


Th' offenſive Steam of her corrupted Lungs, Nan 
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Nay, ſome will ſwear they love their Miſtreſs, 
Would hazard Lives and Fortunes, to preſerve 
One of her Hairs brighter than Berenices; 
Or young Apollo's; and 785 after this, 
A Favour from another Toy would tempt him 
To laugh, while the officious Hang-man whips 
Her Head off. 
Polid. Fine Men. 
Arc. I am none of theſe: 
Nay, there are Women, Polidora, too 
That can do pretty well at Flatteries; 
Make Men believe they dote, will languiſh for em, 
On kiſs a Jewel out of one, and dally | | 
= A Carcanet of Diamonds from another, 
Vieep into th' Boſome of a third, and make 
Him drop as many Pearls; they count it nothing 
To talk a reaſonable Heir within ten Days 
Out of his whole Eſtate, and make him mad 
He has no more Wealth to conſume. 
Polid. You'll teach me 
To think I may be flattered in your Promiſes, 
once you live where this Art is moſt profeſt. 
Arc, I dare not be ſo wicked, Polidora: 
The Infant Errors of the Court I may 
be guilty of, but never to abuſe 
So rare a Goodneſs, nor indeed did ever 
Converſe with any of thoſe Shames of Court, 
To practiſe for baſe Ends; be confident 
My Heart is full of thine, and I ſo deeply 
Cy the F igure of my Polidora, 
Itis not in the Power of Time or Diſtance 
To cancel it : By all that's bleſt I love thee, 
Te thee above all Women, dare invoke 
a Curſe when I forſake thee. 
Pilid. Let it be ſome 
bentle one, 
Arc, Teach me an Oath I prithee, 
Unc ſtrong enough to bind, if thou doſt find 
Any Suſpicion of my Faith, or elſe 
ct me in ſome horril Imprecation: 5 
1 2 When 
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When 1 forſake thee for the Love of other 
Women, may Heav'n reward my Apoſtacy 
To blaſt my greateſt Happineſs on Earth, 
And make all Joys abortive. 

Polid. Revoke theſe haſty Syllables, they carry 
Too great a Penalty for Breach of Love 
To me, I am not worth thy ſuffering, 

You do not know what Beauty may invite 
Your Change, what Happineſs may tempt your Eye 
And Heart together. | 

Arc. Should all the Graces of your Sex conſpire 
In one, and ſhe thould court, with a Dowry 
Able to buy a Kingdom, when J give 

My Heart from Polidora. 
Polid. I ſuſpect not, 
And to requite thy Conſtancy, I ſwear. 

Arc. T were Sin to let thee waſte thy Breath, 

1 have Aſſurance of thy noble Thoughts, 
| Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My Lord, your Uncle hath been every where 
Frh* Court inquiring for you, his Looks ſpeak 
Some earneſt Caulc. | 

Arc. I am more acquainted with 
Thy Virtue, than to imagine thou wilt not 
Excuſe me now, one Kiſs diſmiſſes him 
W hoſe Heart ſhall wait on Polidra, prithee 
Let me not wiſh for thy return too often. | 
My Father. [Ext 

Enter Ncſtorius, and a Servant. 

Neft. T met Arcadins in ſtrange haſte, he told me 
He had been with thee. 

Folid. Some Affair too ſoon 
Raviſh'd him hence, his Uncle ſent for him 
Vou came now from Court: How looks the Queen 
This golden Morning? 

Nej. Like a Bride, her Soul f 
Is all on Mirth, her Eyes have quick'ning Fires, 
Able to ſtrike a Spring into the Earth 
In Winter. 
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Polid. Then Liſimachus can have 
No Froſt in's Blood, that lives ſo near her Beams. 

Neſt. His politick Father, the Protector, ſmiles tce,' 
Reſolve to ſce the Ceremony of the Queen, 


Twill be a Day of State. 


Polid. Jam not well. 
Neſt. How! Not well? retire then, I muſt return, 
My Attendance is expected, Polidora, | 
Be careful of thy Health. 
Polid. It will concern me. { Exeunt, 
Enter Arcadius and Macarius. 

Arc. You amaze me, Sir. 

Mac. Dear Nephew, if thou reſpect thy Safety 
My Honour, or my Age, remove thy ſelf, 

Thy Life's in Danger. 

Arc. Mine? Who's my Enemy? 

Mac. Take Horſe, and inſtantly forſake the City 
Or elſe within ſome unſuſpected Dwelling 
Obſcure thy ſelf, ſtay not to know the Reaſon, 

Arc. Sir, I beſeech your Pardon, which 1'th* Number 
Of my Offences unto any, ſhould | 
Provoke this diſhonourable Flight ? 

Mac. T would, when I petition'd for thy ſtay, 
bad pleaded for thy Baniſhment, thou knowꝰſt not 
What threatens thee. 

Arc, 1 would deſire to know it, 
am in vo Conſpiracy of Treaſon, 

Have raviſh'd no Man's Miſtreſs, not fo much 

As given the Lye to any, what ſhould mean ; 
Your ſtrange and violent Fears, I will not ſtir — 
Until you make me ſenſible I have loſt 

My Innocence. 

Mac. I muſt not live to ſee | 
Thy Body full of Wounds, it were leſs Sin 
To ip thy Father's Marble, and fetch from 
The reverend Vaulr, his Aſhes, and diſperſe them 
by ſome rude Winds, where none ſhould ever find 
The facred Duſt : It was his Legacy, 

The Breath he mingled with his Prayers to Heav'n, 
| would preſerve Arcadius, whoſe Fate | 
Y 3 He 
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He propheſy'd in Death, would need Protection, 
Thou wot diſturb his Ghoſt, and call it to T 
Afright my Dreams, if thou refuſe to obey me. 
Arc. You more inflame me, to enquire the Cauſe 
Of your Diſtraction, and you'll arm me better 
Than any Coward Flight, by acquainting me 
Whoſe Malice aims to kill me; good Sir, tell me. 
Mac. Then Prayers and Tears aſſiſt me. 
Arc. Sir. 
Mac. Arcadius, | 
Thou art a raſh young Man, witneſs the Spirit 
Of him that truſted me ſo much, I bleed, 
Till I prevent this Miſchief. | [ Exit, 
Enter Philocles and Liſander. 
Arc. Ha. Keep off. 
Phi. What mean you, Sir? 
Liſan, We are your Friends. 
Arc. I know your Faces, but 
Am not ſecure, I would not be betray'd. 
Liſan. You wreng our Hearts, who truly honour you, 
Arc. They ſay I muſt be kill'd. 
Phi. By whom? 
Arc. 1 know not, nor wou'd I part with Life fo tamely, 
Phi. We dare engage ours in your Quarre] ; hide 
Your Sword, it may beget Suſpicion, 
It's enough to queſtion you. 
Arc. | am confident; . 
Pray pardon me, come, I deſpiſe all Danger; 
Yet a dear Friend of mine, my Unc'e, told me 
He would not ſee my Body full of Wounds. 
Liſan. Your Uncle? this is ſtrange. 
Arc. Yes, my honeſt Uncle, 
If my unlucky Stars have pointed me 
So dire a Fate. | | 
Thi. There is ſome ſtrange Miſtake in't. 
Enter Antigonus. | 
Ant, Arcadius, the Queen would ſpeak with you, 
You muſt make haſte. 
Arc. Though to my Death, I flye 
Upon her Summons, | give up my Breath Then 
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Then willingly, if ſhe command it from me. 
?hi. This does a little trouble me. 
Liſan, I know not 
What to imagine, ſomething is the Ground 
Of this Perplexity, but 1 hope there is not 
Any ſuch Danger as he apprehends. 
Euter Queen, Liſimachus, Macarius, Eubulus, Selcucus, 
Arcadius, Ladies, Attendants, and Gent, 
Oueen, We have already granted to Seleucus, 
And they ſhall try their Valour, if Arcadius 
Have Spirit in him to accept the Challenge, 
Our Royal Word is paſt. 
Phi. This is ſtrange. | 
Eub. Madam, my Son knew not what he ask'd, 
And you were cruel to conſent ſo ſoon. 
Mac. W herein have I offended, to be robb'd 
At once, of all the Wealth I have, Arcadius 
Is part of me. | 
Eub, Seleucus's Life and mine 
Are twiſted on one Thread, both ſtand or fall 
Together; hath the Service for my Country 
D:icrv'd but this Reward, to be ſent weeping 
To my eternal home? Was't not enough 
When J was young, to loſe my Blood in Wars, 
But the poor Remnant that is ſcarcely warm 
And faintly creeping through my wither'd Veins 
Muſt be Jet out to make you Sport. 
Mac. How can 
We, that ſhall this Morn ſee the ſacred Oil 
Fall on your Virgin Treſſes, hope for any 
Protection hereafter, when this Day - 
You ſacrifice the Blood of them that pray for you? 
Arcadins, 1 prithee ſpeak thy (elf, 
lt is for thee I plead, 
Eub. Seleucus, kneel, 
And ſay thou haſt repented thy raſh Suit ; 
leer I ſee thee fight, I be thus wounded, 
How will the leaſt Drop forced iro thy Veins 
ali my Heart. 
Hac. Why, that's good; 
W* 4 Arcalius 
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Arcadius, ſpeak to her; hear him, Madam, 
Arc. If you call back this Honour you have done me 
T ſhall repent I live, do not perſwade me : 
Seleucus, thou art a noble Enemy, 
And 1 will love thy Soul, though I deſpair 
Our Body's friendly Converſation : 
I would we were to tugg upon ſome Cliff, 
Or like two Prodigies 1'th* Air, our Conflict 
Might generally be gaz'd at, and our Blood 
wh our Grandſires Aſhes. 
ac. I am undone. 
Sel. Madam, my Father ſays I have offended, 
If ſo, I beg your Pardon, but beſeech you 
For your own Glory, call not back your Word. 
Eub. They are both mad. 
ueen. No more, we have reſolv'd, 
And ſince their Courage is ſo nobly flam'd, 
This Morning we'll behold the Champions 
Within the Liſt; be not afraid their Strife 
Will ſtretch fo far as Death, ſo ſoon as we 
Are crown'd, prepare your (elves. Seleucus.[ Kiſſes ber Hand, 
Sel. I have receiv'd another Life in this high Favour, 
And may loſe what Nature gave me. | 
Queen. Arcadius, to encourage thy young Valour, 
We give thee our Father's Sword, 
Command it from our Armory; Liſmachus, 


To our Coronation. CExeynt, 
Scl. III forfeit - | 
My Head for a Rebellion, than ſuſſer it. [ Exit, 
Arc. I am circled with Confuſions, I'll do ſomewhat, 
My Brains and Friends aſſiſt me. Exit. 


Phi. But do you think they'll fight indeed ? 
Lifan. Perhaps 
Her Majeſty will ſee a Bout or two. 
And yet 'tis wondrous ſtrange, ſuch Spectacles 
Are rare i'th* Court; an they were to skirmiſh' naked 
Before her, then there might be ſome Excuſe. 
There is Gimcracks in't, the Queen is wiſc 
Above her Years. ' FP. 


Phi. Macarins is perplex'd. Enit 
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Enter Eubulus. 

Liſan. I cannot blame him, but my Lord Eubulus 
Returns, they are both troubled, las good Men, 
But our Duties are expected, we forget. [ Ex. Phi. Liſ. 

Eub. 1 muſt reſolve, and yet things are nor ripe, 
My Brain's upon the Torture. | 

Mac. This may quit 
The hazard of his Perſon, whole leaſt drop 
Of Blood is worth more than our Families, 

My Lord Eubulus, I have thought a way 
To ſtay the young Mens deſperate Proceedings ; 
It is our Cauſe they fight, ler us beſeech 
The Queen, to grant us two the Privilege 
Of Duel, rather than expoſe their lives 
To either's fury; it were pity they 
Should run upon ſo black a Deſliny, 
We are both old, and may be ſpar d, a pair 
Of fruitleſs Trees, Moſhe, and wither'd Trunks, 
That fill up roo much Room. 
Eub. Moſt willingly, 
And I will praiſe her Charity to allow it; 
| have not yet forgot to uſe a Sword, 
Let's loſe no time, by this act, ſhe will licence 
Our Souls to leave our Bodies but a Day, 
Perhaps an Hour the ſooner; they may live 
To do her better Service, and be Friends a 
When we are dead, and yet I have no hope | 
This will be granted, curſe upon our Faction. 

Mac. If ſhe deny u 

Eub. What? 

Mac. I wou'd do ſomewhat ——— 

Rub. There's ſomething o'th* ſudden ſtruck upon 
My Imagination, that may ſecure us. 

Mac. Name it, if no Diſhonour wait upon't 
To preſerve them, Pl accept any danger, 

Eub. There is no other way, and yet my Heart 
Would be excus'd, but 'tis to fave his Life, 

Mac, Speak it, Eubulus. 
Eb. In your Ear I ſhall, 
fla not make a noiſe if you refuſe it. 


lt 
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| Mac, Hum? though it ſtir my Blood, I'll meet Arcadiu; 80 
If this preſerve thee not, I muſt unſeal | By 
Another Myſtery. [ Bxiz 0 
Enter Queen, Liſimachus, Caſſander, Charilla, 


Liſander, Philocles, and Antigonus. 
een. We owe to all your loves, and will deſerve 

Art leaſt by our Endeavours, that none may 
This day repent their Prayers; my Lord Protector. 

Caſ. Madam, I have no 
Such Title now, and am bleſt to loſe 
That Name ſo happily; I was but truſted 
With a glorious burden. 

Queen. You have prov'd 
Your ſelf our faithful Counſellor, and muſt ill 
Protect our growing State; a Kingdom's Scepter 

Weighs down a Woman's Arm, this Crown fits hear; 

Upon my Brow already, and we know | 
There's ſomething more than Mettal in this Wreath, 
Of ſhining Glory, but your Faith, and Counſel, 
That are familiar with Myſteries, 
And depths of State, have power to make us fit 
For ſuch a bearing, in which both you ſhall 
Do loyal Service, and reward your Duties. 

Caſ. Heav'n preſerve your Highneſs. 

Queen. But yet my Lords and Gentlemen, let none 

Miſtake me, that becauſe I urge your Wiſdoms, 
I ſhall grow careleſs, and impoſe on you 
The managing of this great Province, no, 
We will be active too, and as we are 
In Dignity above your Perſons, ſo, 
The greateſt portion of the difficulties 
We call to us, you in your ſeveral places 
Relieving us with your Experience, 
Obſerving in your beſt directions 
All modeſty, and diſtance for although 
We are but young, no action ſhall forfeit 
Our Royal Privilege, or encourage any 
Too unreverent boldneſs; as it will become 
Our Honour to conſult, e'er we determine 


Of the moſt neceſlary things of State, 
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go we are ſenſible of a Check, 
But in a Brow, that ſaucily controuls 
Our Action, preſuming on our Vears 
As few, or frailty of our Sex; that Head 
ls not ſecure, that dares our Power or Juſtice. 
Phi. She has a brave Spirit, look how the Protector 
Grows pale already. 
Queen. But I ſpeak to you 
Are perfect in Obedience, and may ſpare 
This Theme, yet 'twas no immaterial 
Part of our Character, ſince I defire 
All ſhould take notice, I have ſtudied 
The knowledge of my ſelf, by which I ſhall 
Better diſtinguiſh of your Worth and Perſons 
In your Relations to us. 
Lim. This Language 
Is but a threatning to ſome Body. | 
Queen. But we miſs ſome, that uſe not to abſent 
Their Duties from us; where's Macarinus * 
Caſ. Retir'd to grieve, your Majeſty hath given. 
Conſent Arcadius ſhould enter the Liſt, 
To day, with young Seleucus. 
Cueen. We purpole 
Enter Gentleman. 
They ſhall proceed; what's he? (tice 
Phi. A Gentleman belonging to Seleucus, that gives no- 
He is prepar'd, and waits your Royal Pleaſure. 
Cueen. He was compos d for Action, give notice 
To Arcadins, and admit the Challenger: 
Let other Princes boaſt their gaudy Tilting, 
and mockery of Battels, but our Triumph 
Is celebrated with true noble Valour. | 
Enter Seleucus, and Arcadius at ſeveral Doors, their Pages 
before them, bearing their Targets. 
Two young Men ſpirited enough to have 
wo Kingdoms ſtak'd upon their Swords; Liſmachus, 
Do not they excellently become their Arms ? 
Twere pity but they ſhould do ſomething more 
han wave their Plumes. A. [bout within. 
Vhat nite is that? ; I 


Enter 
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Enter Macarius, aud Eubulus. 

Mac, The Peoples joy to know us reconcil'd, 

Is added to the Jubilee of the Day, 
We have no more a Faction but one Heart, 
Peace flow in every Boſom. 1 

Eub. Throw away 
Theſe Inſtruments of Death, and like two Friends 
Embrace by our Example. 

Queen. This unteign'd? 

Mac. By our duties to your ſelf, dear Madam, 
Command them not advance, our Houſes from 
This Minute are incorporated; happy Day! 

Our Eyes at which before Revenge look'd forth, 
May clear ſuſpicion, oh my 3 

Eub. We have found a nearer way to friendſhip, Madam, 

Than by expoſing them to fight for us. 

ucen. It this be faithful, our Deſires are bleſt. 

We had no Thought to waſte, but reconcile 
Your Blood this way, and we did propheſie 
This happy Chance; ſpring into either's Boſom, 
Arcadius and Seleucus, what can now 

Be added to this Day's Felicity? 

Yes, there is ſomething, is there not, my Lord? 
While we are Virgin Queen. 
Caſ. Ha, that String | 

Doth promiſe Muſick. 

Queen. I am yet, my Lords, 

Your ſingle Joy, and when I look upon 

What J have took, to manage the great care 
Of this moſt flouriſhing Kingdom, I incline 

To think I ſhall do juſtice to my ſelf, 

If I chuſe one, whoſe Strength and Virtue may 
Aſſiſt my Undertaking ; think you, Lords, 

A Husband would not help? | 

Liſim. No queſtion, Madam, 

And he that you purpoſe to make fo bleſt, 

Muſt needs be worthy of our humbleſt Duty, 

It is the general Vote. 8 I 
Dueen. We will not then 


Trouble Ambaſſadors to treat with any i 
| | Princes 
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princes abroad, within our own Dominion, 

Fruitful in Honour, we ſhall make our choice; 

And that we may not keep you over- long 

In the Imagination, from this Circle we 

Have purpoſe to ele& one, whom I ſhall 

Salute a King and Hueband. 

Liſan. Now my Lord Liſimachus, | 
Queen. Nor ſhall we in this Action be accugd 

Of Raſhneſs, ſince the Man we ſhall declare 

Deſerving our Affection, hath been earl 

In our Opinion, which had Reaſon firſt 

To guide it, and his known Nobility 

Long marry'd to our Thoughts, will juſtifie 

Our fair Election. | 
Phi. Lifimachus bluſhes, 

Caſ, Direct our Duties, Madam, to pray for him. 
ueen. Arcadius, you ſee from whence we come, 

Pray lead us back, you may aſcend. 

[ She. comes from the State. 
Caſ. How's this? o'er-reach'd ? 
Arc. Madam, be charitable to your humbleſt Creature, 

Do not reward the Heart, that falls in Duty 

Benath your Feet, with making me the burden 

Of the Conrntat a Mockery for Pages, 

Twere Treaſon in me but to think you mean thus. 
Sur. Arcadius, 2 muſt refuſe my Love, 

Or ſhame this Kingdom. 

Phi. Is the Wind in that corner? 

Caſ. I thall run mad, Lifmachus. 

Liſim. Sir, contain your ſelf. 

Sel. Is this to be believ'd ? 

Mac. What Dream is this? 

Phi, He kifles her, now by this day I am glad ort. 
Liſan. Mark the Protector. 

Ant. Let him fret his Heart-ſtrings. 

Queen. Is the Day cloudy on the ſudden ? 

Arc. Gentlemen, 

It was not my Ambition, I durſt never 

Aſpire ſo high in Thought, bur ſince her Majeſty 

ces Hath pleas'd to call me to this Honour, 1 


Will 
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By whom [ live. : 
ves. The Church to morrow ſhall 
Confirm our Marriage; noble Liſimachus, 

We'll find out other Ways to recompence 
Your Love to us. Set forward; come Arcadins. 
Mac. It muſt be fo, and yer let me conſider, 

Caf. He inſults already: Policy aſſiſt me, 
To break his Neck. 
Liſim. Who would truſt Woman? 
Loſt in a Pair of Minutes, loſt, how bright 
A Morning roſe, but now, 'tis Night? [Exenn, 


— 
— 
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Enter Polidora and a Servant. 


Polid. O H where ſhall Virgins look for Faith hereafter, 
| If he prove falſe, after ſo many Vows? 
And yet if I conſider, he was tempted 
Above the Strength of a young Lover, two 
Such glorious courting his Acceptance, were 
Able to make Diſloyalty no Sin, 
At leaſt not ſeem a Fault; a Lady firſt, 
W hoſe very Looks would thaw a Man more trozen 
Than the Alps, quicken a Soul more dead than Winter, 
Add to her Beauty and Perfection, 
That ſhe's a Queen, and brings with her a Kingdom 
Able to make a great Mind forfeit Heav'n., 
What could the Frailty of Arcadius . 
Suggeſt, to unſpitit him ſo much, as not 
To fly to her Embraces? You were preſent 
When ſhe delar'd her ſelf ? 
Ser. Yes, Madam. 
Polid. Tell me, 
Did not he make a Pauſe, when the fair Queen 


A full Temptation ſtood him ? 95 
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Ser. Very little 
My Judgment could diſtinguiſh, ſhe did no ſooner 
Propound, but he accepted. 

Polid. That was ill, 

He might with Honour ſtand one or two Minutes, 
Methinks it ſhould have ſtartled him a little 

To have remembred me, I have deſerv'd | 
At leaſt a cold Thought; well, pray give it him. 

Ser, I ſhall. 

Pol. When? 

Ser. Inſtantly. 

Polid. Not ſo, 

But take a time when his Joy ſwells him moſt, 
When his Delights are high and raviſhing, 
When you perceive his Soul dance in his Eyes, 
When ſhe that muſt be his hath dreſt her Beauty 
With all her Pride, and ſends a thouſand Cupids 
To call him to the taſting of her Lip; 
Then give him this, and tell him, while I live, 
I'll pray for him. 
Ser. I ſhall. | Exeunt, 
Enter Caſſander and Liſimachus. 
Caſ. There is no way but Death. 
Lim. That's black, and horrid; 
Conſider, Sir, it was her Sin, not his; 
| cannot accuſe him; what Man could carry 
A Heart ſo frozen, not to melt at ſuch | 
A glorious Flame? Who could not fly to ſuch p 
4 Happineſs? . 

Caf. Have you Ambition 
To be a tame Fool? See fo vaſt an Injury, 
And not revenge it? Make me not ſulpe&t 
Thy Mother for this Sufferance, my Son. 

Lim. Pray hear me, Sir. 

Caſ. Hear a patient Gull, 

Property, thou haſt no Blood of mine, 

f this Affront provoke thee not, how canſt 
ve charitable to thy ſelf, and let him live 

lo glory in thy Shame? Nor is he innocent; 15 
He 
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He had before crept ſlily into her Boſom, 
And practiſed thy Diſhonour. 

Laim. You begin to ſtir me, Sir. 

Caſ. How elſe could the be guilty 
Of ſuch Contempt of thce, and in the Eye 
Of all the * om? they conſpir'd this ſtain, 
When they had cunning Meetings; ſhall thy Love 
And blooming hopes be ſcatter'd thus, and Liſimac bu. 
Stand idle Gazer ? 

Liſim. What, Sir, will his Death 
Advantage us, if ſhe be falſe to me? 
So irrreligious, and to touch her Perſon 
Pauſe, we may be obſerved. 

Enter Philocles and Liſander. 

Liſan. Tis the Protector 
And his Son. | 

Phi. Alas, poor Gentleman, I pity 
His neglect, but am not ſorry for his Father. 

Phi. *Tis a ſtrange turn. = 

Liſan. The whirligigs of Women. 

Phi. Your Grace's Servant. 

Caſ. I am yours, Gentlemen, 
And ſhould be happy to deſerve your Loves. 

Phi. Now he can flatter, 

Liſan. In't, Sir, to inlarge your Sufferings, I have 
A Heart doth with 
The Queen had known better to reward 
Your Love and Merir. 

Liſan. If you would expreſs 
Your Love to me, pray do not mention it, 
I muſt obey my Fate. 

Pbi. She will be married 
To rother Gentleman for certain then? 
Caf. I hope you'll with 'em joy. 

Phi. Indeed I will, Sir. 

Liſan. Your Grace's Servant. 

Caſ. We are grown 
Ridiculous, the Paſtime of the Court : 
Here comes another. 
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| Enter Seleucus. L 
Sj, Where's your Son, my Lord? 
Caſ. Like a neglected Servant of his Miſtreſs, 
2 | would ask him a Queſtion. 
What? 
4 Whether the Queen, 
As 'tis reported, Jov'd him; he can tell 
Whether ſhe promis'd what they talk of, Marriage. 
Caf. 1 can reſolve you that, Sir. 
l. She did promiſe? 
Caf. Yes. 
el. Then ſhe's a Woman; and your Soak.) 
Caſ. What? 
l. Not worthy his Blood, and Expectation, 
If he be calm. 8 
Caſ. There's no o eſti 
4 I would cut e Throat. ih 
r Caf. Whoſe Throat? 
4 The Deſtinies, that's all, your Pardon, Sir, 
| am Seleucus ſtill, a poor Shadow 
O'th* World, a walking Picture, it concerns 
Not me, I am forgotten by my Stars. (thee, 
Caſ.The Nan, more Diſcretion, might ha'choſen 
Kl. Whom ? 
Caſ. Thee, Seleucus. 
Sl. Me? I cannot dance, and frisk with due Activity, 
! Body is Lead, I have too much Phlegme, what (hould 
o with a Kin gdom? No, Arcadius 
becomes the Cuthion, and can pleaſe; yet ſetting 
Aide the Trick that Ladies of Blood look at, 
Another Man might make a ſhift to wear 
Rich Cloaths, fit in the Chair of State, and nod, 
Darg venture on Diſcourſe, that does net trench . = 
Vn compliment, and think the ſtudy of Arms 8 
And Arts more commendable in a Gentleman, q 
Than any Galliard. 
Caſ. Arcadins, 
ad you, were reconcild, 
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rit, 


Enter 


\ 
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Sel. We? yes, oh yes, 


Bur *tis not Manners now to ſay we are Friends, 
At our Equality there had been Reaſon, 
But now Subjection is the Word,” _ 
Caſ.-They are not pe ry 
Vet marry'd. | ; 
. Sel. I'll make no Oath upon't : X 
My Lord Lifimachus, Kee? gur 
A Word, you'll not be angry if 1 Weir 
May not a Batchelor be made a Cuckold? 
Lim. How, Sir? 
Caf. Liſmmachns, this Gentleman 
Is worth our Embrace, he's ſpirited, 
And may be uſeful. . 
Sel. Hark you, can you tell | 
Where's the beſt Dancing» Maſter ? And you mean 
To 1iſe at Court, practiſe ro Caper, farewel 
The noble Science, that makes Work for Cutlers, 
It will be our of Faſhion to wear Swords; 
Maſques and Devices welcome, I ſalute you. 
Is it not pity any Diviſion Pe f: 
Should be heard out of Muſick ? Oh 'twill be 
An excellent Age of Crotchets, and of Canters. - + 
Buy Captains, that like Fools will ſpend your Blood 
Our of your Country, you will be of leſs 
Uſe than your Feathers, if you return unmann'd 
You ſhall be beaten ſoon to a new March, 
When you ſha ! think it a Diſcretion ; 
To ſell your glorious Buffs to buy fine Pumps, 
And Pantables; this is I hope no Treaſon, 
Enter Arcadius leading the Queen, Charia, Eubulus, 
Liſander, Philocles, Polidora, and gervant. 
Caſ. Wo'r ſtay, Liſmachus? ?: ag 
ire Sth. i.5G. 5 
And thew a Patience above her Injury. 
Arc. This Honour is too much, Madam: aſſume 
Your Place, and let Arcadius wait ſtill!; * 
' Tis Happineſs enough to be your Servant. 
Caf. Now he diſſemble. 
Queen. Sir, you mult fit. 1 


A 'c ' 
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Arc. Iam obedient. 
Queen. This is not Muſick _ 
prightly enough, it feeds the Soul with Melancholy. 
How ſays Arcadius? 
Arc. Give me leave to think 
There is no Harmony but in your Voice, 
And not an Accent of your heay'nly Tongue, 
But ſtrikes me into Rapture: I incline 
To think, the Tale of Orphexs no Fable; 
'Tis poſſible he might inchant the Rocks, 
and charm the Foreſt, ſoften Hell, Hell it ſelf, 
With his commanding Lute, it is no Miracle 
To what you work, whoſe yery Breath conveys 
The Hearer into Heay'n, how at your Lips 
Day-Winds gather Perfumes, proudly an aways 


To diſperſe Sweetneſs round about the World. 
Sl. Fine Stuff. | Say, 


Queen. You cannot flatter; 
Arc. Not, if I ſhould ſay, 
Nature had plac'd you here the Creatures Wonder, 
And her own Spring, from which all Excellence 
Og Farth's deriv d, and copy'd forth, and when 
The Character of fair, and good in others 
Is quite worn out, and loſt, looking on you 
It is ſupply'd, and you alone made mortal 
To feed, and keep alive all Beauty. ; 
Se]. Ha, ha, can you endure it, Gentlemen? 
Liſan. What do you mean? | | 
Hl. Nay, ask him what he means, mine is a down- 
night Laugh. 44 
Queen. Well, Sir, procced. um W 166 
e. At ſuch bright Eyes the Stars do light themſelves, 
At ſuch a Forehead Swans renew their white, 
From ſuch a Lip the Morning gathers Bluſhes. 
. The Morning is more modeſt than thy Praiſes : 
hat a thing does he make her? 
Arc. And when you flye to Heav'nandleave this World, 
o longer Maintenance of Goodneſs from you: 
Then Poetry ſhall loſe all Uſe with us,, 
AO 2 4 n dud 
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And be no more, ſince nothing in your Abſence 


Is left, that can be worthy of a Verſe. At 
Sel. Ha, ha. Yo! 
Queen. Who's that? Ou 
Sel. Twas I, Madam. \W] 
Arc. Seleucus ? Ho 
Caſ. Ha? | W. 
Sel. Yes, Sir, twas I that laugh'd. On 
Arc. At what? An 
Sel. At nothing. To 
Liſan. Contain your ſelf, Seleucus. Ane 
Eub. Are you mad? | 4 
Queen. Have you Ambition to be puniſh'd, Sir? My 
Sel. I need not, twas Puniſhment | a In 

Enough to hear him make an Idol of you, he left To 

Out the Commendation of your Patience; I was a litt WW: is 

Mov'd in my Nature, to hear his Rodomontados, and Of 

Make a Monſtcr of his Miſtreſs, which 1 pity'd firſt, I Gre 

But ſeeing him proceed, I gueſt he brought you od 

Mirth with his Inventions,and ſo made bold to laugh ati. 2 
Queen. You are ſawcy, Wh 

We'll place you where you ſha'not be ſo merry Arca 

Take him away. | A 
Liſan. Submit your ſelf. And 
Arc. Let me plead for his Pardon. Eno1 
Sel. I wou'd not owe my Life ſo poorly, beg thy o A S: 

When you are King you cannot bride your Deſtinl. (Atte 
Eub. Good Madam, hear me, I fear he is diſtractel Oh 

Brave Boy, thou ſhould'ſt be Maſter of a Soul Woul 


Like his; thy Honour's more concern'd. Poets 
Sel. "Tis Charity, 

Away wo' me, boy, Madam? | | 
Caſe He has a daring Spirit. Exit Sel. Eub. Ca 
Arc. Theſe, and a thoufand more Affronts, 1 muſt 


Expect, your Favours draw them all upon me; For n 
In my firſt State I had no Enemies, 46. Holds 
I was ſecure, while I did grow beneath ll: 
This Expectation; humble Vallies thrive with Vhat 


Their Baſoms full of Flowers, when the Hills melt 
With Lightning, and rough Anger of the Clouds: 
Let me retire. | Quee 
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Owen. And can Arcadins + - ; 
At ſuch a Breath be mov'd? I had Opinion 
Your Courage durſt have ſtood a Tempeſt for 
Our Love, can you for this incline ro leave 
What other Princes ſhould in vain have ſued for? 
How many Lovers are in Eire now | 
Would throw themſelves on Danger, not expect 
One Enemy, but empty their own Veins, 
And think the Loſs of all their Blood rewarded, 
To have one Smile of us when they are dying? 
And ſhall this Murmur ſhake you? { 
Arc. Not, dear Madam, 
My Life is ſuch a poor deſpiſed thing, 
In Value your leaſt Graces, that 
To loſe it were to make my ſelf a Victory, 
lt is not for my ſelf, I fear: The Envy 
Of others cannot faſten wound in me 
Greater, than that your Goodneſs ſhould be check'd 
80 daringly. | 
Queen. Let not thoſe Thought afflict thee, 
While we have Power to correct the Offences, 
Acadius be mine, this ſhall confirm it. 
Arc, I ſhall forget, : | 
And loſe my way to Heav'n; that Touch had been 
Enough to have reſtor'd me, and infus'd 
A Spririt of a more celeſtial Nature, 
After the tedious Abſence of my Soul; 
Oh bleſs me not too much, one Smile a Day 
Vould ſtretch my Life to Mortality. 
Poets that wrap Divinity in Tales 
Look here, and give your Copies forth of Angels, 
What Bleſſing can remain? 
Cucen. Our Marriage. 
Arc Place then ſome Horrors in the way 
or me, not you, to paſs, the Journey's end 
folds out ſuch Glories to me, I ſhould think 
ll but a poor Degree of ſuffering for it. 
What's that, ſome Petition? a Letter to me. 
% bad a Polidora. Ha, that's all. 
b Minute when my Veſſe!'s new lanch'd forth, 
2 3 e 
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Wich all my Pride, and filken Wings about me, 
I ſtrike upon a Rock: What Power can ſave me? 
You had a Pol:dora; there's a Name 
Kilb'd with Griet, I can ſo ſoon forget her. 
Ser. She did impoſe on me this Service, Sir, 
And while ſhe lives, ſhe ſays, ſhe'II pray for you, 
Arc. She lives, 
That's well, and yet *rwere better, for my Fame 
And Hononr, ſhe were dead: What Fate hath plac'd me 
Upon this fearful Precipice ? 
Ser. He's troubled. 
Arc. I muſt refolve, my Faith is riolared 
Already, yet poor loving Polidorz ; 
Will pray for me, ſhe ſays, to think the can 
Render me hated to my ſelf; and every +: + 
Thought's a Tormentor, let me then be juſt. 
ueen. Arcatins. 
Arc.. That Voice prevails againz oh Palidors, 
Thou muſt forgive Arcadius, | dare not x 
Turn Rebel to a Princeſs, I ſhall love 
Thy Virtue, but a Kingdom has a Charm 
To excuſe our Frailty. Deareſt Madam. 
Cueen, Now {ct forward. 1 Us 
Arc. To perſect all our Jos. 
Enter Macarius, 4à Biſbop, and Caſfander. 
Mac. 11 fright their Glories. 
Caſ. By what means? 
Mac. Obſerve. 
Arc. Our good Unkle, n 
Queen. My Lord Macarius, we did want your Perſon, 
There's ſomething in our Joys wherein you ſhare. 
Mac. This you intend your Highnels Wedding Day. 
Queen. We are going. 
Mac. Save your Labour, 
I have brought a Prieſt to meet you. 
Arc. Reverend Father. 
Queen. Mect us? Why? 
Mac. To tell you, that you muſt not ſees 
Caſ. Didſt thou hear that, Liſimachus? 
Lim. And wonder what will follow. 


The Coronation. 3195 


Queen. We muſt not marry. 
Biſþp. Madam, tis a Rule . 
| Firſt made in Heav'n, and I muſt needs declare 
You and Arcadius mult tye no Knot 
Of Man and Wife. 
Arc, Is my Unkle mad? 
Queen. Joy has tranſported him, 
Or Age has made him dotez Macarius, | 
Provoke us not too much, you will preſume + 
Above ur- , tit. 
ac. Vl diſcharge my Duty, 
Could your Frown ſtrike me dead, my Lord, you know 
Whoſe Character this is. | 
Caſe. it is Tbeadiſius, 
Your Grace's Father, | 
Biſh. | am ſubſcrib'd a Witneſs. 
Phi. Upon my Life 'tis his. 
Mac. Fear not, I'll croſs this Match. 
Caf. Ill bleſs thee fort. | 
Arc, Unkle, d'ye know what you do, or what we are 
Going to finiſh? you will not break the Neck of my glori- 
Fortune, now my Foot's 1'th' Stirrup, and mounting, (ous 
Throw me over the Saddle? I hope you'll let one 
Bea King. Madam, tis as you ſay, Lids 
My Unkle is ſomething craz'd, there's a Worm 
In's Brain, but I beſeech you pardon him, he is. 
Not the firſt of your Council, that has talk d 
Idly; d'ye hear my Lord Biſhop, I hope 
You have more Religion than to join with him 
To undo me. . A 
Biſbep. Not I, Sir, but I am commanded by Oath 
' And Conſcience, to ſpeak Truth. | Te» 
Are. If your Truth thould do me any harm, Iſhallnever 
Le in Charity with a Crozier's Staff, look tot. 
Queen. My youngeſt Brother. 

Caf. Worſe and worſe, my Brains. „ar {xe 
Mac. Deliver'd to me an infant with this Writing, 
To which this Reverend Father is a Witneſs.  ( Child? 
Liſan. This he whom we ſo long thought dead, a 
Queen. But what ſhould make my Fatherto truſt him 
2 4. _ To 


& 
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To your Concealment? Give abroad his Death, and bun W II. 
An empty Coffin? 
Mac. A Jealouſie he had 
Upon Caſſander, whoſe ambitious Brain 
He fear d would make no Conſcience to depoſe 
His Son, to make Liſimachus King of Epire. 
Queen. He made no Scruple ro expoſe me then 
To any Danger? | 
Mac. He ſecur'd you, Madam, 
By an early Engagement of your Aﬀection 
To Lifmachu, exempt this Teſtimony; 
Had he been Arcadius, and my Nephew, 
T needed not obtrude him on the State, 
Your Love and Marriage had made him King 
Without my trouble, and ſav'd that Ambition, 
There was Neceſſity to open now 
His Birth and Title. 
Phi. Demetrius alive! 
Are. What Riddles are theſe? Whom do they talkol? 
On, Congratulate your Return to Life, and Honor, 
And as becomes us, with one Voice ſalute you, 
Demetrius King of Fpire. 
Mac. I am no Unkle, Sir, this is your Siſter, 
I ſhould have ſuffer'd Inceſt to have Let you 
Longer i'th* Dark; love, and be happy both, 
My Truſt is now diſcharg'd. 
Liſan. And we rejoice. 
Arc, But do mock me, Gentlemen, 
May I be bold upon your Words to ſay 
I am Prince Theodhſiuss Son? 
Mac. The King. 
Arc. You'll julfite 1 
Siſter, I am very glad to ſee you. 
Sop. I am to find a Brother, and reſign my Glory, 
My Triumph is my Shame. oy [Ext 
Euter Caſſander. 
Caſ. Thine Ear, Liſmac bus. 
Arc. Gentlemen, I owe | | 
Unto your Loves, as large Acknowledgment _ 
As to wy Birth, for this great Honour, ang My 
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My ſtudy ſhall be equal to be thought 

Worthy of both. rake 
Caſ. Thou art turn'd Marble. 1 
Lim. There will be the leſs charge for my Monument. 
caſ. This mult not be, fit faſt young King. | Exiz. 
Liſan. Your Siſter, Sir, is gone. | 
Arc. My Siſter ſhould have been my Bride, that Name 

Puts me in mind of Polzdora, ha? Fu 

Liſander, Philocles, Gentlemen, 

If you will have me think your Hearts allow me 

Tbeodgſus Son, oh quickly ſnatch ſome Wings, 

Expreſs it in your haſte to Polidbra, 

Tell her- what Title is new dropt from Heav'n 

To make her rich; only created for me: 

Give her the Ceremony of my Queen, 

With all the State that may become our Bride, 

Attend her to this Throne; Are you not there? 

Yet ſtay, tis too much Pride to ſend for her, 

We'll go our ſelf, no Honour is enough 

For Polidora, to redeem our fault, 

Mute her gently from me, and, upon 

Your Knee, preſent her with this Diadem, 

Tis our firſt gift; tell her Demetrius follows 

To be her Gueſt, and give himſelf a Servant 

To her chaſt Boſome; bid her ſtretch her Hea t 

To meet me, Iam loſt in Joy and Wonder. [ Exenn. 


** 


ACT IV. S CE N E I. 
Enter Caſſander, Eubulus, and Soldier. | 


Caf. W the Captain of the Caſtle? 

S. He'll attend your Honours preſently. 

a. Give him knowledge we expect him. | 
N. I ſhall, my Lord. [ Exit. 
Caſ. He is my Creature, fear not, 1 
and ſhall run any courſe that we propound. We 
ul. My Lord, I like the Subſtance of your Plot, * 
N 188 Ty . »Tis 


— 
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*Tis promiſing, but Matters of this conſequence 

Are not ſo eaſily perfect, and it does 

Concern our Heads to build upon ſecure 
Principles; though Selencus, I confeſs, 

Carry a high and daring Spirit in him, 

*Tis hard to thruſt upon the State new ſettled 

Any Impoſtor, and we know not yer 

Whether he'j] undertake to play the Prince; 

Or if he ſhould accept him, with whar cunning 

He can behave himſelf, ” OOTY 

Caſ. My Lord, affairs | | 
Of ſuch a glorious Nature, are half finiſh'd, 
W hen they begin with confidence. | 


Eub. Admit © ir 
He want no Art, or Coùrage, it muſt reſt 
Upon the People to receivehis Title, a; 


And with what danger their uncertain Breath 
May flatter ours, Demetrius ſcarcely warm 
In the King's Seat, I may ſuſpect. | 

Caf. That Reaſon Api "fins 
Makes for our part, for if it be fo probable 
That young Demetrius ſhould be living, why 
May not we work them to believe, Leonatus, 
The eldeſt Son, was, by ſome trick, preſery'd, 
And now would claim his own: There were two Som, 
Who in their Father's life we ſuppoſed dead, 
May not we find a Circumſtance to make 
This ſeem as clear as other? Let the Vulgar 
Be once poſſeſt, we'll carry Epire from 
Demetrius, and the World. 

Eub. I could be pleas'd 
To ſee my Son a King. 

| Euter Poleanus. 
The Captain's here. | 

Polea. I wait your Lordſhips pleaſure. 

Caſ. We come to viſit your late Prifoner : 
I will not doubt, but you intreat him fairly, 
He will deſerve it for himſelf, and you 
Be f ortunate in any occafion, 


To have expreſs'd your Service. Polea, 
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polea. Sir, the knowledge 
Of my honourable Lord his Father, will 
jnſtruct me to behave my ſelf with all 
Reſpects becoming me, to ſuch a Son. 

Caſ. Theſe things will leaft i} 16 
Oblige you, but how bears he his Reftraint ? 

Plea. As one whoſe Soul's above it. 

Erb, Patiently ? bit! 

Plea. With Contempt rather of the great Command 
Which made him Priſoner; he will talk ſometimes 
S ſtrangely to himſelf, 

Eub, He's here. 

Enter Seleucus. 

Kl. Why was I born to be a Subject? 'tis 
Soon anſwer' d, ſure my Father was no Prince, 
That's all : the ſame Ingredients uſe ro make 
A Man as active, though not Royal Blood 
Went to my Compoſition, and 1 
Was gotten with as good a Will perhaps, 

And my Birth coſt my Mother as much Sorrow, 
As I had been born an Emperor. 

Caſ. While I look 
Upon him, ſomething in his Face preſents 
A King indeed. bf | 6 

Eub. He docs reſemble much 
Tleodiſius too. We 

Caſ. Whoſe Son we would pretend him, 
This will advance our Plot, 

Hel. Tis but a Name, 
And mere Opinion, that prefers one Man 
Above another, Pll imagine then 
am a Prince, or ſome brave thing on Earth, 
And ſee what follows: But it — not be, 
My fingle Voice will carry it, the name 
Vf King muſt be attended with a Troop 
O Acclamations, on whoſe airy Wi 
He mounts, and once exalted, threatens Heav'n, 
*nd all the Stars; how to acquire this noiſe, 
ind be the thing l talk of, Men have riſe | 
From a more cheap Nobility to Empires, age 
ö 10 
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From dark Originals, and ſordid Blood, 418, 
Nay ſome that had no Fathers, Sons of the Earth, 
And flying People, have aſpir'd to Kingdoms, 
Made Nations tremble, and have practis'd Frowns 
To awe the World, their Memory is glorious, 
And I would hug them in their Shades; but what's 
All this to me, that am I know not what, 
And leſs in Expectation ? ; 
Polea. Are you ſeriqus:2- 
Caf. Will you aſſiſt, and run a Fate with us? 
Polea. Command my Lite, I owe it to your Favour, 
Sel. Arcadius was once as far from being 
As I, and had we not fo cunningly 
Been reconcil'd, or one, or both had gone 
To ſeek our Fortunes in another World; 
What's the Device now? If my Death be next, 
The Summons ſhall not make me once look pale. 
Caf. Chide your too vain Suſpicions, we bring 
A Life, and Liberty, with what elſe can make 
Thy Ambition happy, thou'ſt a glorious Flame, 
We come to adyance it, | 
Sel. How? ; 
Caſ. Have but a Will, | 
And be what thy own Thoughts dare prompt thee to, 
A King. 
Sel. You do not mock me, Gentlemen ? 
You are my Father, Sir. 
Eub. This Minute ſhall 
Declare it, my Seleucus, our Heart's ſwell'd 
With Joy, with Duty rather, oh my Boy 
Sel. What's the Myſtery ? 
Polsa. You muſt be a King. 
Caſ. Seleucus, ſtay, thou art roo incredulous, 
Let not our Faith and Study to exalt thee, 
Be ſo rewarded. | 
Eub. I pronounce thee King, 
; Unleſs thy Spirit be turn'd Coward, and 
Thou faint to accept it. 1 
Sel. King of what? 


Caf. Of Epire: a ee 
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vl. Although the Queen, ſince ſhe ſent me hither, 
Were gone to Heav'n, I know not how 
That Title could devolve to me. 

Caſ. We have | 
No Queen, fince he that ſhould have marricd her, 
Is prov d her youngeſt Brother, and now King 
In his own Title. 

el. Thank you, Gentlemen, 
There's hope for me. 

Caſ. Why, you dare fight with him 
And need be, for the Kingdom. 

Sel. With Arcadius 2? 

If you'll make Stakes, my Life againſt his Crown, 
Ill fight with him, and you, and your fine Son, 
And all the Courtiers one after another. 

Caſ. Two'not come to that. | 

vl. Jam of your Lordſhip's mind, ſo fare you well. 

Caſ. Vet ſtay and hear. 

del. What? that you have betray'd me: 

Do, tell your King, my Life is grown a burden, 
And I'll confeſs, and make your Souls look pale, 

To fee how nimble mine ſhall leap this Battlement 
Of fleſh, and dying, laugh at your poor Malice. 

Ones. No more, long live Leonatus King of Epire. 

l. Leonatus, Who's that? 

Caſ. Be bold, and be a King, our Brains have been 
Working to raiſe you to this height, here are 
None but Friends, dare you but call your ſelf 
Leonatus, and but juſtifie with confidence 
What we'll proclaim you, if we do not bring 
The Crown to your Head, we'll forfeit ours. 

Eub. The State is in diſtraction, Arcadius 
Is prov'd a King, there was an elder Brother, 
[you dare but pronounce you are the ſame, 
Forget you are my Son. 

Polez, Theſe are no trifles, Sir, all is plotted, 
To aflure your Greatneſs; if you will be wiſe, 
and take the fair occaſion thar's preſented. 

del. Arcadins, you ſay, is lawful King, 


And 
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And now to depoſe him, you would make me 
An elder Brother, is't not ſo? | 
Caſ. Moſt right. 7 
Sel. Nay, right or wrong, if this be your true meaning, 
Omnes. Upon our lives. KY 
Sel. I'll venture mine, but with your Pardon, 
W hoſe Brain was this? from whom took this Plot Life? 
Eub. My Lord Caſſander. | 
Sel. And you are of his Mind? and you? and think 
This may be done ? 
Eub. The Deſtinies ſhall not croſs us, if you have 
Spirit to undertake it. 
Sel. Undertake it? 
I am not us'd to compliment, I'll owe 
My Life to you, my Fortunes to your Lordſhip, 
Compoſe me as you yo and when you've made 
Me what you promile, you ſhall both divide 
Me equally: One word, my Lord, I had rather 
Live in the Priſon ſtill, than be a Propency 
To advance his Polirick ends. 
Eub, Have no ſuſpicion, 
Caſ. So, ſo, I ſee Demetrius Heels already 
Trip'd up, and III diſpatch him out o'th* way, 
Which gone, I can depoſe this at my leaſure, 
Being an Impoſtor ; then my Son ſtands fair, 
And may piece with the Princeſs. We loſe time, 
What think you, if we firſt ſurprize the Court? 
While you command the Caſtle, we ſhall curb 
All Oppoſition. 
Eub. Let's proclaim him firſt. 1 
I have ſome Faction, the People love me, 
They gain'd to us, we'll fall upon the Court. 
Caſ. Unleſs Demetrius yield himſelf, he bleeds. 
Sel. Who dares call Treaſon Sin, when it ſucceeds: 


3202 


Enter Sophia and Charilla. 

Cha. Madam, you are too paſſionate, and loſe 
The greatneſs of your Soul, with the expence 

Of too much Grief, for that which Providence 


Hath eas'd you of, the burden of a State | 7 


Above your tender bearing. 


[ Exeunt Onme!, 
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Thou'rt a Fool, 
And canſt not reach the Spirit of a Lady, 

Born great as I was, and made only leſs 

By a too cruel Deſtiny, above 

Our tender bearing: What goes richer to 

The Compoſition of Man than ours? 

Our Soul as free, and ſpacious; our Hearts 
As great, our Will as large, each Thought as activ 
And in this only Man more proud than we, + 
That would have us leſs capable of Empire ; 

But ſearch the Stories, boy the Name of Queen 


Shines bright with Glory, and ſome Precedents 
Above Man's Imitation. 


Cha. I grant it, | 3: 2d 
For the Honour of our Sex, nor have you, Madam, 
By any weakneſs, forfeited Command; 8 
He that ſucceeds, in Juſtice, was before you, 
And you have gain'd more, in a Royal Brother, 
Than you could loſe by your reſign of Epire. 

Hp. This I allow, Charilla, I ha' done; 

Tis not the thought I am depos'd afflicts me, 
Atthe ſame time 1 feel a joy to know 
My Brother living: no, there is another 
Wound in me above cure. 

Cha. Virtue forbid. 

S. Canſt find me out a Surgeon for that? 

Cha. For what? 

Sp, My bleeding Fame. 

Cha. Oh do not injure 

our own clear Innocence. 
Hp. Do not flatter me, 
have been guilty of an Act, will make 
Ml Love in Women queſtion'd, is not that 
A blot upon a Virgin's Name? my Birth ad 
: not extenuate my Shame, I am <YJ 
1. become the Stain of Fpire. 

Cha. Tis but | ? 

our own Opinion, Madam, which preſents. 
domethin to fright your ſelf, which cannot 
le in the * ſnape ſo horrid to our Senſe. 
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Sop. Thou wou'dft, but canſt not appear ignorant: 8 
Did not the Court, nay, the whole Kingdom, tale L 


Notice, I lov'd Lifmachus ? 5 $9 
Cha. True, Madam. A One 
Sop. No, I was falſe, | | ba 

Though counſel'd by my Father to affect him, L 

I had my politick ends upon Caſſander, | Rel 

To be abſolute Queen, flattering his Son with hopes d: 

Of Love and Marriage, when that very Day For; 

I bluih to think 1 wrong'd Lifmachus, | Is fi 

That noble Gentleman, but Heav'n puniſh'd me; if B 

For though to know Demetrius was a Bleſſing, : 


Yet who will not impute it my Diſhonour? | 
cba. Madam, you yet may recompence Liſimachus, | My 


If you affect him now, you were not falſe L 
To him, whom then you lov'd not; if you can For! 
Find any gentle Paſſion in your Soul But 
To entertain his Thought, no doubt his Heart, For 
Though ſad, retains a noble Will to meet it; * 


His Love was firm to you, and cannot be 
Unrooted with one Storm. Th 
Sap. He will not ſure | fe hi 
Trutt any Language from her Tongue that mock'd him, 
Although my Soul doth weep for't, and is puniſh'd - 
To love him above the World. | 
| Enter Liſimachus. 
Cha. He's here, 
As Fate would have him reconcil'd, be free, 
And ſpeak your Thoughts. 
Lim. If, Madam, I appear | 
Too bold, your Charity will ſign my Pardon: 
I heard you were not well, which made me haſte 
To pay the Duty of an humble Viſit. 
99p. You do not mock me, Sir. 
Lifm.'l am confident no. 
You think me not ſo loſt to Manners, in 
The knowledge of your Perſon, to bring with me 
Such rudeneſs, I have nothing to preſent, 
But a Heart full of wiſhes for your Health, | 
And what elſe may be added to your Happineßß. 80 


Ihe Coronation: 3205 
Sp. I thought you had been ſenſible. 
Lim. How, Madam? 
Sp. A Man of Underſtanding, can you ſpend 
One Prayer for me, remembring the Diſhonour 
| have done Liffmachus? 
Lm. Nothing can deface that part of my 
Religion in me, not to pray for you. 
Hf. It is not then impoſſible you may 
Forgive me too, indeed I have a Soul 
Is full of Penitence, and ſomething elle, 
f Bluſhing would allow to give't a Name. 
Lim. What, Madam? 
Sp. Love, a Love that ſhould redeem 
My paſt Offence, and make me white again- 
Lim, 1 hope no Sadneſs can poſſeſs your Thoughts 
For me, I am not worthy of this Sorrow, 
But if you mean it any Satisfaction | 
For what your Will hath made me ſuffer, "tis 
But a ſtrange Overflow of Charity, 
To keep me till alive; be your ſelf, Madam, 
And let no Cauſe of mine be guilty of 
This Rape upon your Eyes, my Name's not worth 
The leaſt of all your Tears. | 
Sy. You think 'em counterfeit. 
Lim, Although 1 may 
dulpect a Woman's Smile hereafter, yet 
| would believe their wet Eyes; and if this 


be what you promiſe, for my ſake, I have 
But one Reply. 


I wait it. 

Lim. J have now # 
Another Miſtreſs. 

Hp. Stay. 

iſm. To whom I have made, | 
nce your Revolt from me, a new chaſte Vow, 

hich not the ſecond Malice of my Fate 
bal violate; and ſhe deſerves it, Madam, 

en for that wherein you are excellent, 
HAuty, in which ſhe ſhines equal to you, 

Virtue, if ſhe but maintain what now 


OL. VI. A 2 She 
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She is Miſtreſs of, beyond all Competition, 

So rich it cannot know to be improv'd, 

At leaſt in my Eſteem, I may offend, _ 

But Truth ſhall juſtifie, I have not flatter'd her; 

I beg your Pardon, and to leave my Duty 

Upon your Hand, all that is good flow in you. Exit. 
Sop. Did he not ſay, Charilla, that he had 

Another Miſtreßs? nage: 
Cha. Such a Sound, methought, 

Came from him. | | 
Sp. Let's remove, here's too much Air, 

The fad Note multiplies. 1 
Cha. Take Courage, Madam 

And my Advice, he has another Miſtreſs, 

If he have twenty, be you wiſe, and croſs him 

With entertaining twice as many Servauts, 

And when he ſces your Humour he'lI return, 

And ſue for any Livery; grieve for this. 

Sop. It muſt be ſhe, tis Polidora has 

Taken his Heart, ſhe live my Rival, 

How does the Thought inflame me? 
„ EO HART ITS 
Sop. And yet ſhe does but juſtly, and he too; 

I would have robb'd her of Arcadiuss Heart, 

And they will both have this Revenge cn me, 

But ſomething will rebel. . 

Enter Demetrius, Philocles and Liſander. 
Dem. The Houſe is deſolate, none comes forth to meet 


[ Exit. 


' She's {low to entertain us: Philocles, 76 (us 


I prithee tell me, did ſhe wear no Cloud 

Upon her Brow, was't freely that the ſaid 

We ſhould be welcome. 85 
Phi. To my Apprehenſion, 

Yet 'tis my Wonder ſhe appears not. 
Lifan. She, nor any other, 


- Sure there's ſome Conceit 


To excuſe it. 1 . 
Dem. Stay, who's this? obſerve what follows 


Phi. Fortune? ſome Mask to entertain you, * 1 


"4 
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Enter Fortune crown'd, attended with Touth, Health 
and Pleaſure. | 
For, Not yet? What Silence doth inhabit here? 
No Preparation to bid Fortune welcome! 
Fortune, the Genius of the World, have we 
Deſcended from our Pride, and State, to come 
So far attended with our Darlings, Youth, 
Pleaſure, and Health, to be neglected thus? 
Sure this is not the Place? Call hither Fame. 
Enter Fame. 
Tame. What would great Fortune? 
For, Know 
Who dwells here. 
Fame, Once more l report, great Queen, 
This is the Houſe of Love. 
For, It cannot be, | 
This Place has too much Shade, and looks as if 
It had been quite forgotten of the Spring, 
And Sun-Beams Love, affect Society, 
And Heat, here all is cold as the Hairs of Winter, 
No Harmony, to catch the buſie Ear 
Of Paſſengers, no Object of Delight, 
To take the wandring Eyes, no Song, no Groan 
Of Lovers, no Complaint of Willow Garlands, 
„ ore has a Beacon upon his Palace Top, 
Of flaming Hearts, to call the weary Pilgrim 
et Jo Reſt, and dwell with him, I ſee no Fire 
1 To threaten, or to warm: Can Love dwell here? 
Fame. If there be noble Love upon the World, 
Truſt Fame, and find it here. | 
For, Make good your Boaſt, 
And bring him to us. 
Dem. W hat does mean all this ? | 
Liſan, I told you, Sir, we ſhould have ſome Device. 
Enter Love. 
There's Cupid now, that little Gentleman, 
is troubled every Maſque at Court this ſeven Year. 
Dem. No more. 
Live. Welcome to Love, how much you Honour mel! 
ad become me, that, upon your Summons, 
Aa 2 | 


"nit! 
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I ſhould have waited upon mighty Fortune; 
But ſince you have vouchſafed to viſit me, 
All the Delights Love can invent, ſhall flow 
To entertain you, Muſick through the Air 
Shoot your inticing Harmony. 5 
For. We came to dance and revel with you. 
Love. I am poor 


In my Ambition, and want thought to reach My 
How much you honour Love. Dance. And 
Enter Honor, A Fr 

Hon. What Intruſion's this? De 
Whom do you ſeck here ? 480 
Love. Tis Honour. | Or d 
For. He my Servant. | | Enjo 
Love. Fortune is come to viſit us. Weig 
Hon. And has | Of al 
Corrupted Love : ls this thy Faith to her, Pal 
On whom we both wait, to betray her thus De 
To Fortune's Triumph ? Take her giddy Wheel, Pol 
And be no more Companion to Honour; And c 
I bluſh to know thee, who'll believe there can Whic 


Be Truth in Love hereafter ? 

Love. I have found "+ a0 
My Eyes, and ſee my Shame, and with it, this 
Proud Sorcereſs, from whom, and all her Charms, 
I flye again to Honour; be my Guard, 


Without thee I am loſt, and cannot boaſt, He wa 
The Merit of a Name. At Ieat 
For. Deſpis'd ? I thall TheR 
Remember this Affront. Were ( 
Dem. What Moral's this? Exeum Ti) þ 


Enter Honour with the Crown upon a mourning Cabin. 
What melancholy Object ſtrikes a ſudden 
Chillneſs through all my Veins, and turns me Ice 
It is the ſame 1 ſent, the very ſame, 

As the firſt Pledge of her enſuing Greatneſs : 
Why in this Mourning Livery, if ſke live 
To whom I ſent it? ha, what Shape of Sorrow? 
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Enter Polidora in Mourning. 

It is not Polidora, ſhe was fair 

Enough, and wanted not the ſetting off 

With ſuch a Black: If thou be'ſt Polidora, 
Why mourns my Love? It neither does becom 
Thy Fortune, nor my Joys. 

Polid. But it becomes 
My Griefs, this Habit fits a Funeral, 
and it were Sin, my Lord, not to lament 
A Friend new dead. 

Dem. And I yet living? Can 
A Sorrow enter but upon thy Garment, 

Or diſcomplexion thy Attire, whilſt I 

Enjoy a Life for thee? Who can deſerve, 
Weigh'd with thy living Comforts, bur a Piece 
Of all this Ceremony? Give him a Name. 

Polid, He was Arcadius. 

Dem. Arcadius? 

Polid. A Gentleman that lov'd me dearly once, 
And does compel theſe poor and fruitleſs Drops, 
Which willingly would fall upon his Hearſe, 

Io embalm him twice. 

Dem. And are you ſure he's dead ? 

Polid. As ſure as you're living, Sir; and yet 

| did not cloſe his Eyes, but he is dead, 

And I ſhall never ſee the ſame Arcadins : 

He was a Man ſo rich in all that's good, 

At leaſt I thought him ſo, ſo perfect in 

The Rules of Honour, whom alone to imitate _ 
Vere Glory in a Prince; Nature her ſelf, ' 
Till his Creation, wrought imperfectly, 
s he had made but — of the reſt, 

To mould him excellent. | 

Dem, And is he dead? 

Come, ſhame him not with Praiſes, recolle& 

by ſcatter'd Hopes, and let me tell my beſt, 
ind deareſt Polidora, that he lives, | 
til lives to honour thee. 
Plid, Lives, where ? 


e. 
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Dem, Look here, 
Am not I worth your Knowledge? 
Polid, And my Duty; 
' You are Demetrius, King of Epire, Sir. 
I could not caſily miſtake him ſo, 
To whom I gave my Heart. 
Dem. Mine is not chang'd, 
But ſtill has fed upon thy Memory; 
Theſe Honours and Additions of State 
Are lent me for thy ſake, be not ſo ſtrange, 
Let me not loſe my Entertainment, now 
I am improv'd, and rais'd unto the Height, 
Beneath which, I did bluſh to ask thy Love. 

Polid. Give me your Pardon, Sir: Arcadlius, 
At our laſt mceting, without Argument, 

To move him more than his Aﬀection to me, 
Vow'd he did love me, lov'd me above all Women, 
And to confirm his Heart was truly mine, 

He wiſh'd, I tremble to remember it, 

When he forſook his Polidora's Love, 

That Heav'n might kill his Happineſs on Earth: 
Was not this nobly ſaid? Did not this promiſe 

A Truth to ſhame the Turtles? 

Dem. And his Heart 
Is ſtill the ſame, and I thy conſtant Lover. 

Polid. Give me your Leave, I pray: I would not ſay 
Arcadius was perjur'd, but the ſame Day, f 
Forgetting all his Promiſes and Oaths, 

While yet they hung upon his Lips, forſook me, 
D'ye not remember this too? Gave his Faith 
From me, tranſported with the Noiſe of Greatnels, 
And would be married to a Kingdom. 

Dem. But Heav'n permitted not I ſhould diſpoſe 
What was ordain'd for thee. 

Polid. It was not Virtue 
In him, for ſure he found no Check, no Sting 
In his own Boſome, but gave freely all 
The Reins to blind Ambition. 

Dem. I am wounded. 


The Thought of thee i'th' Throng of all my] Vie 
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"WW Like Poiſon pour'd in Nectar, turns me frantick : 
Dear, if Arcadius have made a Fault, 888 
Let not Denietrius be puniſn'd for't, 8 
He pleads that ever will be conſtant to thee. 
Polid. Shall 1 believe Man's flatteries again, 
Loſe my ſweet Reſt, and Peace of Thought again, 
Be drawn by you from the ſtrait Paiths of Virtue, 
Into the Maze of Love? | 
Dem. I ſee Compaſſion in thy Eye, that chides me, 
If I have either Soul, but what's contain'd 
Within theſe Words, or if one Syllable 
Of their full Force, be not made good by me, 
May all relenting Thoughts in you take end, 
And thy Diſdain be doubled, from thy Pardon, 
l count my Coronation; and that Hour 
Fix with a Kubrick in my Calendar, 
As an auſpicious time, to entertain 
Affairs of weight with Princes; think who now 
lutreats thy Mercy, come, thou ſha't be kind, 
And divide Titles with me. 
Pilid. Hear me, Sir; 
lov'd you once for Virtue, and have not 
A Thought ſo much unguarded, as to be won 
From my Truth and Innocence, with any 
Motives of State to affect you, SE 
lay WY Your bright Temptation mourns while it ſtays here; 
Nor can the Triumph of Glory, which made you . 
Forget me, ſo court my Opinion back. # 
Were you no King, I ſhould be ſooner drawn 
Again to love you, but 'tis now too late, 
A low Obedience ſhall become me beſt: 
May all the Joys I want ETA ; 
dull wait on you, if time hereafter tell you, 
Thac Sorrow for your Fault hath ſtruck ine dead, 
May one ſoft Tear drop from your Eye, in pity 
bedew my Hearſe, and I ſhall ſleep ſecorely : * © 
i have but one Word more; for goodneſs fake, 
or your own Honour, Sir, correct your Paſhvn 
To her you ſhall love next, and 1 forgive you Exit. 
Aa 4 Dem, 
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Dem. Her Heart is frozen up, nor can warm Prayer, 
Thaw it to any Softneſs. | 

Phi. I'll fetch her, Sir, again. 

Dem. Perſwade her not. 

Phi. You give your Paſſion too much leave to triumph. 
Seek in another what ſhe denies. 


Enter Macarius. p. 
Mac. Where's the King? Oh, Sir, you are undone, 

A dangerous T reaſon is a-toot. E. 
Dem. What Treaſon? | 0 
Mac. Caſſander and Eubulus have proclaim'd 

Another King, whom they pretend to be 80 

Leonatus your elder Brother, he that was, T 

But this Morning Priſoner in the Caſtle, 
Dem, Ha? | Te 
Mac. The eaſie Epirotes Tl 

Gather in Multirudes to advance his Title, A 

They have ſeiz d upon the Court, ſecure your Perſon, Te 

Whilſt we raiſe Power to curb this Inſurrection. | 
Ant. Loſe no time then. A. 
Dem. We will not arm one Man, | 

Speak it again, have Ia Brother living, 

And muſt be no King? 0 
Mac. What means your Grace? Phy 
Dem. This News doth ſpeak me happy, it exalts [ 

My Heart, and makes me capable of more Are 

Than twenty Kingdoms. 5 Th 
Phi. Will you not, Sir, ſtand l 

Upon your Guards Wo 
Dem. I'll ſtand upon my Honour, L 

Mercy relieves me. | Hag 
Liſan. Will you loſe the Kingdom? Rey 
Dem. The World's too poor to bribe me; leave P. 

Me all, left you extenuate my Fame, and I _ Nex 

Be thought to have redeem'd it by your Council, 0d 

You ſhall not ſhare one Scruple in the Honour; 

Titles may ſet a Gloſs upon our Name, F. 
ut Virtue only is the Soul of * | The 
Mac. He's , S id 
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ACT V. SCENE L 
Enter Philocles, and Liſander. 


Phi, Ere's a ſtrange turn, Liſander. 
Liſan. Tis a Kingdom 

Eaſily purchas'd, who will truſt the Faith 
Of Multitudes ? 

Phi. It was his fault, that would "Hof 
So tamely give his litle to their Mercy, 
The new King has Poſſeſſion. 

Liſan. And is like 
To keep't; we a'e alone, what doſt think of 
This Innovation? Is't not a fine Jigg ? 
A precious c_ in the late Protector 
To ſhuffle a new Prince into the State. 

Phi. know not how they have ſhuffled, but my head on't, 
A falſe Card is turn'd up trump, but Fates look to'r. 

Enter Caſſander and Eubulus. 

Eub. Does he not carry it bravely ? 

Caf. Excellently. 
Philecles, Viſander. 

Thi. Liſ. Your Lordſhip's Servants, 
Are we not bound to Heav'n, for multiplying 
Theſe Bieflings on the Kingdom. 

Phi, Heav'n alone 
Works Miracles, my Lord. 
Liſan. | think your Lordſhip _ 
Had as little hope once to ſee theſe Princes 

evive. 

Phi Here we muſt place our Thanks, 

ext Providence, for preſerving 
do dear a Pledge. 

Enter Leonatus attended. 

Eb. The King. 

Lev. It is our pleaſure | 
The number of our Guard be doubled, give 


| 
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A Largeſs to the Soldiers; but diſmiſs not 
The Troops till we command. 

Caf. May it pleaſe. | 

Leo. It will not pleaſe us otherwiſe, my Lord, 
We have try'd your Faith. 

Eub. Does he not ſpeak with confidence? 

Leo. My Lords and Gentlemen, to whoſe Faith we muſt 
Owe next to Heav'n our Fortune, and our Safety, 
After a tedious Eclipſe, the Day 
Is bright, and we inveſted in thoſe Honours, 

Our Blood and Birth did challenge. 

Caſ. May no time 
Be regiſtred in our Annals, that ſhall mention 
One that had Life to oppoſe your Sacred Perſon. 

Leo. Let them, whoſe Title's forg'd and flaw'd, ſuſpect 
Their State's Security, our Right to Epire 
Heav'n is oblig'd to proſper ; Freaſon has 
No Face ſo black to fright it, all my cares 
Level to this, that I may worthily 
Manage the Province, and advance the Honour 
Of our dear Country, and be confident, 

If an expence of Blood may give addition 

Of any Happineſs to you, I ſhall 

Offer my Heart the Sacrifice, and rejoice 

To make my ſelf a Ghoſt, to have inſcrib'd 
Upon my Marble, but whoſe cauſe I died for, 

Eub. May Heav'n avert ſuch danger. 

Caſ. Excellent Prince, 

In whom we ſee the Copy of his Father, 
None but the Son of Theodhſius 

Could have ſpoke thus, 

Leo. We are pleas'd to interpret well. 

Yet give me leave to ſay in my own Juſtice, 

I have but expreſs'd the promptneſs of my Soul 
To ſerve you all, but 'tis not empty wiſhes 
Can ſatisfie our mighty Charge, a weight 
Woul! make an Atlas double, a King's Name 
Dorh ſound harmoniouſly to Men ar diſtance; 
And thoſe who cannot penetrate beyond 


The bark, and out-skin of a Common-weakth, or 


Of 


The Coronation. 3215 


Or State, have Eyes, but raviſh'd with the Ceremony 
That muſt attend a Prince, and underſtand not 
What Cares allay the Glories of a Crown, 
But good Kings find and feel the contrary : 
You have try'd, my Lord, the burden, and can tell 
It would require a Pilot of more Years 
To ſteer this Kingdom, now impos'd on me, 
By juſtice of my Birth. 
Caſ. I wiſh not Life, 
But to partake thoſe happy days, which muſt 
Succeed theſe fair Proceedings, we are bleſt, 
But, Sir, be ſparing to your ſelf, we ſhall 
Hazard our Joys in you too ſoon, the burden 
Of State Affairs impoſe upon your Council. 
Tis fitter that we waſte our Lives, than you 
Call Age too ſoon upon you with the trouble, 
And cares that threaten ſuch an Undertaking, 
Preſerve your Vouth. 
Lev. And chuſe you our Protector, 
lot that you would conclude, my Lord? We will 
Deſerve our Subjects Faith for our own ſake, 
Not fir an idle Gazer at the Helm. 
| Enter Meſſenger. 
Phi. How obſerv'd you that, 
Mark how Caſſander's Planet- ſtruck. 
Eub. He might have look'd more calmly for all that, 
begin to fear; but do not yet ſeem troubled. ö 
Leo. With what News travels his haſte? I muſt ſecure 
My {elf betimes, not be a King in jeſt, 
And wear my Crown a Tenant to their Breath. 
Caſ. Demetrins, Sir, your Brother, | 
With other Traitors that oppoſe your Claims, 
Are fled to the Caſtle of Neftorins, 
And fortifie. 
Mef. 1 ſaid not ſo, my Lord. 3 
C I'll have it thought ſo, hence. Exit Meſen. 
Lev. Plant Forces to bitter | 
he Walls, and in their ruin bring us word 
hey live not. 
Hab. Good Sir, hear me. : 
Ca ,. 
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Caſ. Let it work, 
Were Demetrius dead, we eaſily might uncrown 
This ſwoln Impoſtor, and my Son be fair 
To piece with young Sophia, who I hear 


Repents her late Affront. [ 
Eub. Their Lives may do [ 

You Service, let not Blood ſtain your beginnings; 

The People not yet warm in their Allegiance, 1 

May think it worth their Tumult to revenge it 1 

With hazard of your ſelf. 

Leo. Who dares but think it? 

Vet offer firſt our Mercy, if they yield; 

Demetrius muſt not live, my Lord your counſel, A 

W hat if he were in Heav'n ? z 

. Caf. You have my conſent, K 

You ſha'not ſtay long after him. O 
Leo. Sophia is V 

Not my viſter, | 

To prevent ali that may indanger us, we'll marry her; 1 

That done, no matter though we ſtand diſcover' d, Fr 

For in her Title then we are King of Epire, T 

EE diſpute, | . B 

Hum; in my Judgment, Sir, 

That wo' net do ſo 2 i M 
Leo. What's your Opinion? ; | 
Caſ. He countermines my Plot: Are you ſo cunning? | 
Leo. What's that you mutter, Sir? 
Caf. 1 mutter, Sir? | 
Leo. Beſt ſay I 2m no King, but ſome Impoſtor . 

Rais'd up to gull the State. . 
Caf. Very fine! To have ſaid within ; 

Few hours you'd been no King, nor like to be, 0 

Was not in the compaſs of High Treaſon, p 

I take it. h 


Eub. Reſtrain your Anger, the King's mov'd, ſpeak not 
Caf. I will ſpeak louder, do I not know him ? 
That ſelf-ſame Hand that rais*'d him to the Throne 
Shall pluck him from it; is this my Reward? 

Leo. Our Guard, to Priſon with him, 
Caſ. Me to Priſon? . © 
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Leo. Off with his Head. 

caſ. My Head? 

Eub. Vouchſafe to hear me, great Sir. 

Caſ. How dares he be ſo inſolent? 
| ha' wrought my ſelf into a fine condition, 

D'ye know me, Gentlemen ? 

Phi, Very well, my Lord; 

How are we bound to Heay'n for multiplying 
Theſe bleflings on the Kingdom. | 

Leo. We allow it. 

Eub. Counſel did never blaſt a Prince's Ear. 

Leo. Convey him to the Sanctuary of Rebels, 
Neſtorius Houſe, where our proud Brother has 
Enſcons'd himſelt, they'll entertain him lovingly, 

He will be a good addition to the Traitors 
Obey me, or you dye for't ; what are Kings, 
When Subjects dare affront 'em ? 

Caſ. 1 ſhall vex thy Soul for this, 

Leo. Away with him: When Kings 
Frown, let Offenders tremble : This flows not 
From any Cruelty in my Nature, but 
The Fate of an Uſurper: he that will 
Be confirm'd great without juſt Title to'r, | 
Mult loſe Compaſſion, know what's good, not do't.” 

| [ Exeunt, 

| Enter Polidora and ber Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the Princeſs Sophia. 

Polid. Jattend her Highneſs. 

Enter Sophia. | 
How much your Grace honours your humble Seryant, 

Sp. I hope my Brother's well. 

Polid. T hope fo too, Madam. | 

S. Do you but hope? he came to be your Gueſt. 

Polid. We are all his, whilſt he is pleas'd to honour 
This poor Roof with his Royal Preſence, Madam. 

H. I came to ask your Pardon, Polidora. 

Folid. You never, Madam, treſpaſs'd upon me, 
Wrong not your Goodnels. 

Sp. I can be but penitent, 


nleſs you point me out ſome other wa 
To ſatisfie. r pf Polid. 
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Polid. Dear Madam, do not mock me. 

Sop. There's no injury like that to love, 
I find it now in my own Sufferings: 

But though I would have robb'd thee of Arcadius, 
Heav'n knew a way to reconcile your Hearts, 
And puniſh me in thoſe Joys you have found : 

I read the Story of my loſs of Honour, 
Yet can rejoice, and heartily, that you 
Have met your own again. 

Polid. Whom do you mean ? 
** Sop. My Brother. 

Polid. He is found to himſelf and Honour, 

He is my King, and though I muſt acknowledge 
He was the Glory of my Thoughts, and I 

Lov'd him, as you did, Madam, with defire 

To be made his, Reaſon and Duty ſince 

Form'd me to other knowledge, and I now 
Look on him without any with of more 

Than to be call'd his Subject. 

Sop, Has he made 
Himſelf leſs capable, by being King? 

Pol. Of what? 

$9p. Of your Affection? 

Pol. With your pardon, Madam, 

Love, in that Senſe you mean, left Polidora 

When he forſook Arcadius : I diſclaim 

All Ties between us, more than what a Name 

Of King muſt challenge from my Obedience. 
This does confirm my Jealouſie, my Heart, 

For my ſake, Madam, has he loſt his value? 

Polid. Let me beſeech your Grace, I may have leave 
To anſwer in ſome other Cauſe, or Perſon : 
This Argument but opens a {ſad wound 
To make it bleed afreſh ; we may change this 
Diſcourſe: I would elect ſome Subject, whoſe 
Praiſes may more delight your Far than this 
Can mine; let's talk of young Liſimachus. 

Sop. Ha! my preſaging Fears, 

Pol, How does your Grace ? 
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$,p. Well, you were talking of Liſimachut, 
Pray give me your Opinion of him, 

polid. Mine? 1 
t will be much ſhort of his Worth: I think him 
A Gentleman ſo perfect in all Goodneſs, 
That if there be one in the World deſerves 
The beſt of Women, Heav'n created him 
To make her happy. 

. You have, in a little, Madam, 

Expreſs'd a Volume of Mankind, a Miracle; 
But all have not the ſame degree of Faith, 

He is but young. 
pPolid. What Miſtreſs would deſire 
Her Servant old ? he has both Spring to pleaſe 
Her Eye, and Summer to return a Harveſt, 

Hp. He is black. 

Polid. He ſets a Beauty off more rich, 
And ſhe that's fair will love him; faint Complexions 
Betray effeminate Minds, and love of change: 
Two Beauties in a Bed, compound few Men; 
He's not ſo fair to counterfeit a Woman, 
Nor yet ſo black, but Bluſhes may betray 
His Modeſty. - 
Sp. His Proportion exceeds not. 
Pulid. That praiſes him, and a well compacted Frame 
opeaks Temper, and ſweet flow of Elements: 
Vaſt Buildings are more oft for ſhew than uſe: 
| would not have my Eyes put to the Travel 
Of many Acres, e' er I could examine 
A Man from Head to Foot; he has no great, 
but he may boaſt, an elegant Compoſition. 
Sp, Il hear no more; you have ſo far out-done 
My injuries to you, that I call back 
My Penitence, and mult tell Polidura, 
This Revenge ill becomes her. Am I thought 
% loſt in Soul to hear, and forgive this? 
In what Shade do 1 live? or ſhall I think 
| have not, at the loweſt, enough Merit, 
detting aſide my Birth, to poize with yours? 
forgive my modeſt Thoughts, if I rife up 
n 
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In my own Defence, and tell this unjuſt Lady, 
So great a Winter hath not frozen yer 
My Check, but there's ſomething Nature planted, v 
That carries as much Bloom, and Spring upon't, * 
As yours. What flame is in your Eye, but may 4 
Find competition here? (forgive again 1 
My Virgin Honour; ) what is in your Lip 5 
To tice the enamour'd Soul, to dwell with more T 
Ambition, than rhe yet unwither'd bluſh 
That ſpeaks the Innocence of mine? 
Enter Demetrius. 


Oh Brother? 
Dem. I'll talk with you anon, my Polidora, 
Allow thy Patience 't ill my Breath recover, 
W hich now comes laden with the richeſt news 
Thy Ear was ever bleſt wich. 
 Sop. Both your Looks 
And Voice expreſs ſome welcome Accident. 
Dem. Gucſs what in wiſh could make me fortunate, 
And Heav'n hath dropt that on Demetrius. 
Sep. What means this Extaſie? 


* 


Dem. T were fin to buſie 1 | M 
Thy Thoughts upon't, I'll tell thee that I could | 
Retain ſome part; tis too wide a Jo 
To be expreſs d ſo ſoon, and yet it falls W 
In a few Syllables, thou wo't ſcarce believe me, Fle 
I am no King. 

Sop. How's that! An 


Polid. Good Heav'n forbid. 
Dem. Forbid ? Heav'n has reliev'd me with a Mercy 
I knew not how to ask, I have, they ſay, 
An elder Brother living, crown'd already, 
I only keep my name Demetrius, 
Without defire of more addition, 
Than to return thy Servant. 
Polid. You amaze me, 
Can you rejoice to be depoſed? 
Dem. It but 
Tranſlates me to a fairer and better Kingdom 
In Polidora. TR 


cy 


polid. 
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Polid. Me? 
Dem. Did you not ſay, 
Were I no King, you could be drawn to love 
Me again, that was conſented to in Heav'n: 
A Kingdom firſt betray'd my ambitious Soul 
To forget thee; that, and the flattering Glories, 
How willingly Demetrius does reſign, 
The Angels know: Thus naked without Titles 
Ithrow me on thy Charity, and ſhall 
Boaſt greater Empire to be thine again, than 
To wear the Triumphs of the World upon me. 
Enter Macarius. — BY 
Mac. Be not fo careleſs of your ſelf, the People 
Gather in multitudes to your Protection, 
Offering their Lives and Fortunes, if they may 
But ſee you, Sir, and hear you ſpeak to em; 
Accept their Duties, and in time prevent 
Your Ruin. f 
Sp. Be not deſperate, tis Counſel. 
Dem. You trouble me with Noiſe; ſpeak Polidora. 
Polid. For your own ſake preſerve your ſelf, 
My Fears diſtra&t my Reaſon. | 
Enter Antigonus. 
Ant. Lord Liſimachus, 
With ſomething that concerns your Safety, is 
Fled hither, and deſires a preſent hearing. N 
Mac. His Soul is honeſt; be not, Sir, a mad Man, 
And for a Lady, give up all our freedoms. [ Exit, 
Polid. I'll fay any thing, hear Liſmac bus. 
Sp. Dear Brother hear him. 
| Enter Liſimachus. 
Liim. Sir, I come to yield 


My ſelf your Priſoner, if my Father have ; 


ais'd an! mpoſtor to ſupplant your Title, 


Which I ſuſpect, and inwardly do bleed for, 
[ſhall not only, by the tender of 


ly ſelf, declare my Innocence, bur either, 
my unworthy Life, ſecure your Perſon, 
r by what Death you ſhall impoſe, reward 


be unexpected Treaſon, 
Vor. VI. 
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Sop. Brave young Man: 

Did not you hear him, Brother ? 

Liſim. I am not minded. 

Polid. Be witneſs, Madam, I reſign my Heart, 
It never was another's ; you declare 
Too great a Satisfaction, I ge 
This will deſtroy your Jealouſie; 

Remember now your Danger. 

Dem. I deſpiſe it, 

What Fate dares injure me? 

Liſim. Vet hear me, Sir. 

Sop. Forgive me, Polidora, you are happy, 
My hopes are remov'd farther; I had thought 
Liſimachus had meant you for his Miſtreſs, 

"Tis miſery to feed, and not know where 
To place my jealouſie. 
4 Enter Macarius. 

Mac. Now 'tis too late, 

You may be deaf, until the Cannon make 
You find your Senſe, we are ſhut up now by 
A Troop of Horſe, thank your ſelf. 

Polid. They will 
Admit Conditions. 

Sop. And allow us Quarter. A ſhout witlin, 

Polid. We are all loſt. 

Dem. Be comforted. | 

Enter Antigonus. 

Ant. News, my Lord Caſſander ſent by the new King 
To bear us company. 

Dem. Not as Priſoner? 

Ant. It does appear no otherwiſe, the Soldiers 
Declare how much they love him, by their noiſe 
Of Scorn, and Joy to ſee him ſo rewarded. 

Dem. It cannot be. 

Ant. You'll find it preſently, 

He curſes the new King, talks Treaſon gainſt him 
As nimble as he were in's Shirt; he's here. 
Enter Caſſander. 
Caf. Oh let me beg until my Knees take root 
Prh* Earth, Sir, can you pardon me? 


Den. 


De Coronation. _—_ 
Dem. For what? | | 
Caſ. For Treaſon, deſperate, moſt malicious Treaſon: 
| have undone you, Sir, 
Dem. it does appear 
You had a Will. N | 
Caſ. I'll make you all the Recompence I can, 
But cer you kill me, hear me; know the Man, 
Whom, I to ſerve my unjuſt ends, advanc'd 
To your Throne, is an Impoſtor, a mere Counterfeit, 
Eubulus's Son, Exit Ant. 
Dem. It is not then our Brother? 7 
| Caſ. An inſolent Uſurper, proud, and bloody; 
Seleucus, is no Leproſie upon me? 
There is not Puniſhment enough in Nature 
To quit my horrid Act, I have not in 
My ſtock of Blood, to ſatisfic with weeping, 
Nor could my Soul, though melted to a Flood 
Within me, guſh out Tears to waſh my ſtain off. 
Dem. Now? anImpoſtor? what will become on's now? 
We are at his Mercy. 
Caſ. Sir, the People's Hearts 
Will come to their own dwelling, when they ſee 
dare accuſe my ſelf, and ſuffer for it; 
Have courage then young King, thy Fate cannot 
be long compel 1'd. 
Dem. Riſe, our Misfortune 
Carries this good, although it loſe our hopes, 
It makes you friend with Virtue, we'll expect 
What Providence will do. 
Caſ. You are too merciful. h 
Ln, Our Duties ſhall beg Heav'nftill to preſerve you. 
1 Enter Antigonus. | 
Ant. Our Enemy deſires ſome Parley, Sir. 
Lim. *Tis not amiſs to hear their Propoſition. 
Polid. V1 wait upon you. 'S, 
| Vem. Thou art my Angel, and canſt beſt inſtruct me, 
boldly preſent our ſelves, you'll with Caſſander. 
Caſ. And in Death be bleſt | 
o find our Charity. [ Exit, 
M. Liſmachys. 


- 


Bbz Lifm. 
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Liſinm. Madam. 

Sop. They will not miſs your Preſence, the ſmall time 
Ts ſpent in asking of a queſtion. 

Liſim. I wait your Pleaſure. y 

Sop. Sir, I have a Suit to you- 


Liim. To me? it muſt be granted. - | 

Sop. If you have F; 
Cancell'd your kind Opinion of me, 0 
Deny me not to know, who hath ſucceeded * 
Sophia in your Heart, I beg the Name 
Of your new Miſtreſs. [i 

Liſ. You ſhall know her, Madam, Th 
If but theſe Tumults ceaſe, and Fate allow us To 
To ſee the Court again, I hope you'll bring Ne 
No Mutiny againſt her, but this is 11 


No time to talk of Love, let me attend you. 
Sop. I muſt expect, *till you are pleas'd to fatisfie Wi 
My poor requeſt, conduct me at your pleaſure. | Exe 
Enter Leonatus, Eubulus, Biſhop, Liſander, 
| and Philocles. 
Leo. They are too flow, diſpatch new Meſlengers, 
To intreat *em fairly hither, I am extaſi'd; 
Were you Witneſs for me too? Is it poſſible 
Jam what this affirms, true Lennatus, 
And were you not my Father, was I given 
In truſt to you an Infant ? 
Eub, Tis a truth 
Our Soul's bound to acknowledge, you ſupply'd 
The Abſence and Opinion of my Son. 
Who died, but to make you my greater care 
I know not of Demerrius, but ſuppos'd 
Him dead indeed, as Epire thought you were; 
Your Father's Character doth want no Teſtimony, 
Which but compar'd with what concerns Demein'! 
Will prove it ſelf King Theodyius Act, 17 
Your Royal Father. | | 
Biſb. I am Subſcrib'd to both his Legagics, 
By Oath oblig'd to ſecreſie, until | 
Thus fairly ſummon' d to reycal the Truſt, 


. 
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Eub. Caſſander had no thought you would prove thus, 
To whoſe Policy I gave this Aim, although 
He wrought you up to ſerve but as his Engine 
To batter young Demetrius; for it was 
Your Father's prudent Jealouſie, that made him 
Give out your carly Deaths, as if his Soul 
Prophecy'd his own firſt, and fear'd to leave 
Either of you, to the unſafe Protection 
Of one, whoſe Study would be to ſupplant 
Your Right and wax & himſelf the King of Eprre, 

Biſbop. Your Siſter, fair Sophia, in your Father's 
Life was deſign'd to marry with Lifmachw, 

That guarded her; although ſhe us'd ſome Art 
To quit her Pupillage, and being abſolute 
Declar'd Love to Demetrius, which enforc'd 
Macarius to diſcover firſt your Brother. 

Lo. No more, leſt you deſtroy again Lematus, 
Wich Wonder of his Fate; are they not come yet ? 
Something it was, I felt within my Envy 
Of young Demerrius's Fortune, there were Seeds 
Scattered upon my Heart, that made it (well 
With thonght of Empire, Princes I ſee cannot 
be totally eclips'd; but wherefore ſtays 
Demetrius and Sophia, at whoſe Names 
A gentle Spirit walk'd upon my Blood? 

er Demetrius, Polidora, Sophia, Macarius, Caſlan» 

der, and Liſimachus. 

Eub, They are here. 

Leo. Then thus I flic into their Boſoms, 
Nature has rectify'd in me, Demetrius, 
he Wandrings of Ambition; our dear Siſter 
ou are amaz'd, I did expect it, read 
lurance there, the Day is big with Wonder. 

c. What means all this? 

Ley. Lifmachus, be dear to us, 

Hander, you are welcome too, 

C. Not 1, 

@ not look for't, all this ſha'not bribe 

} Conſcience to your Faction, and make 
0 falſe again, Selgycys is no Son 


bz Of 


iu 
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Of Theodiſius; my dear Countrymen 
Correct your erring Duties, and to that, 
Your lawful King, proſtrate your ſelves, Demetrius 
Doth challenge all your Knees. 

Dem. All Love and Duty, 
Flow from me to iny Royal King, and Brother, 
I am confirm'd. | 

Caſ. You are too credulous ; 
What can betray your Faith ſo much ? 

Leo. Sophia, you appcar ſad, as if your Will 
Gave no conſent to this day's Happineſs. 

S9p. No Joy exceeds Sophig's for your (elf. 

Lifim. With your Pardon, Sir, | apprehend 
A cauſe that makes her troubled, ſhe deſires 
To know, what other Miſtreſs, ſince her late 
Unkindneſs, I have choſen to direct 
My Faith and Service. | 

Leo. Another Miſtreſs? , 

Liſim. Yes, Sir. 

Leo. And does our Siſter love Liſimachus? 

Sop. Here's ſomething would confeſs. 

Leo. He muſt not dare 
To affront Sophia. _ 

Caſ. How my Shame confounds me, 
I beg your Juſtice, , without pity on 
My Age. | 

Leo. Your Penance ſhall be, to be faithful 
Tu our State hereafter, | 
DOmner. May you live long and happy, 
Leonatus, King of Epire. : | 195 

Leo. But where's your other Miſtreſs? 

Liſim. Even here, Sir. 3 

Leo. Our Siſter? is this another Miſtreſs, Sir? 

Liſim. It holds © | ; 
To prove my Thoughts were ſo when ſhe bega 
Her Sorrow for neglecting me, that Sweetnels 
Deſcrv'd I ſhould eſteem her another Miſtreſs, 
Then when ſhe cruelly forſook Liſimac bus; 
Your pardon, Madam, and receive a Heart 
Proud with my firſt Devotions to ſerve you. 


— ” 
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$p. In this I am crown d again, now mine for ever. 
Leo. Vou have deceiv'd her happily, 
oy to you both. 
Dem. We are ripe for the ſame wiſhes, 
polidira's part of me. 
Polid. He all my Bleſſing. 
Leo. Heav'n pour full Joys upon you. 
Mac. We are all bleſt, 
There wants but one to fill your Arms. 
Leo. My Miſtreſs 
And Wife ſhall be my Country, to which! 
Was in my Birth contracted, your love fiance 
Hath-plaid the Prieſt to perfect what was Ceremony, 
Though Kingdoms by juſt Titles prove our own, 
The Subjects Hearts do beſt ſecure a Crown. 
[ Exeunt Omnes. 


E PI IL O G VUE. 


Fr is no Coronation to day, 
Unleſs your gentle Votes do crown our Play : 

If Smiles appear within each Lady's Eye, 

Woich are the leading Stars in this fair Sky, 

Our 2 day ſets glorious; for then 

We bope by their ſad influence, the Men 

Will grace what they firſt ſhin'd on; make't appear, 
(Both) hom we pleaſe and bleſs our covetous Ear 
With your App oy more welcome than the Bells 
Um a Triumph, Ronfires, or what elſe 

Can ſpeak a Coronation. And though I 

Were late depos'd, and ſpoiÞd of Majefl, 

by the kind Aid of your Hands, Gentlemen, 
I quickly may be Crown'd a Queen again. 


— 


Bb 4 


11101) : 
\ \ Wt 
ONT |! 


— — 


IN 


* 


— 1 * rr — . * ds — 


e —＋Üs e Rn ⁰˙i P ̃ ͥ ᷣò˙ ⁰;ͥ ꝗ oM P . —⁰ w ü ere: Oe OI 
. 


> — — 


— — 


LI 


wm 


„ 
- 


6; 


4444 


” 


. mens 


4 


TT. 


rs” 


$$4411%4 
l 


— ſ ———_— 


— ws — ects en a. — 2 nos _ - 


— - — 
— — — — — 


— — —— — — — <a. m_—— — — = 1 — 
- 


— 


9 


* 


1711. 


4 


* 


THE ET, 
COXCOMB 


MW 


e YEAR 


h 


int 


rinted 


P 


ET ——— - ö 1 - 
LETT 7 ts 2 - = 7. 1 AI 1. 5. 4. 


- =_ \ 7 107 5 
52 * * — 2 * * 2 h 
- A * A 111 by . 


K „ r , / Hen. ðͤ v œôuæU . è . FO. &. bs. 


— — 


2. 8 


I 4 


— 


- — ww —— — - . ho. 2 
— — — — ——— — . oe + 


PROLOGUE. 


H - $ bas long forgot, by ſome thought 
ead, & 

hy us pre ſerv' d, once more doth raiſe her Head, 

And to your noble Cenſures does preſent 1 

Her outward Form, and inward Ornament. 

Nor let this Smell of Arrogance, ſince tis known, 

The Makers, that confeſt it for their own | 

Were this way Skilful, and without the Crime 

Of Flatteries I may ſay may pleaſe the Time; 

The Work it ſelf too, when it firſt came forth, 

In the Opinion of Men of Worth, 

Was well receiv'd and favour d, though ſome rude 

And harſh among th* ignorant Multitude, 

(That reliſh groſs Food, better than a Diſh © 

That's cook'd with Care, and ſerv'd into the Wiſh, 

Of curious Pallats) wanting Wit and Strength, 

Truly to judge, condemm d it for the Length; 

That Fault's reform d, and now 'tis to be tryd 

Before ſuch Judges *twill not be deny d 

A free and noble hearing ; nor fear 1, 

But *twill deſerve to have free Liberty, 

And give you Cauſe (and with Content ) to ſay, 

Their Care was good, that did revive this Play. 


—— 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


Icardo, a young Gentleman, in love with Viola 
Antonio, the Coxcomb Gentleman. 
Mercury, Fellow-Traveller with Antonio. 


3 'Three merry Gentlemen, Friends t1 
Coro, Ricardo. ; 
Silvio, 2 


Valerio, 4 Country Gentleman. 
Curio, Kin/man to Antonio. 
Juſtice, 4 fbaliow one. 
Andrugio, Father to Viola. 
Alexander, Servant to Mercury's Mother, 
Mark, the Fuſtice's Clerk. 
Rowland, Servant to Andrugio. 
Tinker. 

Conſt able. 

Watch. 

Drawer. 


Muſicians. 
WOMEN. 


Viola, Daughter to Andrugio. 
Maria, Mife to Antonio. 
A Country Woman, Mother to Mercury. 


Nan and: : i 


Dorothy, the Tinker's Trull. 
Scene England, France. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


Enter Ricardo and Viola. 


RICARD®O. 

RR Ek T us makeuſe of this ſtollen Privacy, 
And not loſe time in Proteſtation, Miſtreſs, 
For '' twere in mea kind of Breach of Faith, 
ro — again I love you. 


Viol. Sweet, ſpeak ſoftly, 
For tho? the Venture of your Love to me 

Meet with a willing, and a full Return : 
Should it arrive unto my Father's Knowledge, 
This were our laſt Diſcourſe. * 

Ric. How ſhall he know it ? 

Viol. His watching Cares are ſuch, for my Advancement, 
That every where his Eye is fix'd upon mez 
This Night that does afford us ſome ſmall Freedom, 
At the Requeſt and much Intreaty of | 
The Miſtreſs of the Houſe, was hardly given me; 
For I am never ſuffer'd to ſtir out, 
But he hath Spies upon me; yet I know not 
You have ſo won upon me, that could I think 
You would love faithfully (though to entertain 
Another Thought of you, would be my Death) 
| ſhould adventure on his utmoſt Anger. 

Ric. Why do you think I can be falſe? 

Viol. No Faith, 
You've an honeſt Face, but if you ſhould 
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Ric. Let all the ſtor'd Vengeance of Heav'ns Juſtice... 

Viol. No more, I do believe you, the Dance ended, 
Which this free Woman's Gueſts have vow'd to have 
F'er they depart, I will make home, and ſtore me 
With all the Jewels, Chains, and Gold are truſted 
Unto my Cuſtody, and at the next Corner 
To my Father's Houſe, before one at the fartheſt, 
Be ready to receive me. 

Lich. I deſire 
No Bond beyond your Promiſe, let's go in, 
To talk thus much before the Door, may breed 
Suſpicion, 

Enter Mercury and Antonio talking. 

Viol. Here are Company too. 

Ric. Away, X 
Thoſe Powers that proſper true and honeſt Loves 
Will bleſs our Undertakings. 1 : 
Viol. Tis my With, Sir. [Exit Ric. and Viol. 

Mer. Nay, Sir, excuſe me, I have drawn you to 
Too much Expence already in my Travel; 
And you have been too forward in your Love, 
To make my Wants your own, allow me Manners 
Which you mult grant 1 want, ſhould 1 increaſe 
The Bond in which your Courteſies have ty'd me, 
By ſtill conſuming you; give me leave 
To take mine own Ways now, and I ſhall often, 
With Willingneſs, come to viſit you, and then thank you. 

Ant. By this Hand I could be angry, what do you thin 
Muſt we that have ſo long time been as one, (me! 
Seen Cities, Countries, Kingdoms, and their Wonders; 
Been Bed-fellows, and in our various Journey 
Mixt all our Obſervations, part (as if 
We were two Carriers at two ſeyeral Ways, 
And as the Fore-horſe guides, cry God be with you) 
Without or Compliment, or Ceremony ? 
In Travellers, that know tranſalpine Garbs, 
Though our Deſigus are ne'er ſo ſerious, Friend, 
It were a capital Crime, it muſt not be; 
Nay, what is more, you ſhall not; you e'er long 
Shall ſee my Houſe, and find what I call mine 
Is wholly at your Service. ) Mr 
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Mer. Tis this tires me; 
Sir, I were eaſily woo'd, if nothing elſe 
But my Will lay in the Choice; but *ris not fo, 
My Friends and Kindred that have part of me, | 
And ſuch on whom my chiefeſt Hopes depend, 
Juſtly expect the tender of my Love 
After my Travel; then mine own Honeſty 
Tells me 'tis poor, having indifferent Means 
To keep me in my Quality and Rank, 
At my Return, to tire another's Bounty, 
And let mine own grow Juſty; pardon me. 
| Ant. I will not, cannot, to conclude, I dare not: 
Can any thing conferr'd upon my Friend 
Be burthenſome to me? For this Excuſe 
Had I no reaſon elſe, you ſhould not leave me, 
By a Traveller's Faith you ſhould not, I have ſaid, 
And then you know my Humour, there's no contendi 
Mer. Is there no way to ſcape this Inundation? 
| ſhall be drown'd with Folly if I go: 
And after nine Days, Men may take me up, 
With my Gall broken. 
Ant. Are you yet reſoly'd ? 
Mer. Wou'd you wou'd ſpare me. 
Ant. By this Light I cannot, 
By all that may be ſworn by. 
Mer. Patience help me, - 
And Heav'n grant his Folly be not catching, 
f it be, the Town's undone z I now would give 
A reaſonabie Sum of Gold to any Sheriff, 
That would but lay an Execution on me, 
And free me from his Company; while he was abroad, 
His want of Wit and Language kept him dumb? 
but Balaam's Aſs will fpeak now, without ſpurring. 
Ant. Speak, have I won you? 
Enter Servant and Muſician. 
Mer, You are not to be reſiſted. 
Ser. Be ready I intreat you, the Dance done, 
Befides a liberal Reward 1 have, 
A Bottle of Sherry in my Power ſhall beget 
cy Crotchets in your Heads. | 
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Mufi. Tuſh, fear not us, we'll do our Parts, 
Ser. Go 1n. | 
Ant. I know this Fellow. 
Belong you to the Houſe? 
Sor. | ſerve the Miſtreſs, | 
Ant. Pretty and ſhort; pray you, Sir, then inform het, 
Two Gentlemen are covetous to be honour'd, 
With her fair Preſence. | 
ber. She ſhall know ſo much, | 
This is a merry Night with us, and forbid not 
Welcome to any that looks like a Man: 
I'll guide you the way, | 
Bo Nay, follow, I have a Trick in't. [Exit, 
Eiter Uberto, Silvio, Ricardo, Maria, Pedro, 
Portia, Viola, with others, 
Uber. Come, where's this Maſque ? faireſt, for our Cheat, 
Our Thanks and Service, may you long ſurvive, 
To joy in many of theſe Nights. 
Mar. I thank you. 
Uber. We mult have Muſick too, or elſe you give u 
But half a Welcome. 
Mar. Pray you, Sir, excuſe me. 
Sil, By no Means, Lady. 
Uber. We'll crown our liberal Feaſt, . 
With ſome delightful Strain fitting your Love 
And this good Company. 
Mar, Since you enforce it, 
] will not plead the Excuſe of want of Skill, 
Or be, or nice, or curiousz every Year 
I celebrate my Marriage Night, and will 
Till I fee my abſent Husband. * 
Uber. Tis fit Freedom, | . 
Sil. Ricardo, thou art dull 
Enter Servant. 
Ric, I ſhall be lighter, 
When | have had a Heat. 
Mar. Now Sir, the News? | 
Ser. Miſtreſs, there are two Gentlemen. 
Mar. Where? 
Ser. Complimenting who ſhould firſt enter, 
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Mar. What are they? 
Ser. Heav'n knows, but for their ſtrangeneſs, have you 
never ſeen a Cat waſh her Face? 
Uber. Yes. 
Ser. Juſt ſuch a ſtir they keep, if you make but haſte, 
You may ſce em yet before they enter. 
ery Enter Antonio and Mercury. e 
Mer, Let em be what they will, I'll keep them fair 
Entertain, and gentle welcome. 
Ant. It ſhall be ſo. 
Mer. Then let it be your Pleaſure. 
Ant. Let's ſtand aſide, and you ſhall ſee us have 
Fine ſport anon. e 
oh A fair Society, do you know theſe Gentlewomen? | 
„5 . T4 
Mer. What are they? (is Viola. 
Ant. The ſecond is a Neighbour's Daughter, her Name 
There is my Kinſman's Wife, Porzia her Name, and a 
Friend too. 2 | 
Mer. Let her What's ſhe that leads the Dance? 
1er. A Gentle woman. : 
Mer. I ſee thar. 
1 der. Indeed? 
Mer. W hat? 


1er. A Gentlewoman. 

Mer. Udsfoot, good Sir, what's ſhe thatleadsthe Dance? 

2 Ser, My Mikes. x 

Mer. What elſe? 

2 Lr. My Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Mer. Your Miſtreſs? A Pox on you, 

bat a fry of Fools are here? l ſee 'tis Treaſon tounder- 

nd in this Houſe : If Nature were not better to them, 

Manthey can be to themſelves, they would ſcant hit their 

— My Miſtreſs? Is there any one with ſo much 
ins Head, that can tell me at the firſt ſight, what 

entle woman that is that leads the Dance ? | 

Ant, Tis my Wife. | 

Mer. Hum. 

Au Hoy doſt thou like her? 
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Mer. Well, a pretty Gentlewoman _ 
Aut. Prethee be quiet. XY T 
Mer. I would I could: W 

Let never any hereafter that's a Man, 

That has Aff tions in him and free Paſſions, 

Receive the lcaſt tie from ſuch a Fool as this is, (truly 

That holds ſo ſweet a Wife, tis lamentable to conſider 

What Right he robs himſelf of, and what Wrong 

He doth the Vouth of ſuch a Gentle woman; 

That knows her Beauty is no longer hers, 

Than Men will pleaſe to make it ſo, and uſe it, 

Neither of which lies freely in a Husband: 

Oh what have Idone, what have 1 done, Coxcomb? 

If 1 had never ſeen, or never taſted 

The goodneſs of this Kix, I had been a made Man, 

But now to make a Cuckold is a Sin 

Againſt all forgiveneſs, worſe than a Murther 

I have a Wolt by the Ears, and am bitten both ways. 
Ant. How now Friend, what are you thinking of? 
Mer. Nothing concerning you, I muſt be gone. 

Ant. Pardon me, PII have no going, Sir. 

Mer. 1 hen good Sir, give me leave to go to Bed, 
I am very weary, and ill-temper'd. 
Aut. Yowghall preſently, the Dance is done. 
1 Ser. Miſtreſs, theſe are the Gentlemen. 
Mar. My Husband's welcome home, dear Sir. (00 
Aer. She's fair ſtill, oh that I were a Knave, or durſtbe 

For thy fake, Coxcomb; he that invented Honeſty, un. 
did me. (tis well thought 
Ant. I thought you had not known me, you're met!) 

And how is't with theſe worthy Gentlemen? 
Uber. and Sil. We are glad to ſee you here again. 
Ant. Oh Gent, what ha? you loſt? But get you into 


Travels, : ; 
There you may learn, I cannot ſay what hidden Virtus , 
Mer. Hidden from you ] am ſure, th 
My Blood boils like a Furnace, "of 5 
She's a fair one. * Ge, 


Ant. Pray entertain this Gentleman with all the Court 
Fitting my moſt eſpecial Friend. 110 
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Mar. W hat this poor Houſe may yield, 
To make you welcome, dear Sir, command 
Wirhout more Compliment. 

Mer. I thank you: 
She's wiſe, and ſpeaks well too, oh what a Bleſſing 
Is gone by me, ne'er to be recovered? 
Well, *twas an old ſhame the Devil laid up for me, and 
now has hit me home; if there be any ways to be diſhoneſt, 
and ſave my ſelf yet, —- No, it muſt not be, why ſhould 
be a Fcoltoo Let thoſe Eyes would tempt another 
Adam, how they call to me, and tell me S' foot, they 
hall not tell me any thing. Sir, will you walk in? 

Ant. How is't, Signior? 

Mer. Crazie a little, 

Mar. What ail you, Sir? 

What's in my Power, pray make uſe of, Sir. (ſure? 

Mer. Tis that muſt do me good, ſhe does not mock me 
And't pleaſe you nothing, my Diſeaſe is only wearineſs. 

Uber. Come Gentlemen, we'll not keep you from your 
Beds too long. , 

Ric. I ha? Re buſineſs, and 'tis late, and you far ſrom 
your Lodging. 

Sil. Well. [ Exe. Manent Ant. Mar. and Mer. 

Ant. Come my dear Mercury, I'll bring you to your 
Chamber, and then I am for you Marra, thou art a new 

ife to me now, and thou ſhalt find it cer I ſleep. 

Aer. And I an old Aſs to my ſelf, mine own Rod whips 
me,. Good Sir, no more of this, 'tis tedious, you are, 
the beſt Guide in your own Houſe go Sir 

& ; [ Exe. Ant. and Mar. 
This Fool and his fair Wife have made me frantick; 
From two ſuch Phyſicks for the Soul, deliver me. ¶ Exit. 

Enter Ricardo, Uberto, Pedro, and Silvio. 

Uber, Well you muſt have this Wench then. 

Ric. I hope fo, I am much o' th* Bow-hand elſe. 

Ped. Wou'd 1 were hang'd, 'tis a good loving little Fool, 
that dares venture her ſelf upon a Coaſt ſhe never knew 
Jet, but theſe Women, when they are once thirteen, 
Cod ſpeed the Plough. | 

Ce 2 | Sil. 
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Sl. Faith they'll venture further for their Lading, than 
a Merchant, and through as many Storms, but they'll be 
fraughted, they are made like Carracks, only Strength 
and Storage. 
Ric. Come, come, you talk, you talk. 
Sil. We do ſo, but tell me Ricardo, wo't thou marry her? 
Kic. Marry her? Why, what ſhould I do with her? 
Ped. Pox, I thought we ihould have all ſhares in her, 
like lawful Prize. : 
Ric. No by my Faith, Sir, you ſhall pardon me, 1 
Launch'd her at my own Charge, without Partners, and 
Uber. What's the Hour? (fo I'll keep her. 
Kic. Twelve. 
Uber. What ſhall we do the while? Tis yet ſcarce eleven. 
Sil. There's no ſtanding here, is not this the place? 


Ric. Les. C 
Ped. And to go back unto her Father's Houſe, may breed 
Suſpicion - _ | 


Ler's {lip into a Tavern for an hour, tis very cold. 

Uber. Content, there is one hard by, a quart of burnt 
Sack will recover us, | am as cold as Chriſtmas, this ſteal- 
ing Fleſh in the froſty Weather, may be ſweet i th' eating, 
bus ſure the Woodmen have no great catch on't; ſhall's 

0! | 
. Ric. Thou art the ſtrangeſt lover of a Tavern, what 
ſhall we do there now? Loſe the Hour and our ſelves 
too. | 

Uber. Loſe a Pudding; what doſt thou talk of the 
Hour; will one Quart muzzle us? Have we not Ears to 
hear, and Tongues to ask the Drawers, but we muſt ſtand 
here like Bawds to watch the Minutes? | 

Sil. Prethee content thy ſelf, we ſhall ſcout here, 9s 
though we went a haying, and have ſome mangey Pren- 
tice, that cannot ſleep for ſcratching, over-hear us; Come, 
will you go Sirs? When your Love fury is a little frozen, 
you'll come to us. 

Ric. Will you drink but one Quart then? 

Ped. No more I'faith. ey 

Sil. Content. (watchful. 
Ric. Why then, have with you, but let's be The. 
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Uber. As watchful as the Belman ; come, I'1l lead, becauſe 
I hate good Manners, they are too tedious, [ Exeunt- 
Enter Viola with a Key, and a little Casket. 
Viola. The Night is terrible, and I enclos'd 
With that my Virtue and my ſelf hate moſt, 
Darkneſs z yet muſt I fear that which I with, 
Some Company, and every ſtep I rake 
Sounds louder in my fearful Ears to Night, 
Than ever did the ſhrill and ſacred Bell 
That rang me to my Prayers; the Houſe will riſe 


\ When I unlock the Door, were it by Day 


am bold enough, but then a thouſand Eyes 
Warn me from going, might not Heav'n have made 
A time for envious prying folk to flcep, 
Whilſt Lovers met, and yet the Sun have ſhone? 
Vet I was bold enough, to ſteal this Key 
Out of my Father's Chamber, and dare yer 
Venture upon mine Enemy, the Night, 
Arm'd only with my Love, to meet my Friend. 
Alas how valiant, and how fraid at once 
Love makes a Virgin? I will throw this Key 
Backthrough a Window, I have Wealth enough 
In Jewels with me, if 1 hold his Love 
| ſteal em for; farewel my place of Birth, 
[ never make account to look on thee again 
And if there be, as I have heard Men ſay, 
Theſe Houſhold Gods, I do beſeech them look 
To this my charge, bleſs it from Thieves and Fire, 
And keep, till happily my Love I win, 
Me from thy Door, and hold my Father in. [ Exit. 
Bucer Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Silvio, and Drawer 
| with à Candle. 
Ric. No more for God's ſake, how is the Night, Boy? 
Draw, Faith, Sir, *tis very late. 
Uber. Faith, Sir, you lie, is this your Jack i*th* Clock- 
onſe? Will you ſtrike, Sir? Give's ſome more Sack, you 
Ric. Nay, if you love me, good Uberto go, (Varler. 
am monſtrous hot with Wine. | 
Uber. Quench it again with Love: Gentlemen I will 
ink one Health more, and then if my Legs (ay me not 
Cc 3 — 


3242 The COXCOMB. 
ſhamefully nay, I will go with you, give me a ſingular 


Quart. 
Draw, Of what Wine, Sir? 


Uber. Of Sack, yeu that ſpeak confuſion at the Bar, of 


Sack, | ſay, and every one his Quart, what a Devil let's 
be merry. 

Draw. You ſhall, Sir. [ Exit, 

Ped We will, Sir, and a dried Tongue. 

Sil And an Olive, Boy, and a whole bunch of Fidlers, 
my Head ſwims plaguily, uds pretious I ſhall be claw'd. 

Enter Drawer with four Quarts of Mine. 

Ric. Pray go, can drink no more, think on your 
Promiſe, 'tis Midnight, Gentlemen. | 

Uber. O that it were dum Midnight now, not a word 
more, every Man on's Knees, and betake himſelf to his 
Saint, here's to your Wench, Signior, all this, and then 

Ric. I cannot di k it. (away. 

Ped, ITis a Toy, a oy, away wo't. 

Uber. Now date | {pak any thing, to any Body living, 
come, where's the fault? Off with it. 

Ric. I have broke ny Wind, call you this Sack? — 
wonder who made it? He was a {ure workman, for tis 
plaguy ſtrong work, Is it gone round? 

Uber.” Tis at the laſt, out of my way, good Boy, Is the 
Moon up yet? 

Draw. Yes, Sir. 7 

Uber. Where is ſhe, Boy? 

Draw. T here, Sir. 

Uber. We ſhall have Rain and Thunder, Boy. 

Draw. When, Sir? 

Uber. I cannot tell, but ſure we ſhall, Boy. 

Draw. The Gentleman is Wine-wile. 

Uber. Drawer ? 

Draw. Here, Sr. 

Uber. Can you procure ? 

Draw. What, Sir? (Boy* 

Uber. A Whore, or two or three, as need ſhall ſerbe, 

Sil. Ay, a good Whore were worth Mony, Boy. 


Draw. | proteſt Sir, we are altogether unproviden., 


repair 


| Ric 


Ube 
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Ric. The more's the pity, Boy, can you not vize us 
where, my Child? 

Ped. Why where were you brought up, Boy ? Noinck- 
ling ofa Whore? No aim, my Boy? 

Uber. It cannot ſink in my Head now, that thou ſhould'ſt 
marry, why ſhou'd'ſt thou marry, tell me? 

Ric. I merry? Vilbehang'd firſt; ſome more Wine Boy. 

l. Is ſhe not a Whore rranſlated? An ſhe be, let's 
repair to her. 

Ric. I, cannot tell, ſhe may bean Offender but Signior 
Sthvto, I ſhall ſcratch your Head, indeed I ſhall. 

$i, Judge me, I do bur jeſt with thee, what an ſhe 
were inverted with her Heels upward, like a Traitor's 
Coat? What care I? 

Uber, I, hang her, ſhall we fall out for her? 

Ric. Iam a little angry, but theſe Wenches, did you 
not talk of Wenches? 

Sl. Boy, lend me your Candle. 

Draw. Why, Sir? 

dil. To ſet fire to your rotten Ceiling, you'll b no 
Whores, Rogues, no good Members. 

Draw. Whores, Sir? 

N. Ay, Whores Sir, do you think we come to lie with 
your Hogſheads ? 

Ric. I muſt beat the Watch, I have long'd fort any 
time this three Weeks. 

Hi. We'll beat the Town too, and thou wilt, we are 
proof Boy; thall we kill any Body? 

Ric. No, but we'll hurt em dangerouſly. 

Uber. Fil. Now mutt I kill one, I cannot avoid it, Boy, 
ally afore there with your Candle; where's your n ? 

Draw. A-bed, Sir. | 

Ki. With whom ? 

Draw, With my Maſter. 

Uber. You lie Boy, ſhe's better brought up than to lye 
vith her Husband, has he not caſt his Head yet? Next Year 
be will be a Velvet-headed Cuckold. Exeunt. 

Draw, You are amerry Gentleman, there Sir, take _ 
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| Euter Viola. | 
Viol. This is the place, I have out- told the Clock 
For haſte, he is not here. Ricardo? No: 
Now every Power that loves and is belov'd, 
Keep me trom ſhame to Night, for a e know 
Each Thought of mine is innocent and pure, 
As Fleſh and Blood can hold: I cannot back; 
I threw the Key within, and e'er I raiſe 
My Father up, to ſee his Daughter's ſhame, 
I'll ſet me down, and tell the Northern Wind, 
That ir is gentler than the curling Weſt, 
If it will blow me Dead; but he will come; 
I'faith 'tis cold; if he deceive me thus, 
A Woman will not eaſily truſt a Man. Hark, What's that! 
Sil. within. Thow'rt over long at thy Pot, Tom, Tom, 
thou art over long at the Pot, Tb. 
Niol. Bleſs me! Who's that? 
Ped. within. W hoo! 
Uber. within. There Boys. 
Viol. Darkneſs be thou my cover, I muſt fly, 
Io theel haſte for help 
Enter Ricardo, Pedro, Uberto, Drawer with a Torch. 
Viol. They have a Light, 
Wind, if thou loveſt a Virgin, blow it out, 
And I will never ſhut a Window more, 
To keep thee from me, 
Ric. Boy. 
Draw. Sir. 
Ric. Why Boy. 
Draw. What ſay you, Sir? 
Ric. Why Boy? Art thou drunk, Boy? 
Draw. What would you, Sir? 
Ric. Why very good, where are we? 
Uber. Ay, that's the Point. 
Draw. Why Sir, you will be at your Lodging preſent!y. 
Ric. I'll go to no Lodging, Boy. _ 
Draw. Whither will you go then, Sir? 
Ric. I'll go no farther. © ; 
Draw. For God's ſake, Sir, do not ſtay here all N gue, 
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Ric. No more I will not, Boy, lay me down, and 
row! me to a W hore. 
Uber. And me. 

Ped. There ſpoke an 
$i]. Then ſet your Foot to my Foot, and up Tails all. 
Viol. That is Ricardo, what a Noiſe they make? 
Tis ill done on em; here, Sirs, Ricardo? 
Ric. What's that Boy? 
Draw. Tis a Wench, Sir, pray Gentlemen come away. 
Viol. O my dear Love! How doeft thou ? 
Ric. Faith ſweet Heart, even as thou ſeeſt. 
Ped. Where's thy Wench? 
Uber. Where's this Bed-worm ? 
Viol. Speak ſoftly for the love of Heav'n. 
Draw. Miſtreſs, get der gone, and do not entice the 
Gentlemen, now you ſee they're drunk, or I'll call the 
Watch, and lay you faſt enough. 
Viol. Alas, What are you? or, What do you mean? 
Sweet love, where's the Place? | 
Ric. Marry ſweet love, &en here, lie down, I'll feeſe 
Viol. Good God! W hat mean you ? (thce. 
Ped. I Il have the Wench. ” | 
Uber, If you can get her. | 
Sil, No, I'll lie with the Wench to Night, and ſhe 
ſhall be yours to Morrow. 
Ped. Let go the Wench. 
Si. Let you go the Wrench. | 
Viol. O Gentleman, as you had Mothers! 
Uber, They had no Mothers; they are the Sons of 
Ric. Let that be maintain'd. (Bitches. 
Hl. Marry then. | 
Viol. Oh bleſs me Heav'n! 
Uber. How many is there on's ? 
Ric. About five. . 
Uber, Why then let's fight three to three. 
Sl. Content. Dram and fall down. 
Draw. The Watch? the Watch? the Watch? Where 
ae you ? . Exit. 
Ric. Where are theſe Cowards ? Exit. 
Ped, There's the Whore. = 
| | 101. 
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Viol. IT never ſaw a drunken Man before, 
But theſe I think are ſo. 
Sil. Oh! 
Ped. I miſt you narrowly there. | 
Viol. My ſtate is ſuch, 1 know not how to think 
A Prayer fit for me, only I could move, | 
That never Maiden more might be in Love. [ Exit. 
Enter Drawer, Conſtable and Watch. 
Match. Where are they, Boy ? f 
Draw. Make no ſuch haſte, Sir, they are no Runners. 
Ub. 1 am hurt, but that's all one, 1 ſhall light upon 
ſome of ye. | 
Pedro, thou art a tall Gentlemen, let me kiſs thee. 
Watch. My Friend. 
Uber. Your Friend? you lie. (Fleas. 
Ric. Stand further off, the Watch, you are full of 
Cimſt. Gentlemen, either be quiet, or we muſt make 
you quiet. : 
Ric. Nay, good Mr. Conſtable, be not ſo rigorous. 
Uber. Mr. Conſtable, lend me thy Hand of Juſtice. 
Conſt, That IT will, Sir. (tice ſo blind I, 
Uber. Fy Mr. Conſtable, What golls you have ? is Ju- out, 
Y* cannot ſee to waſh your Hands? I cry you Mercy, Sir; 
Your Gloves are on. ' M 
Draw. Now you are up, Sir, Will you go to Bed? 


Ped. I'll truckle here, Boy, give me another Pillow. V7 
Draw. Will you ſtand up, and let me lay it on then? M 
Ped. Yes. (be going Mr. Conſtable, H. 
Draw. There hold him two of ye, now they are up, M, 
Ric. And this way, and that way, Tom. Ser 
Uber. And here away, and there away, Tom. 2 
Si. This is the right way, the other's. the wrong. Hr. 
Ped. Th' other's the wrong. Me 
All. Thou art over-long at the Pot, Tow, Tom. now | 
Ric. Lead valiantly, ſweet Conſtable, whoop ! ha Boys: under 
Conſt, This Wine hunts in their Heads. b the 
Ric. Give me the Bill, for I'll be the Sergeant. Duty 
Conſt. Look to him, Sirs. 3. _ 
c. | eep your t 
Ric. Keep your Ranks, you Raſcals, keep y 2 rd 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter Mercury. 


* | Cannot ſleep for thinking of this Aſs's Wife, 
'N be gone preſently, there's no ſtaying here, 
with this Devil about me? ho, this is the Houle of Sleep, 
ho? again there, 'sfoot, the darknels, and this love to- 
gether, will make me Lunatick ; ho ? 

Enter a Servingman above unready. 

Ser. Who calls there? 

Mer. Pray take the Pains to riſe and light a Candle. 

Her. Preſently. 

Mer. Was ever Man but I in ſuch a Stocks ? well, 
this ſhall be a warning to me, and a fair one too, how 
[ betray my ſelf to ſuch a Dance, by way of Benefit. 

Enter Servingman. 

Ser. Did you call? 

Mer. Ves, pray do me the kindneſs, Sir, to let me 
out, and not enquire why, for 1 mult needs be gone. 

Ser. Not to Night, I hope, Sir. | 

Mer. Good Sir, to Night, I would not have troubled 
you elſe, pray let it be ſo. 

Ser, Alas, Sir, my Maſter will be offended. 

Mer, That I have Buſineſs? no I warrant ye. 

der, Good Sir, take your Reſt. 

Mer. Pray my good Friend let me appoint my own 

der, Yes, Sir. (Reſt, 

Mer. Then ſhew me the way out, I'll conſider you. 

Kr. Good Lord, Sir. 
Aer. If I had not an excellent temper'd Patience, 
now ſhould I break this Fellow's Head, and make him 
uncerſtand 'twere neceſſary ; the only Plague of this Houſe 
s the unhandſome love of Servants, that ne'er do their 
Duty in the right Place, but when they muſter before 

inner, and ſweep the Table with a wooden Dagger, 
ind then they are troubleſome too, to all Men's Shoul- 


(ers; the W oodcock's fleſht again, now I ſhall have a 
new ſtir, | Enter 
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Enter Antonio. | 

Ant. Who how now Friend? W hat do you up ſo 
late ? Are you well? Do you want any thing? pray ſpeak, 

Mer. Only the cauſe I riſe for. 

Ant. W hat Knaves are theſe? What do you want ? 
why Sirrah ? | 

fer. Nothing i'th' World, but the Keys to let me 

out of Doors; I muſt be gone, be not againſt it, for 


you cannot ſtay me. 
Ant. Be gone at this time? that were a merry Jeſt. 
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Aer. If there be any Mirth in't, make you uſe on't, 


but I mult go. 

Ant. Why, for loves ſake ? 

Mer. Twill benefit your Underſtanding nothing to 
e the cauſe, pray go to Bed, I'll trouble your Man 
only. 3 
Ae, Nay, Sir, you have rais'd more, that has rea- 
ſon to curſe you, and you knew all, my Wife's up, and 
coming down too. bt 

Mer. Alas, it will be a trouble, pray go up to her, 
and let me diſturb no more, tis unmannerly. * 

Enter Maria, as out of her Bed. 

Ant. She's here already: Sweet Heart, how ſay you 
by this Gentleman? he would away at Midnight. 

Mar. That I am ſure he will not. 185 

Mer. Indeed J muſt. 


Mar. Good Sir, let not your homely Entertainment 


preſs you to leave your Bed at midnight; if you want, 
what my Houſe or our Town may afford you, make it 
your own fault if you call not for itz pray go to Bed 
again z let me compel you, Lam ſure you have no Pow- 
er to deny a Woman; the Air is piercing, and to a 
ow beaten with long travel, 'twill prove an ill Phy- 
ician. 

Mer. If ſhe ſpeak longer I ſhall bea Knave, is rank as 
ever ſweat for't; Sir, if you will ſend your Wife up pre- 
ſently, I will either ſtay with you, d'ye mark me, or de- 
liver you ſo juſt a cauſe, that you your ſelf (all thruſt 


me out of Doors, both ſuddenly and willingly. J 
* 1 
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Ant. 1 would fain hear that faith, pray thee go up 
ewecr-Heart, I have half perſwaded him, beſides, he 

bath ſome private Buſineſs with me. : 

Mar. Good Night, Sir, and what Content you would 

have, I wiſh with you. [ Exit. 

| Mer. Could any Man that had a Back ask more! O 

me! O mel! (go? 

Ant. Now deal directly with me: Why ſhould you 

Mer.” If you be wiſe do not enquire the Cauſe, twill 
trouble you. 

Aut. Why? prithee why? 

Mer. Faith I would not have you know it, let me 
go, twill be far better for you. 

Ant. Who's that, that knocks there? is't not at the 
Street Door? 

H. (- 8. | 

Ant. Who's there, cannot you ſpeak? 

Viol. within. A poor diſtreſſed Maid, for God's fake 
let me in. | 

Mer. Let her in and me out together, tis but one 
labour, tis Pity ſhe ſhould ſtand i th Street, it ſeems ſhe 
knows you. | 

Ant, There ſhe ſhall ſtand for me; you are Ignorant, 
this is a common Cuſtom of the Rogues that he about 
the looſe Parts of the City, 

Mer. As how ? — 

Ant. To knock at Doors in dead time of Night, and 
uſe ſome feigned Voice to raiſe Compaſſion, and when 
the Doors are open, in they ruſh, and cut the. Throats 
of all, and take the Booty; we cannot be too careful. 

Viol. within. As ever you had Pity let me in, I am un- 
done elſe. 

Ant. Who are you? 

Viol. My name is Viola, a Gentlewoman that ill 
Chance hath diſtreſſed, you know my Father, 

Mer, Alas of God we'll let her in, 'tis one of the 
Gentlewomen were here i'th* Evening, I know her by 
ber Name, poor Soul, ſhe's cold I warrant her, let her 
le my warm Bed, and TIl take her Fortune; come, 
My come. . 

Ant. 


. _— 


— — 
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- Ant. It is not Viola, thar's certain, ſhe went home ten ! 
to her Father's, I am ſure. 2 
Viol. Will not you be ſo good to let me in? ww 
Ant. I'll be ſo good to have you whipt away, if you M 
ſtay a little longer: She's gone | warrant her, now let 


me know your cauſe, for I will hear it, and not repent * 
the knowing. | be Fs 
Mer. Since you are ſo Importunate, I'll tell you, I ble. 
love your Wife extreamly. 4 
Ant. Very well. | fy n 
Mer. And fo well that I dare not ſtay. Ne 
Ant. Why? 5 
Mer. For wronging you, I know I am Fleſh and Blood, M 
and you have done me Friendſhips infinite and often, 4 


that muſt require me Honeſt, and a true Man, and [ And 
will be fo, or VI] break my Heart. 

Ant. Why, you may ſtay for all this, methinks, 

Mer. No, though I wou'd be good, I am no Saint, 
nor 1s it ſafe to try me, I deal plainly. 

Ant. Come, I dare try you, do the beſt you can. 

Mer. Vou ſhall not; when I am right again, I'll come 
and ſee you, till when, I'll uſe all Countries, and all 
Means, but J will loſe this Folly, 'tis a Devil. 

Ant, Is there no way to ſtay you ? | 

Mer. No, unleſs you will have me ſuch a Villain to 
you, as all Men ſhall ſpit at me. 

Ant. Do's ſhe know you love her? | 

Mer. No, | hope hot, that were Recompence fit for 
a Rogue to render her. 

Ant, If ever any had a faithful Friend, I am that 
Man and I may glory in't, this is he, that #pſe, he that 
paſſes all Chriſtendom for Goodneſs, he ſhall not over. 
go me in his Friendſhip, *twere recreant and baſe, and 
I'll be hang'd firſt, I am reſolv'd, go thy ways, a Wife 
will never part us, I have conſider'd, and I find her 
nothing to ſuch a Friend as thou art; I'll ſpeak a bold 
word, rake your time and woe her, you have overcome 
me clearly, and do whar's fitting with her, you conceiv® 
me, I am glad at Heart you love her; by this light, ne et 
ſtare upon me, for I will not fly from it, if you had * 
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len ſooner, ſure you had been ſervd; Sir, you are ni 
very Man, now to your Task, I give you free leay 
ind the Sin is mine if there be any in it, 1 8 

Mer. He will be hang' d before he makes this good; 
he cannot be ſo innocent a Coxcomb, he can tell ten 
ſure. If I had never known you as I have done, I might 
be one, as others perhaps ſooner, but now 'tis impoſſi- 
ble, there's too much Good between us. | £90} 

Ant. Well, thou art &en the beſt Man I can 
fy no more, I am fo over-joy'd, you muſt ſtay this 
Night, and in the Morning go as early as you pleaſe, I 
have a Toy for you. f 

Mer. 1 thought this Pill would make you ſi cx. 

Ant. Bur where you mean to be I muſt have notice, 
And it muſt be hard by too, do you mark me? 

Mer. Why, What's the matter? 

Ant. There is a thing in hand. 

Mer. Why? what thing? | 

Ant. A ſound one, if it take right, and you be not 
peeviſh, We two will be you would little think 
It; as famous for our Friendſhip —— | 

Mer. How? | 

Ant. If Heav'n pleaſe, as ever Damon was, and Pythe- 
as ; or Pylades, and Oreſtes, or any two that ever were; 
do you conceive me yet? A 
; Mer. No, by my troth, Sir; he will not help me up 
ure, | 

Ant, You ſhall anon; and for our Names, I think they 
hall live after us, and be remember'd while there is a 
tory ; or 11 loſe my aim. TP, 

Mer. What a Vengeance ails he? How do you? 

Ant. Yes Faith, we two will be ſuch Friends, as the 
World ſhall ring of. Fe " 

Mer. And why is all this ? 

Ant. You ſhall enjoy my Wife. 

Mer, Away, away. 1 

Aut. The Wonder muſt begin, ſo I have caſt it, twill 
be ſcurvy elſe, you ſhall not ftir a Foot int, pray be 
quet 'till I have made it perfect. | 


Aer. 
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Mer. What ſhall a Man do with this wretched Fel. 
low ? there is no Mercy to be uſed towards him, he is 
not capable of any Pity, he will in ſpight of courſe be | 
a Cuckold, and who can help it? Muſt it begin ſo Th 


needs, Sir? Think again. hour 
Ant. Yes marry muſt it, and I my ſelf will woe this ! 
Woman for you z do you perceive it now ? ha ? 0 ; 


Mer. Yes, now'l have a little ſight th? matter; O 
that thy Head ſhould be ſo monſtrous, chat all thy Ser. . . 
vants Hats may hang upon't ! But do you mean to do 
this ? | | 
Ant. Yes certain, I will woe her, and for you, ſtrive Tink 
not againſt it, tis the Overthrow of the beſt Plot that 
ever was then. Fi 9 
Mer. Nay, I'll aſſure you, Sir, 1'Il do no harm, you boch 
have too much about you of your own. 2 
Ant. Have you thought of a Place yet? | 
Mer. A Place? | | 7 
Ant. Ay a Place where you will bide,prethee no more h \ 
of this Modeſty, tis fooliſh, and we were not determin'd ul PF 
to be abſolute Friends indeed, *twere tolerable. ok 
Mer. 1 have thought, and you ſhali hear from me. 
Ant, Why, this will gain me everlaſting Glory; 1 
have the better of him, that's my Comfort, good 3; 8 
A % 
Mer. Good Night ; well go thy ways, thou art the 
tydieſt Wittall this Day I think above Ground, and yet 
thy end for all this muſt be motly. Exit. 
Enter a Tinker with a Cord, and Dorothy. 
Tink. Tis better cold; a Plague upon theſe Rogues, 
how wary they are grown? not a Door open now, but 
gopble barr'd; not a Window, but up with a caſe of 
ood like a Spice-box, and their Locks unpickable; 
the very Smiths that were half Ventures, drink pent- 
tent, ſingle Ale, this is the Iron Age, the Ballad fings 
of; well, I ſhall meet with ſome of your looſe Linnen 
yet, good Fellows muſt not ſtarve ; here's he ſhall ſhev 
God-a-mighty's Dog-bolts, if this hold. 
Dor. Faith thou art but too merciful , that's th) 
fault, thou art as ſweet a Thief, that Sin excepted 
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as ever ſuffer'd, that's a proud Word, and I'll main- 
tain It. | 
Tin, Come, prethee let's ſhog off, and browze an 
hour or two, there's Ale will make a Cat ſpeak, at the 
Harrow; we ſhall get nothing now, without we batter, 
tis grown too near Morning, the Rogues fleep ſober, 
and are watchful, | | 
Dor. We want a Boy extreamly for this Function, 
kept under for a Year, with Milk, and Knot-graſs; in 
my time I have ſeen a Boy do wonders; Robin the red 
Tinker had a Boy, reſt his Soul, he ſuffer'd this time four 
Years, for two Spoons, and a Pewter Candleſtick, that 
ſweet Man had a Boy, as I am Curſtend W hore, would 
have run through a Cat-hole, he would have boulted 
ſuch a piece of Linnen in an Evening 

Tin. Well, we will havea Boy, prethee let's go, I am 
vengeance cold I tell thee. 

Dor. Pll be hang'd before I ſtir without ſome purchaſe, 
by theſe ten Bones, I'll turn She- ape, and untile a Houſe, 
but l'll have it, it may be I have a humour to be hang'd, I 


cannot tell. 
Enter Viola. 

Tin, Peace, you flead Whore, thou haſt a Mouth like 
2 Blood-hound, here comes a Night-ſhade. 

Dor. A Gentlewoman W hore, by this Darkneſs III 
caſe her to the Skin. 

Tin, Peace, I ſay. | 

Viol. What Fear have I endur'd this diſmal Night? 
And what Diſgrace, if I were ſeen and known? 
In which this Darkneſs only is my Friend, 
That only has undone me; a thouſand Curſes 
Light on my eaſie, fooliſh, childiſh Love, 
That durſt fo lightly lay a Confidence 
Upon a Man, ſo many being falſe; 
E Yearimeſs, and weeping, makes me ſleepy, I muſt 

own. 

Im, What's this? A Prayer, or a Homily, or a Ballad 
af good Counſel ? She has a Gown, I am ſure. 

Dor. Knock out her Brains, and then ſhell neꝰer bite. 
. Ves, Iwill knock her, but not yet: You? Woman? 
n D d Viol. 
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Viol. For God's ſake what are you? 
Tin. One of the Grooms of your Wardrobe, come, 
uncaſe, uncaſe; by'r Lady a good Kerſey. | any, 


Viol. Pray do not hurt me, Sir. | 
Dor. Lets have no Pity, for if you do, here's that ſhal elle, 


cut your W hifſtle. Do 
Vial. Alas, what would you have? I am as miſerable and 
as you can make me any way. To 
Dor. Thar ſhall be try'd. 

7 


Viol. Here, take my Gown, if that will do you Pleaſure, 
Tin. Yes marry will it, look in the Pockets Doll, there 


may be Birds. 


Dor. They are flown, a pox go with them, III harg Vi 
this Hat, and this Ruff roo, I like it, now will I flouri Thro 
like a Lady brave, I faith, Boy. More 

Viol. You're ſo gentle People to my ſeeming, ok 


Thar by my truth I could live with you. 
Tin. Could 'you ſo? A pretty young round Wench That 
well Blooded, I am for her, Thieves. 
Dor. But by this Iam not, cool your Codpiece, Rogue 
or I'll clap a Spellupon't, ſhall take your Edge oft with 


very Vengeance. | | > 
Tin. Peace, Horſe-fleſh, Peace, I'll caſt off my Ama 45 
ſhe has walk'd too long, and is indeed Notorious, ſhe! co : 
fight and ſcould, and drink like one of the W orthues- The 
Dor. Uds precious you young contagious Whore H . 
muſt you be ticeing? And, is your Fleſh ſo rank, ol To 6 
that two may live upon't? lam glad to hear your Conti 2 
grown ſo luſty; he was dry founder'd t other Day, wel 7 ö 
my pamper'd Jade of Aſia. _. If > 
vin. Good Woman do not hurt me, I am for unt 
that I have given any cauſe of Anger. Hel 
Dor. Either bind her quickly, and come away or b H. 0 
this Steel 111 tell thee, though I truſs for Company * 7 
could I eat her broil'd, or any way, without Vinegit Wl, T 
muſt have her Noſe. | 7 ee a 
Viol. by any thing you love beſt, good Sit, £2 770 
Tin. Why her Noſe, Dorothy? woſt p 


Der. If I haye it not, and preſently warm, I loſe that 
go withal. | 1 
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Tin. Wou'd the Devil had that thou goeſt withal, and 


thee together, for ſure he got thy Whelps if thou haſt - 
any, ſhe's thy dear Dad, W 


ore! Put up your Cut-purſe; 
an take my Switch up, twill be a black time with you 
elſe, ſheath your Bung W hore. 

Dor. Will you bind her? We ſhall ſtand here prating, 
ind be hang d both. | | 

Tin. Come, I muſt bind you, not a word, no crying. 

Viol. Do what you will, indeed I will not cry. 

Tin. Hurt her not, if thou doſt, by Ale and Beer, I'II 
cout thy old bald Brain- Pan with a piece of Braſs, you 
Bitch incarnate. [ Exennt Tinker and Dorothy. 

Viol. O Heay'n, to what am I reſerv'd, that knew not 
Through all my childiſh Hours and Actions, 

More Sin, than poor Imagination, 
And too much loving of a faithleſs Man? 
For which I'm paid, and ſo, that not the Day 
That now is rifing to protect the harmleſs, 
And give the innocent a Sanctuary 
from Thieves and Spoilers, can deliver me 
From Shame, at leaſt Suſpicion 
Enter Valerio. Mb 

Val. Sirrah, lead down the Horſes eaſily, Ill walk a- 
foot till I be down the Hill, 'tis very early, I ſhall rech 
dome betimes. How now, who's there? 

Viol. Night, that was ever Friend to Lovers, yet 
Has raid fome weary Soul, that bates his Bed, 

To come and ſee me Bluſh, and then laugh at me. 

Hal. H'ad a rude Heart that did this. 

Vil. Gentle Sir, 1 # 
If you have that which honeſt Men call Pity, 

And be as far from evil as you ſhew ; 
Help a poor Maid, that this Night by bad Fortune 
Has been thus us'd by Robbers. 

Val. A Pox upon his Heart that would not help thee, 
lhis Thief was half a Lawyer by his Bands. How long 
have you been tied here? 15 

Viol. Alas, this hour, and with Cold and Fear am a'- 


moſt perith'd, 
FF Dd 2 Val. 
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Tal. Where were the Watch the while? Good ſober 
Gent. they were like careful Members of the City, draw- 
ing in diligent Ale, and ſinging Catches, while Mr. Con- 
{table contriv'd the Toſts: Theſe Fellows would be 
more ſeverely puniſh'd than wandring Gipſies, that every 
Statute whips; for if they had every one two Eyes apiece 
more, three Pots would put them out. 

Viol. | cannot tell, I found no Chriſtian to give me 
Succour. | : 

Val. When they take a Thief, I'll take Oftend again; 
the W horeſons drink Opium in their Ale, and then they 
ſleep like Tops; as for their Bills, they only ſerve to reach 
down Bacon to make Raſhers on; now let me know 
whom I have done this Courteſie too, that I may thank 
my early riſing for it? 

Viol. Sir, all I am, you fee. 

Val. ou havea Name l'm ſure, and a Kindred, a Father, 
Friend, or ſomething that muſt own you; ſhe's a hand- 
ſome young Wench z what Rogues were theſe to Rob 
her? | 
Viol. Sir, you ſee all I dare reveal, 

And as you are a Gentleman preſs me no further; 
For there begins a Grief, whoſe bitterneſs 
Will break a ſtronger Heart than I have in me, 
And 'twill but make you heavy with the hearing, 
For your own goodnels ſake deſire it not. 

Yal. If you would not have me enquire that, how do 
you live then? 

Jiol. How I have liv'd, is ſtill one Queſtion, 
W hich mult not be refolv ld —_ 
How I defire to live, is in your liking, 
So worthy an Opinion I haye of you. 1 
fail. Is in my liking? How I pray thee? Tell me, fait 
I' do you any good lies in my Power; ſhe has an Eye woul 
raiſe a Bed- rid Man; come, leave your Fear, and tell me 
that's a good Wench. | 
770. Sir, I would ſerve | 
Val. Who would'ſt thou ſerve? Do not weep an 


tell me. | | yiol 
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Yiol. Faith, Sir, even ſome good Woman, and ſuch a 
der Wife, if you be married, I do imagine yours. 
W Val. Alas! thou art young and tender, let me ſee thy 
dn. Hand, this was ne er made to waſh, or wind up Water, 
be Wl beat Cloaths, or rub a Floor, by this Light, for one uſe 
er that ſhall be nameleſs, tis the beſt wanton Hand that cer 
ce 1 lookt on. | 

Viol, Dare you accept me, Sir, my Heart is honeſt, 
me Among your virtuous charitable Deeds, 
h This will notbe the leaſt. 
in; Val. Thou canſt in a Chamber? 
e Viol. In a Chamber, Sir? 
ch 7. I mean, wait there upon a Gentle woman. 
How quick ſhe is, I like that mainly too; 
uk WY 111 have her, though I keep her with main ſtrength like 
a beſieged Town, for | know I ſhall have the Enemy a- 
fore me within a Week. 

Viol. Sir, I can ſow too, and make pretty Laces, 

Dreſs a Head handſome, teach young Gentlewomen, 
For in all theſe I have a little Knowledge. 

Val. Tis well, no doubt I ſhall encreaſe that Knowledge. 
| like her better ſtill, how ſhe provokes me; pretty young 
Maid, you ſhall ſerve a good Gentlewoman, though L 
ft, that will not be unwilling you ſhould pleaſe me, 
nor I forgetful if you do. 

Viol. Jam the happier. ; 

Val. My Man ſhall make ſome ſhift to carry youbehind 
tim, can you ride well? 

Viol. But I'll hold faſt for catching of a fall. 

Val. That's the next way to pull another on you. Pl 
work her as I go, I know ſhe's Wax, now, at this time 
could I beget a Worthy on this Wench, 

a Sir, for this Gentleneſs, may Heav'n requite you 
enfold. 

Val. Tis a good Wench, however others uſe thee, be 
ure I'll be a loving Maſter to thee; come. Exeunt. 

Euter Antonio like an Iriſh Footman, with a Letter. 

Aut. hope I am wild enough for being known, I haye 
Wit a Letter hexę, and in it have abus'd my {elf moſt 
Iterly, yet all my Fear is not enough, for that muſt do 
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it, that muſt lay it on, I'Il win her out i th' Flint, twill N dia 


be more famous; now for my Language. full) 
Enter Servingman. Hus 
Ser. Now, Sir, who would you ſpeak with? 4 


Ant, Where be thy Maſtres Man? I would ſpeak . 4 
with her, A 
I have a Letter. len 

Ser. Cannot I deliver it? 4 

Aut. No, by my trot, and fait, canſt thou not Man. en 

Ser. Well, Sr, [il call her to you, pray ſhake your Ears 
withour a little. [ Exit Servingman. 

Ant. Cran a Cree do it quickly; this Rebel Tongue 
ſticks in my Teeth worſe than a rough Hen, ſure it was 
ne'er known at Babel, for they fold no Apples, and this 
was made for certain at the firſt planting of Orchards, 


tis ſo crabbed. A 
Enter Maria, and Servingman. [kn 

Aar. What's he wou'd ſpeak with me? 4 
Ser. A kill kenny Ring, there he ſtands, Madam. 4 
Mar. W hat would you have with me, Friend? I 
Ant. He has a Letter for other Women, wilt thou read WW e“ 
Mar. From whence? | (it! A 
Ant. De Croſſe Creeſt from my Maſter. my 
Mer. Who is your Maſter ? | 08 
Ant. I pray do you look. 0 
Mar. Do you know this Fellow? ar 
Ser. No Madam, not I, more than an Trib Footman; Wi . A 
ſtand further Friend, I do not like your Rope- runnen, I ' 


what Stalion Rogues are theſe, to wear ſuch Dowſets, 

the very Cotton may commit Adultery. Hon 
Aar. 1 cannot find whoſe Hand this ſhould be, PI A 

read, Io the beauteous Wife of Don Antonio: Sure this ö ber n 


ſome blind Scribe well now, What follows? | M 
Ant. Pray God it take, I have given her that will fir} "car: 
her Conſcience, how it works with her; Hope, if it come 
thy Will, let the Fleſh have it. ä Head 
Mar. This is the moſt abhor'd, intolerable Knaven, I Wel 
that ever Slave entertain d, ſure there is more than thine At 
own Head in this Villany, it goes like practis'd Maische, ; Ie. 


will 


. 


diabled in his Body? O 7175 God, as I live he lies fear- 
fully, and baſely, ha? I ſhould know that Jewel, 'tis my 
Husband, come hither ſhat, are you an Iriſb Man? 

Ant. Sweet Woman a Creel am an I:þ Man. 

Mar. Now | know it perfectly; is this your Trick, Sir? 
Il trick you for it; how long have you fery'd this Gen- 
tleman ? | * 5 
Ant. Pleaſe thee a little Day, O my Mac dermond put me 
to my Maſtree, tis don I know. | 

Mar. By my Faith he ſpeaks as well as if he had been 
louſy for the Language a Year or two; well, Sir, you had 


been better have kept your own Shape as will uſe you, 


what have I done that ſhould deſerve this Trial? I never 
made him Cuckold, to my Knowledge. Sirrah come 
hither. 

Ant. Now will ſhe ſend ſome Jewel, or ſome Letter, 
know her Mind as well; I ſhall be famous. 

Mar. Take this Iriſb Bawd here. 

Ant. How © 

Mar. And kick him till his Breeches and Breech· be of 
one colour, a bright blue both. _ 1 

Ant. I may be well ſwing'd thus, for I dare not reve 
my {elf, I hope ſhe does not mean it, O hone, O hone, 
O St. Patrick; O a Cree, O ſweet Woman. A'S 

Mar. No, turn him, and kick him o' t'other fide, 
that's well, | e pb 
| Ant, O good waiting Man, I beſeech thee good Walt- 
ing Man, a Pox fire your Legs. | OY n | 

Mar. ou Rogue, you Enemy to all, but little Breeches, 
How dareſt thou come to me with ſuch a Letter? 

Ant. Prethee pity the poor Iriſþ Man, all this makes 
for me, if I win her yer, I am ſtill more glorious. 

Mar, Now could 1 weep at what I have done, but Il 
hearden my Heart again, go ſhut himup, till my Husband 
comes home, yet thus much e' er ye go, Sirrah thatch'd 
Head, would'ſt not thou be whipr, and think it Juſtice? 
Well Aquavite Barrel, I Will bounce you. 

Ant. I pray you do, I beleech you be not angry. 

Mar. O you hobby-headedRaſcal, I'll haye you flead, 
and Troſſers made of thy Skin to tumble in, go away 
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with him, let him ſee no Sun, till my Husband come home: k 
Sir, I ſhall meet with you for your Knavery, I fear it not. Th: 
Ant. Wilt thou not let me go? I do not like this. F 
Mar. Away with him. 8 
Ser. Come, I'Il lead you in by your Jack-a-lent Hair, h 
go quietly, or I'll make your Crupper crack. Th: 
Mar. And*do you hear me, Sirrah? And when you {MW Sha 
have done, make my Coach ready. WI 


Ser. Yes forſooth. | Exit Servingman with Antonio, W WI 
Mar. Lock him up ſafe enough, I'll to this Gentleman, MW Til 
I know the reaſon of all this Buſineſs, for I do ſuſpect it; For 
if he have this Plot, I'll ring him ſuch a Peal, ſhall make For 


his Ears deaf for a Month at leaſt. Exit. Me 

| Enter Ricardo. Th 

Ric. Am I not mad? Can this weak temper'd Head, Wi 

That will be mad with Drink, endure the Wrong 0 

That I have done a Virgin, and my Love? h 

e mad, for ſo thou oughteſt, or Iwill beat Let 

he Walls and Trees down with thee, and will let An 

N Either thy Memory out, or Madneſs in; Ane 
But ſure I never lov d fair Viola, Dif 

I neverlov'd my Father, nor my Mother, We 

! Or any thing but Drink; had I had Love, And 
|  - Nay, bad I known ſo much Charity | We 
| As would have ſav'd an Infant from the Fire, An 
I had been Naked, raving in the Street Th 

With half a Face, gaſhing my ſelf with Knives, We 

Two hours cer this time. | Of 

| Enter Pedro, Silvio, and Uberto. We 

Ped. Good Morrow, Sir. : We 

Ric. Good Morrow Gentlemen, ſhall we go dring again! WI ln t 

J have my Wits. | | | Til 

Ped. So have I, but they are unſetled ones, would | W Mer 

had ſome Porridge. F 

Ric. The Tavern Boy was here this Morning with me, K 

And told me, that there was a Gentle woman, The 

Which he took for a Whore, that hung on me: He 

For whom we quarrel'd, and I know not what. My 

Fed. I faith nor l. | Ric, 

Uber. 1 have a glimmering of ſome ſuch thing. _, Are 


Ric 
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e: Ric. Was it you, Silvio, „ 4 
| That made me drink ſo much ? 'twas you or Pedro, 
Ped. I know not who. 
Sil. We are all apt enough. 
ir, Ric. But I will lay the tault on none but me, * 
That 1 would be ſo entreated; come Silvio, 5 
du Shall we go drink again, come Gentlemen, 
Why do you ſtay, let's never leave off now, 

o. Whil'ſt we have Wine, and Throats, Ill practiſe it, 
n, W Till | have made it my beſt quality; 
t; For what is beſt for me to do but that? | 
cc For Heav'n ſake come and drink; when I am nam'd, 
t, Men ſhall make anſwer, Which Ricardo mean you? 
The excellent Drinker? I will have it ſo, | 
Will you go drink | 

Sl. We drunk too much too lately. 2 

Ric. Why there is then the leſs behind to drink, 
Let's end it all, diſpatch that, we'll ſend abroad, 
And purchaſe all the Wine the World can yield, 
And then drink it off, then take the Fruits o'th' Earth, 
Diſtil the Juice from them, and drink that off; 
We'll catch the Rain before it fall to Ground, 
And drink off that, that never more may growz 
We'll ſet our Mouths to Springs, and drink them off, 
And all this while we'll never think of thoſe PE; - 
That love us beſt, more than we did laſt Night. 
We will not give unto the Poor a drop | 
Of all this Drink, but when we ſee them weep, 
We'll run to them, and drink their Tears off too. + 
We'll never leave whilſt there is heat or moiſture, 
In this large Globe, bur ſuck it cold and dry, | 
Till we have made it Elemental Earth, 
Merely by drinking. _ 

Ped. ls't flattery to tell you, you are mad? 

Ric, If it be falle, 

here's no ſuch way to bind me to a Man; 
He that will have me, lay my Goods and Lands, 
My Life down for him, need no more, but ſay, 
Ricardo thou art mad, and then all theſe | 
Are at his Seryice, then he pleaſes me, 
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And makes me think that I had Virtue in me, 
That I had Love and Tenderneſs of Heart, 
That though I have committed ſuch a fault, 
As never Creature did, yet running mad, 
As honeſt Men ſhould do for ſuch a Crime, 
I have expreſt ſome Worth, though it be late; 
But I alas have none of theſe in me, 
But keep my Wits ſtill like a frozen Man, 
Thar had no fire within him. 6s 

il. Nay, good Ricardo leave this wild Talk, and 
ſend a Letter to her, Pl deliver it. 

Ric. Tis to no purpoſe; perhaps ſhe's loſt laſt Night, 
Or ſhe got home agam, ſhe's now ſo ſtrictly 
Look'd to, the Wind can ſcarce come to her; or admit 
She were her ſelf, if ſhe would hear from me, 
From me unworthy, that have usd her thus, 
She were ſo fooliſh, that ſhe were no more 

To be belov'd. 995 | | 

Euter Andrugio, and Servant with a Night-gown. 

Ser. Sir, we have found this Night-gown ſhe took 

Ric. Where? where? ſpeak quickly. (with her, — 

Ser. Searching in the Suburbs, we found a Tinker 
and his Whore that had it in a Tap-houſe, whom we A 
apprehended, and they confeſt they ſtole it from her. 

ic. And murthered her? | 

Sil. What ail you Man? 

Ric. Why all this doth not make me mad. 

Sil. It does, you would not offer this elſe, good Je- 
dro look to his Sword. Rey 

Ser. They do deny the killing of her, but ſwore they 
left her tied to a Tree, in the Fields, next thoſe Suburbs 
that are without our Lady's Gate, near Day, and by the 
Road, ſo that ſome Paſſenger muſt needsunty her * 
And. The will of Heay'n be done: Sir, I will on; 
entreat you this, that as you were the greateſt OG 
of her loſs, that you will be pleaſed to urge your Frien * 
and be your {elf carneſt in the Search of her; if the * 
found, ſhe is yours, if ſhe pleaſe; 1 my ſelf by - 
theſe People better examin'd, and after follow Exit 
way in ſearch. God keep you Gentlemen. 501. 
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Sil. Alas good Man ! 
Ric. What think you now of me? I think this Lu 
s nothing but a Piece of Flegm congeal d 
Without a Soul, for where there's ſo much Spirit 
As would but warm a Flea, thoſe faults of mine 
Would make it glow, and flame in this dull Heart, 
And run like molten Gold through every Sin, 
Till it could burſt theſe Walls, and fly away. 
Shall I intreat you all to take your Horſes, 
And ſearch this Innocent? | 
Ped. With all our Hearts. NA ct 
| Ric. Do not divide your ſelves till you come thierc, 
Where they ſay ſhe was ty'd, VII follow too.. 
But never to feturn till ſhe be found. 
Give me my Sword good Pedro, I will do 
No harm, believe me, with it, I am now 
Far better temper'd'; if I were not ſo, 
| have enow befides, God keep you all, 
And ſend us good Succels 


* 


[Excunt. 


ACT Ul. SCENE 
Enter Mercury, aud Servant. 


Mer. HO is it? can you tell? 
| Ser. By my Troth, Sir, I know not, but 
tis a Gentlewoman. n ad 

Mer. A Gentleman, I'll lay my Life, yon Puppy h'as 
ſent his Wife to me; if he have, fling up the Bed. 

Ser. Here ſhe is, Sir. | | 

Enter Maria with a Letter. 

Mar. I am glad I found you, Sir; there, take your 
Letter, and keep it till you have another Friend to 
wrong, 'tis too malicious falſe to make me Sin, you have 
provoked me to be that I love not, a Talker, and you 

all hear me. | 3 
Why ſhould you dare to imagine me 
So light a Huſwife, that from four hours Knowledge 
You might preſume to offer to my Credit This 
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This rude and ruffian Tryal ? I am ſure 
I never courted you, nor gave you Tokens, | 
That might concern Aſſurance, you are a Fool. 

Mer. | cannot blame you now, I ſec this Letter, 
Though you be angry, yet with me you muſt not, 
Unleſs you'll make me guilty of a wrong, 

My worſt Affections hate 

Mar. Did not you ſend it? 

Mer. No, upon my Faith, which is more, I under. 
ſtand it not; the Hand is as far from my Knowledge, as 
the Malice. | 

Mar. This is ſtrange, 

Mer. It is ſo, and had been ſtranger, and indeed more 
hateful, eee 
Had 1, that have receiy'd ſuch Courteſies, and owe (> 
many Thanks, done this baſe Office. 

Mar. Your Name is at it. . 

Mer. Yes, but not my Nature, and I ſhall hate my 
Name worſe than the manner, for this baſe broking; 
you are wiſe and virtuous, remove this fault from me; 
for on the love I bear to Truth and Goodneſs, this Let- 
ter dare not name me for the Author. 

Mar. Now I perceive my Husband's Knavery, if any 
Man can but find where he has been, I will go with 
this Gentleman whatſoever comes on't; and as I mean 
to carry it, both he and the World ſhall think it fit, and 
thank me for it. 

Mer. I muſt confeſs I loved you at firſt, however 
this made me leave yu Houſe unmannerly, that might 
provoke me to do ſomething ill, both to your Honour 
and my Faith, and not to write this Letter, which J 
hold ſo truly wicked, that I will not think ont. 

Mar. I do believe you, and ſince I ſee you are free, 
my words were not meant to you; but this is not the 
half of my Affliction. 

Mer. Tis pity you ſhould know more Vexation; may 
I enquire? : 

Mar. Faith, Sir, I fear I have loſt my Husvard. 

Mer. Your Husband ? it cannot be: I pity her, how 
ſhe's vext? YUST HIT MY "5 
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Enter Servant. 

Mar. How now? What news? nay ſpeak, for we 
muſt know. 

Ser, Faith I have found at length, by chance, where 
he has been. | 

Mar. Where ? 

Ser. In a blind Out-houſe in the Suburbs, pray God 
all be well with him. | 

Mar. Why? x 

Ser. There are his Cloaths,' but, what's become of 
him, I cannot yet enquire. 

Mar. I am glad of this; ſure they have murther'd 
him, what ſhall I do ? 

Mer. Be not ſo grieved, before you know the Truth, 
you have time enough to weep, this is the ſudden'ſt 
Miſchief; did you not bring an Officer to ſearch there, 
where you ſay you found his Cloaths? | 

Ser, Yes, and we ſearcht it, and charg'd the Fellow 
with him; but he, like a Rogue, ſtubborn Rogue, 
made anſwer, he knew not where he was; he had been 
there, but where he was now, he could not tell: I tell 
you true, I fear him. | 

Mar. Are all my Hopes and Longings to enjoy him, 
After this three Years travel, come to this? 

Her. It is the rankeſt Houſe in alÞthe City, the moſt 
curſed roguy Bawdy-houſe. Hell fire it. 

Mer. This is the worſt I heard yet; will you go 
home? Vil bear you Company, and give you the beſt 
help I may: this being here will wrong you. 

Mar, As you are a Gentleman, and as you loy'd your 
dead Friend, let me not go home, that will but heap 
one Sorrow on another. | 

Mer. Why propoſe any thing and I'll perform't; I 
am at my Wits end too. 

der. So am I, O my dear Maſter ! 

Mer, Peace, you great Fool. Sh 

Mar. Then good Sir, carry me to ſome retir'd place, 
far from the ſight of this unhappy City, whether you 
vill indeed, fo it be far enough, 
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Aer. If I might counſel you, I think 'twere better 


ro £0 home, 
And try what may be done yet, he may be at home a- 
fore you, who can tell ? 


Mar. O no, I know he's dead, I know he's murder d; 


tell me not of going home, you murder me too. 
Aer. Well, ſince it pleaſes you to have it fo, I will 

no more perſwade you to go home, I'll be your Guide 
in the Country, as your Grief doth command me, I have 
a Mother dwelling from this Place ſome 20 Miles; the 
Houſe though homely, yet able to ſhew ſomething like 
a welcome; thither I'll ſee you ſafe with all your Sor- 
TOWS. - 

Mar. With all the ſpeed that may be thought upon; 
I have a Coach here ready, good Sir, quickly; Pl! fir 
you, my fine Husband. | 

Mer. It ſhall beſo; if this Fellow be dead, I fee no 


band of any other Man, to tie me from my will, and! 


will follow her with ſuch careful Service, that ſhe ſhall 
either be my Love, or Wife, Will you walk in? 

Mar. I thank you, Sir, but one word with my Man, 
and I am ready; keep the Iriſh Fellow ſafe, as you love 
you Life, for he I fear has a deep Hand in this, then 
ſearch again, and get out warrants for that naughty Man, 
that keeps the bad Houſe, that he may anſwer it, if 
you find the Body, give it due Burial; farewel. You 
ſhall hear from me, keep all ſafe. | [ Exennt. 

Ser. O my ſweet Maſter ! 

Antonio knocking within. | 

Am. within. Man-a-crec, the Devil take thee, wilt 
thou kill me here? I prethee now let me go ſeek my 
Maſter, I ſhall be very cheel elſe. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Do you hear Man-a-cree, “Il cree your Coxcomb, 
and you keep not ſtill, down you Rogue. 

Aut. Good ſweet fact Serving - man, let me out I be- 
ſeech de, and by my trot 1 will give dye Worſnip t 
Shillings in good argot, to buy dye Worſhip Pippincsꝭ. 

Ser. This Rogue thinks all the worth of Man confilts 
in Peepins; by this light I'll beat Rebellion out of yo! 

for ever. 55 Au. 
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Ant. Wilt thou not hear me Man? is fet; I'll give 
thee all I have about me. 

Ser. I thank you, Sir, ſo I may have picking work. 

Ant. Here is five Shillings Man. 

Ser. Here is a Cudgel, a very good one. 

Enter two Servingmen. | 

2 Ser. How now, what's the matter? Where's the 
Iriſhman. 

1 Ser. There, a wyth take him, he makes more Noiſe 
alone there, than ten Lawyers can do with double, and 


| 2 ſcurvy Caſe. 


2 Ser. Let him out, I muſt talk with him. 
Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Wilt thou give me ſome drink, O hone ? Iam 
very dry Man. | 

2 Ser. You ſhall have that ſhall quench your Thirſt, 
my Friend. | 

Ant. Fate doſt thou mean Man? 

2 Ser. Even a good tough Halter. 

Ant, A Halter? O hone! | | 

2 Ser, Sirrah, you are a miſchievous Rogue, that's the 
Truth. | 

Ant. No, fet I am not. | 

1 Ser. Shall I knock out his Brains? I have kill'd Dogs 
have been worth three of him for all Uſes. 

2 Ser. Sirrah, the Truth on't is, you muſt with me 
to a Juſtice. O Roger, Roger. 8 | 

1 Ser, Why, what's the matter, William ? 

2 Ser. Heavy news Roger, heavy News; God com- 

1 Ser, What is't Man? (fort us. 

Ant. What's the matter now? I am ev'n weary of 
this way, would I were out ont. We 

1 Ser. My Maſter ſure is murder'd, Roger, and this 
curſed Rogue, 
fear, has had a hand in't. 

Ant. No, fet not. | 

1 Ser, Stand away, I'll kick't out of him: come Sir- 
ah, mount, I'll make you Dance, you Raſcal, kill my 
Maſter? If thy Breech were. Cannon proof, having this 
* cauſe on my ſide, I would encounter it; hold fair, 

amrocke, | | Ant. 
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Ant. Why how now, Sirs? you will not murder me 4 
2 Ser. Bleſs us, Roger / 1 (indeed. | 

Ant. Nay, I am no Spirit. | | _ 

2 Ser. How do you, Sir? this is my very Maſter. - 

Ant. Why well enough yet, but you have a heavy J 
foot of your own; Where's my Wife? 

x Ser. Alas poor ſorrowful Gentlewoman, ſhe thinks Ml 7, 
you are py and has given o'er Houſe-keeping, 

Ant. Whither is ſhe gone then? 

x Ser. Into the Country with the Gentleman, your 
Friend, Sir, to ſee if ſhe can wear her Sorrows out 
there ; ſhe weeps and takes on too too 

Ant. This falls out pat; I ſhall be everlaſting for a 
Name: Do you hear ? upon your Lives and Faiths tome, 
not one word I am living, but let the ſame Report pals 
along, that I am murther'd {till ; I am made for ever. 

1 Ser. Why, Sir? 

Ant. I have a Cauſe, Sir, that's enough for you; 
well, if I be not famous, I am wrong'd much; for any 
thing. I know I will not trouble him this Week at leaſt, 
no, let them take their way one of another, 

1 Ser. Sir, Will you be ſtill an Iriſhman? 

Ant. Yes, a while. | 

2 Ser. But your Worſhip will be beaten no more ? 

Ant. No, I thank you William. | 

1 Ser. It Truth, Sir, if it muſt be ſo, I'll do it bet- 
ter than a Stranger. 

Ant. Go, you are Knaves both, but I forgive you: | 
am almoſt mad with the Apprehenſion of what I ſhallbe; 
not a word I charge you. [Exam 

Enter Valerio, and Viola. 

Val. Come, pretty Soul, we now are near our home; 
And whilſt our Horſes are walkt down the Hill, 
Let thou and I walk here over this Cloſe : 

The Foot-way is more neee, tis a time, 
My pretty one, not to be wept away, 
For every living thing is full of Love; 
Art not thou ſo too? ha? 

Viol. Nay, there are living things empty of Lore, 
Or I had not been here; but for my ſelf, ala 

F a , 
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e Alas, I have too much. | 
. Val. It cannot be, that ſo much Beauty, ſo much Yauth 
and Grace, ſhould have too much of Love. (know. 

Viol. Pray what is Love? For I am full of that I do not 
y Val. Why, Love fair Maid is an extream Deſire, 
That's not to beexamin'd, but fulfll'd ; 

To ask the reaſon why thou art in Love, 

Or what might be the nobleſt end in Love, 

Would overthrow that kindly riſing warmth, 

That many times ſlides gently o'er the Heart, 2 
would make thee grave and ſtaid, thy Thoughts would 
| Likea thrice married Widow, full of ends, (be 
And void of all Compaſſion, and to fright thee 

From ſuch Enquiry, whereas thou art now 

Living in ignorance, mild, freſh, and ſweet, 

And but ſixteen; the knowing what Love is, 

Would make thee fix and forty. 

Viol. Would it would make me nothing; I have heard 
Scholars affirm, the World's upheld by Love, 2 
But I believe, Women maintain all this, N 
For there's no Love in Men. 

Val. Ves, in ſome Men. 

Viol. I know them not. 

Val. Why, there is Love in me. 

Viol. There's Charity I am ſure towards me. (Maid, 
3 Val. And Love; which I will now expreſs, my pretty 
| dare not bring thee home, my Wife is foul, . 
uad therefore envious, ſhe is very old, 

e; And therefore jealous; thou art fair and young, 
. object fit for her unlucky Vices _ 
0 work upon, ſhe never will endure thee. 
Viol. She may endure, | 
It ſhe be ought but Devil, all the Friendſhip 3 
hat I will hold with you; can ſhe endure 
| ould be thankful to you? May I pray 
T1. you ard her, will ſhe be brought to think. 
7 hat all the honeſt Induſtry l have, 
Mclerves brown Bread? If this may be endur d 
dne Il pick a quarrel with a ſleeping Child, 
er ſhe fall out with me. 3 


ol, VI. E e | Pal. 
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Val. But truſt me, ſhe does hate all handſomeneſs. Tho 
Viol. How fell you in Love with ſuch a Creature? Ast 


Val. I never lov'd her. © V 
Viol. And yet married her? ps bk But | 
Fal. She was a rich one. (then too. MI co: 
Viol. And you ſwore, I warrant you, ſhe was a fair one Tho- 
Val. Or believe me, I think I had not had her. Wh: 
Viol. Are you Men all ſuch? Wou'd you wou d wall u 


Where all we Women that are innocent (in a place, 
Might live together. 

Fal. Do not weep at this, | 
Although ] dare not for ſome weighty Reaſon 
Diſpleaſe my Wife, yet I forget not thee. 

Viol. What will you do with me? 

Val, Thou ſhalt be plac'd | | 
At my Man's Houſe, and have ſuch Food and Raiment 
As can be bought with Mony: Theſe white Hands 
Shall neyer learn to work, but they ſhall play, 

As thou ſay'ſt they were wont, teaching the Strings 
To move in order, or what elſe thou wilt. 
Viol. I thank you, Sir, but pray you cloath me poorly, 
And let my Labour get me means to live. | 
Fial. But fair one, you, | know do ſo much hate 
A foul Ingratitude, you will not look 
I ſhould do this for nothing. | 

Biol. I will work as much out as ] can, and take as little, 
That you ſhall have as duely paid to you 
As ever Servant did. i 1 N 

Pal. But give me now a trial on't, I may believe 
We are alone, ſhew me how thou wilt kits 
And hug me hard, when I have ſtolen away 
From my too clamorous Wife that watches me, 

To ſpend a bleſſed hour or two with thee. 

V:5l.1s this the Love you mean? You would have thi 
Is not in me to give, you would have Luft. 

Val. Nat to diſſemble, or to mince the Word, 
Tis Luſt I wiſh indeed. | ; 

Viol. And by my Troth I have it not, for Heav ns ſak 
uſe me kindly. | 
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Though I be good, and ſhew perhaps a Monſter, 
As this World goes. 

ral. I do 
But ſpeak to thee, thy Anſwers are thy own, 
I compel none, but if you refuſe this motion, 
Thou art not then for me; alas good Soul, 
What profit can thy Work bring me? 

Viol. But I fear, I pray go, for Luſt they ſay, will grow 
Qutragious, being deny'd; I give you thanks 
For all your Courteſies, and there's a Jewel 
[That's worth the taking, that I did preſerve 
Safe from the Robbers, pray you leave me here 

uſt as you found me, a poor Innocent, 2 
And Heav'n will bleſs you for it. 

Val. Pretty Maid, I am no Rober, nor no Raviſher, 
pray thee keep thy Jewel, I have done Fes 
o wrong to thee; though thou beeſt yirtuous, 
ndin extremity, I do not know 
hat I am bound to keep thee. 
Viol. No Sir, for God's ſake, if you know an honeſt Man 
n ill theſe Countries, give me ſome directions to find him 
ut, | | 
Val. More honeſt than my (elf, good ſooth I do not 
ow; I would have lain with thee, with thy conſent, 
id who would not in all theſe Parts, is paſt my Memo- 
Lam ſorry for thee, farewel gentle Maid, God keep 
ee ſafe. D. 
vil. I thank you Sir, and you; 
Yoman, they ſay, was only made of Man, 
thinks tis ſtrange they ſhould be fo unlike; 
may be all the beſt was cut away 
o make the Woman, and the naught was left 
hin with him. I'll it me down and weep, 
ll things have caſt me from em but the Earth; 
*Evening comes, and every little Flower 
oops now, as well as. bk 

Enter rwo Milk-maids gi#h Pails. 

ms Good Madge let's oy little, by my T0085 * 
uweary, this new Pail is a plagt heey one, would 
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Tom were hang d for chuſing it, 'tis the untoward'ſt 1 


Fool in a Country. 
Madge. With all my Heart, and I thank you too, Nay, al 


Viol. What true contented Happineſs dwells here, nc 
More than in Cities? Wou'd to God my Father 1 
Had liv'd like one of theſe, and bred me up 
To Milk, and do as they do; methinks V, 
*Tis a Life that I wou'd chuſe, if I were now he 


Iotell my time again, above a Prince's; Maids, for Charity 
Give a poor Wench one draught of Milk, 


That Wearineſs and Hunger have nigh famiſh'd. Fe 
Nan. If I had but one Cow's Milk in all the World, yon | 
ſhould have ſome on'r; there, drink more, the Cheeſe | 
ſhall pay for it; alas poor Heart, ſhe's dry. Pi 
Madge. Do you dwell hereabouts? ma 
Viol. No, would I did. } 
Nan. Madge, if ſhe does not look like my Couſin vue F 
o' th* Moor- lane, as one thing can look like another a 
Madge. Nay, Sue has a hazle Eye, 1 know Sue wel ber 
and by your leave, not fo trim a Body neither, this 5 cer 
feat bodied thing | tell you. | hog 
Nan. She laces cloſe by the Maſs I warrant you, ui de 
ſo does dus too. 48, Day 
Viol. | thank you for your Gentleneſs, fair Maid. do 
Nan. Drink again, pray thee. x then 
Visl. T am ſatisfied, and Heav'n reward thee fort; e baſh 
thus far I will compel you to accept theſe trifles, Toys only M 


that expreſs my thanks, for greater worth I'm ſure they by tl 
have not in them; indeed you ſhall, I found em & wart 


Came. vere 
Nan. Madge, look you here, Madge. 3 ſtran⸗ 
Madge. Nay, I have as fine a one as you, mines "I wean 

Gold, and painted, and a precious Stone in't; I Wann not f. 

it coſt a Ciown, Wench. beſt, 
Nan But mine is the moſt ſumptuous one, that e er come 

ſaw. * Ji 


Viol. One favour you muſt do me more, for you N 
well acquainted here. Wy 
Nun. Indeed well do you any kindneſs, Siſter. 1 
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viol. Only to ſend me to ſome honeſt place, where 
may find a Service. Fl 

Nan. Uds me, our Dorothy went away but laſt Week, 
aud | know my Miſtreſs wants a Maid, and why may the 
not be plac'd there? This is a likely Wench, I tell you 
yuly, and a good Wench I warrant her. 

Madge. And 'tis a hard caſe if we that have ſerv d four 
Years apiece, cannot bring in one Servant, we vin prefer 
her; hark you Siſter, pray what's your Name * 

Viol. Melvuia. | | 2 

Nan. A feat Name i faith, and can you milk a Cow? 
And make a merry-buſh ? That's nothing. c 

Viol. I ſhall learn quickly, | 42:4 

Man. And dreſs a Houſe with Flowers? And ſerve a 
Pig? This you muft do, for we deal in the Dairy, and 
make a Bed or two? 1 

Viol. 1 hope I ſhall. $55 

Nan. But be ſure to keep the Men out, they will mar 
all that you make elſe, I know that by my ſelf; for I have 
been ſo touz d among 'em in my Days; come you ſhall 
een home with us, and be our Fellow, our Houle is fo 
honeſt, and we ſerve a very good Woman, and a Gen- 
tlewoman, and we live as merrily, and Dance a good 
Days after Even- ſong: Our Wake Mall be on Sundapy 
do you know what a Wake is? We have mighty cheer 
then, and ſuch a Coil, twould bleſs ye; you mult not be 
baſhful, you'll ſpoil all. | E 

Madee. Let's home for God's ſake, my Miſtreſs thinks 
by this time we are loſt; come, we'll have a care of you I 
warrant you; but you mult tell my Miſtreſs where you 
vere Born, and every thing that belongs to you, andrhe 
ſtrangeſt things you can Tevie, for ſhe loves thoſe ex- 
treamly, tis no matter whether they be true or no, ſhe's 
not ſo ſcrupulous; you muſt be our Siſter, and love us 
beſt, and tell us every thing, and when cold Weather 
comes, we'll lye together; will you do this? 

tl. Ves. 5 

Nay, Then home again o' God's Name, can you go a- 

pace? | | 

Viol. 1 warrant you. [ Exennt. 

Ee 3 ACT 
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A | 

A CT IV. SCENET II 

j | 15 2 Ani 

Enter Pedro, and Uberto, ſeverally. 3 

Ped. F F O W now, any good News yet? 0 
Sil. Faith not any yet. Th 

| Ped. This comes o' tipling; would *twere Treaſon and' 'Ty 
pleaſe God, to drink more than three Draughts at a Meal. 55 
Sil. When did you ſee Ricardo? © | ; 
Ped. 1 croſt him twice to Dey. = © 
Sil. You have heard of a young Wench that was ſcenlaſt. Wl Do 
Ped. Yes. | Anc 
Sil. Has Richard heard of this? | To 
Ped. Yes, and I think he's ridden after; farewel, Ill R 
have another round. Tot 
Sil, If you hear any thing, pray ſpare no Horle-fleſh, I And 
I'Il do the like. Coll 
Ped. Do. Cd BY 
Enter Ricardo, and Valerio. Wh 

Ric. Sir, I did think *rwas you by all deſcriptions. - Wi 

, Pal. Tis fo, | * And 
I took her up indeed, the manner how To! 
You have heard already, and what ſhe had about her, And 
As Jewels, Gold, and other trifling things: No, 
And what my end was, which becauſe ſhe lighted, And 
J left her there i' th' Fields. | Shox 
Ric. Left i' th' Fields? Could any but a Rogue, The 
That had deſpis'd Humanity and Goodneſs, And 
Heav'ns Law and Credit, and had ſet himſelf Til 
To loſe his nobleſt part, and be a Beaſt, V., 
Have left ſo innocent unmatch'd a Virtue Ri 
To the rude Mercy of a Wilderneſs?? You 
Val. Sir, if you come to rail, pray quit my Houſe, For 

I donot uſe to have ſuch Language given Can 
Within my Doors to me; for your Wench, That 
You may go ſeek her with more Patience, Thin 
She's tame enough, I warrant you. Ric Your 


Wes 


| You have ſo wrought me with your Grief, that I 
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Ric. Pray forgive me. | 
do confeſs my much forgetfulneſs; | 
And weigh. my Words no farther, | beſeech you, 
Thena mere madneſs, for ſuch 4 Grief has ſeiz d me 
$o ſtrong and deadly, as a Puniſhment, 
And a juſt one too, : 
That *tis a general wonder I am living, 
Than any thing I utter; yet let me tel) you thus much, 
Twas a fault tor leaving her x 
$0 in the Fields. 

Val. Sir, I will think fo now, and credit me, 
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Do both forgive and pity you: 
And if you'll pleaſe to take a Bed this Night here, 
To Morrow I'll bring you where [ left her. 

Ric, I thank you; now ſhall I be ſo unworthy 
To think upon a Bed, or Eaſe, or Comfort, . 
And have my Heart ſtray from me, God knows where, 
Cold and forſaken, deſtitute of Fricuds, 
And all good Comforts elſe, unleſs ſome Tree 
\W hoſe ſpeechleſs Charity muſt better ours,  _ 
With which the bitter Eaſt Winds made their ſport 
And lung through hourly, hath invited her 
To keep off half a Day? Shall ſhe be thus, 
And I draw in ſoft ſlumbers? God forbid. 
No, Night and bitter Coldneſs, I provoke thee, 
And all the Dews that hang upon thy Locks. | 
dhowers, Hails, Snows, Froſts, and two-edged Winds that 
The Maiden Bloſſoms, I provoke you all, prime 
And dare expoſe this Body to your ſharpneſs, 
Till I be made a Land- mark. 

Val. Will you then tay and eat with me? 

ie. You're angry with me, | know you're angry, 

ou would not bid me eat elſe; my poor Miſtrels, | 

or ought I know thou'rt famiſh'd, for what elſe * 
Can the Fiel!s yield thee, and the ſtubborn Seaſon, 

hat yet holds in the Fruit? Good gentle Sir, 

ink not ill Manners in me for deny ing 

our offer'd Meat, for ſure 1 cannot cat 

While] do think the wants; well I'm a Raſcal, 
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A Villain, Slave, that only was begotten 
To murder Women, and of them the beſt. 
Val. This is a ſtrange Affliction. ; 
If you'll accept no greater Courteſie, yet drink, Sir. 
Ric. Now I am ſure you hate me, and you knew 
What kind of Man I am, as indeed 'tis fir 
That every Man ſhould know me to avoid me. 
If you have Peace within you, Sir, or Goodneſ 
Name that abho'd word Drink no more unto me, 
Lou had ſafer ſtrike me. 
I pray you do not, if you love me do not. 
Lal. Sir, I mean no ill by it. 
Ric. It may be ſo, 
Nor let me fee * 
None Sir, if you love Heav'n; 
You know not what Offence it is unto me, 
Nor good now do not ask me why : 
And I warn you once again, let no Man elſe ſpeak oft, 
I fear your Servants will be prating to me. 
Val. Why Sir, what ail you? | 
Ric. I hate Drink, there's the end on't, 
And that Man that drinks with Meat is damn'd, 
Without an age of Prayers and Repentance, 
And there's a hazard too; good Sir, no more: 
If you will do me a free Courteſie, 
That I ſhall know for one, go take your Horſe, 
And bring me to the place where you left her. 
Val. Since you are ſo importunate, I will; 
But I will wiſh Sir, you had ſtaid ro Night; 
Upon my Credit you ſhall ſee no Drink. 
Ric. Be gone, the hearing of it makes my giddy- 
Sir, will you be intreated to forbear it, 
I ſhall be mad elſe. 
Val. I pray no more of that, I am quiet, 
Ii but walk in, and away ſtraight. 
Ric. Now I thank you, 1 
But what you do, do in a twinkling, Sir. 
Val. As ſoon as may be. * 


Ereum. And 
Eu And 
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Enter Mother, Viola, and two Mild-maids. 

Meth. Is this the Wench you have brought me? ſome 
Catch, I warrant. | 
How daringly ſhe looks upon the matter? 

Madge. Yes forſooth, this is the Maiden. 

Meth. Come hither, wou'd you ſerve ? 

Viol. If it ſhall pleaſe you to accept my Service, I 
hope I ſhall do ſomething that ſhall like you, though 
it be but Truth, and often praying for you. 

Moth. You are very curious of your Hand methinks, 


vou preſerve it ſo with Gloves, let me ſee it; 


I marry, here's a Hand of March-pane, Wenches, 

This pretty Palm never knew Sorrow yet; 

How ſoft it is I warrant you, and ſupple: 

O' my word, this is fitter for a Pocket to filch withal 
Than to work withal; I fear me little one, 

You are no better than you ſhould be; go to. | 

Viol. My Conſcience yet is but one Witneſs to me, 
And that Heav'n knows, is of mine Innocence, | 
Tis true, I muſt confeſs with ſhame enough, 

The time that I have led, yet never taught me 
What twas to break a Sleep, or to be weary. 

Moth. You can ſay well; if you be mine, Wench, 
you muſt do well too, for words are but ſlow Workers, 
yet ſo much hope I have of you, that I'll take you, fo 
you'll be diligent, and do your Duty; how now? 

Enter Alexander. 

Alex. There is a Meſſenger come from your Son, 
That brings you word he is return'd from Travel, 

And will be here this Night. 

Moth. Now joy upon thee for it, thou art eyer 
A bringer of good Tidings, there, drink that 
In troth thou haſt much contented me: My Son? 

Lord how thou haſt pleas'd me, ſhall I ſee my Son 
Yet &'er I die? take care my Houſe be handſome, 
And the new Stools ſet out, and Boughs and Ruſhes, 
And Flowers for the Window, and the 7 urky Carpet, 
And the great parcel Salt, Nan, with the Cruets, 

And prethee Alexander go to the Cook, 


And bid him ſpare for nothing , my Son's come home; 


w ho's 
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Who's come with him ? 

Alex. I hear of none yet, but a Gentlewoman. 

Moth, A Gentlewoman? what Gentlewoman ? 

Alex. I know not, but ſuch a one there is, he fays. 

Moth. Pray God he have not caſt away himſelf 
Upon ſome Snout-fair piece, I do not like it. 

Alex. No ſure, my Maſter has more Diſcretion: 

Moth. Well, be it how it will, he ſhall be welcome, 
Sirs to your Tasks, and ſhew this little Novice 
How to beſtir her ſelf, II ſort out things. [Exit, 

Madge. We will forſooth, I can tell you, my Miſtreſs 
is a ſtirring Woman. OM 

Nan. Lord how ſhe'll talk ſometime; ? 'tis the maddeft 
Cricket 

Viol. Methinks ſhe talks well, and ſhews a great deal 
- good Huſwivery, pray let me deck the Chamber, 

all I? | | 

Nan. Yes, you ſhall, but do not ſcorn to be advis'd, 
Sifter, for there belongs more to that, than you are x 
ware on; why ſhould you venture ſo fondly upon the 
ſtrowing? there's mighty matters in them I'll aſſure you, 
and in the ſpreading of a Bough- pot, you may mils, if 
you were ten Years elder, if you take not a ſpecial care 
before you. 


Viol. I will learn willingly, if that be all, 
Nan. Sirrah, where is't they ſay my young Maſter No 
hath been? Yo 
Madge. Faith I know not, beyond the Sea, where BW WI 
they are born without Noſes. | Alas 
Nan. Bleſs us! withour Noſes? how do they do for J 
Handkerchiefs? 5 4 
Madge. So Richard ſays, and Sirrah, their Feet ſtand I vou 

in their Forcheads. | OE WH 
Nan. That's fine by my Troth, theſe Men have pelt. For 
lent running Heads then; do they ſpeak as we do? Into 
Madge. No, they never ſpeak. | Fit f 
Nan. Are they curſend ? ( they 2 As { 
Madge. No, they call them Infidels, I know not whit BY 11 


Nan. Sirrah, we ſhall have fine courting now N 
young Maſter is come home, were you never py 7 


; 10 
Siſter? * 
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Viol. Alas, 1 know it not. | 

Madge. W hat is that courting, Sirrah ? | 

Nan. I can tell, for I was once courted in the mat- 
ted Chamber, you know the Party Aadge, faith he cour- 
ted finely. | | 

Madge. Pray thee what ist? | 

Nan. Faith, nothing, bur he was ſomewhar figent 
with me, faith tis fine Sport, this courting. 

Alex. within. Where be the Maids there ? 

Madge. We ſhall be hang'd anon, away good Wenches, 
and have a care you dight things handiomely, I will 


| look over you. . [ Exeunt. 


Enter Mercury and Maria. | 

Mer. If your Sorrow will give you ſo far leave, pray 
think your ſelf moſt welcome to this Place, for ſo up- 
on my Life you are, and for your own fair ſake, take 
truce awhile with theſe immoderate Mournings. 

Mar. I thank you, Sir, I ſhall do what l may; 
Pray lead me to a Chamber. 

Enter Mother and Alexander. 

Mer. Preſently, 
Before your bleſſing Mother, I intreat ye f 
To know this Gentlewoman, and bid her welcome, 
The virtuous Wife of him that was my ſelf 
In all my Travels. [ Aneels. 

Moth. Indeed ſhe is moſt welcome, ſo are you Son, 
Now all my Bleſſing on thee, thou haſt made me 
Younger by twenty Years, than I was yeſterday : 
Will you walk in ? what ails this Gentlewoman ? . 
Als, I fear ſhe is not well, good Gentlewoman. 

Mer. You fear right. 

Moth. She has faſted over long, 


You ſhall have Supper preſently o'ch* Board. 


Mer. She will not Eat ; I can aſſure you Mother, 
For Gods ſake let your Maid conduct her up 5 
Into ſome fair becoming Chambeerr,r 
Fit for a Woman of her Being, and 
As ſoon as may be, 
| know ſhe's very ill, and wou'd have Reſt. | 
6 WEE cou ba | | Moth. 
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Moth. There is one ready for her, the blue Chamber. 
Mer. Tis well, IIl lead you to your Chamber Door, 
And there I'll leave you to your quiet, Miſtreſs. Þ 

Mar. I thank you, Sir, good reſt to eyery one, 1 
You'll ſee me once again to Night, I hope? [Ext. 

Mer. When you ſhall pleaſe, I'll wait upon you, Lady. 
 Moth.Where are theſe Maids? attend upon the Gentle- 
woman, and ſee ſhe want no good thing in the Houſe: 
Goodnight with all my Heart forſooth. Good Lord hoy 
you are grown, is he not, Alexander? 

Alex. Ves truly, he's ſhot up finely, God be thanked. 

Mer. An ill Weed, Mother, will do fo. 

Alex. You ſay true, Sir, an ill Weed grows apace. 

Mer. Alexander the ſharp, you take very quickly. 

Moth. Nay, I can tell you, Alexander will do it, do 
you read Madcap ſtill? 

Alex. Sometimes forſooth. 

5 But faith Son, what Countries have you tri- 
vell'd! | 

Mer. Why many, Mother, as they lay before me, France, 
Spain, Italy and Germany, and other Provinces,that lam 
ſure you are not better'd by, when you hear of them. 

Xoth. And can you theſe Tongues perfectly? 

Mer. Of ſome a little, Mother. 

Moth. Pray ſpout ſome French, Son. 

Mer. You underſtand it not, and to your Ears 'twill 
go like an unſhod Cart upon the Stones, only a rough 
unhandſome ſound. 5 

Moth. I would fain hear ſome French. 

Alex. Good Sir, ſpeak ſome French to my Miſtrels 

Mer. At your intreaty, Alexander, I will, who hull 

ſpeak to? 1 0 

Alex. If your Worſhip will do me the favour, Sir, to me. 3 

Mer. Monſieur, Poul tron, Coukew, Culljane,Beſay, Man cu. ha 

Alex. Awe Monſieur. e : 

Ab. Ha, ha, ha, this is fine indeed, God's bleſſing on 
thy Heart Son, by my troth thou art grown a proper 
Gentleman, cullen and pullen, good God what au he- ö 
ward words they uſe beyond the Seas? ha, ha, ha? 

Alex. Did not 1 anſwer right. 1 Mn 


I 


2 


Ss 22 
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Mer. Yes, good Alexander, if you had done fo too. 


But good Mother, 1 am very hungry, and have rid far 
to Day, and am faſting. | 8 

Moth. You ſhall have your Supper preſently, my 
ſweet Son. | 

Mer. As ſoon as you pleaſe, which once ended, 

TIl go and viſit yon ſick Gentle woman. 

Moth. Come then. | 

Enter Antonio like 4 Poſt, with 2 Lotter. 

Ant, I have ridden like a Fury, to make up this work, 
and 1 will do it bravely, e'er I leave it; this is the 
Houſe I am ſure. | 

Enter Alexander. 

Alex. Who wou'd you ſpeak with, Sir? 

Ant, Marry Sir, I would ſpeak with aGentlewoman, 
came this Night late here from the City, I have ſome 
Letters of Importance to her; I am a Poſt, Sir, and 
would be diſpach'd in haſte. 

Alex. Sir, cannot I deliver 'em? for the truth is, 
ſhe's ill, and in her Chamber. | 

Ant. Pray pardon me, I muſt needs ſpeak with her, 
my Buſineſs is ſo weighty. 

Alex. I'll tell her fo, and bring you preſent word. 

Ant. Pray do ſo, and I'll attend her; pray God the 
Grief of my imagined Death ſpoil not whar I intend, 
[ hope it will not. 

Alex. Though ſhe be very ill, and defires no trouble, 
Yet if your Buſineſs be ſo urgent, you may come up 
and ſpeak with her. | 

Ant. I thank you Sir, I follow you. [ Exennt, 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. What ſhould this fellow be i' th Name of Hea- 
Vn, that comes with ſuch poſt Buſineſs? ſure my Huſ- 
band hath reveal'd himſelf, and in this haſte ſent after 
me. Are you the Poſt, my Friend ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Yes, forſooth Miſtreſs. 


Poſt ? 


For I have woe and grief too much already. = 
r. 


[ Exeunt. . 


Mar. What good News haſt thou brought me, gentle K 
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Ant. 1 would you had leſs, Miſtreſs, I could wiſh it, 
beſhrew my Heart ſhe moves me cruelly, = 

Mar, Have I found you once more, Jugler? well 
Jewel, thou haſt only Virtue in thee, of all I read of 
yet; what Ears has this Aſs to betray him with? well, 
what's your Buſineſs then? . 

Ant. I have brought a Letter from your Servant, Mi- 
ſtreſs, in haſte. | 

Mar. Pray give it me, I hope the beſt ſtill, 

Ant. This is the upſhot, and I know I have hit it, 
Well, if the Spirits of the dead do walk, I ſhall 
Hear more of this one hundred Years hence. 

By any means you muſt have ſpecial care, for 
now the City is poſſeſt for certain, my Maſter is made 
away, which for ought I know is truth indeed;, good 
Miſtreſs leave your Grief, and ſee your Danger, and let 
that wife and noble Gentleman with whom you are, be 
your right hand in all things. | 
Now do | know I have the better on't, by. the 
languiſhing of her Eye at this near inſtant, tis ſtill ſim- 
ming in her Blood, in coining ſomewhat to turn Mer- 
cury, I know it. 

Mar. He is my Husbaud, and 'tis reaſonable he ſhould 
command in all things, ſince he will be an Aſs againſt 
the Hair, at his own Peril be it, in the Morn you ſhall 
have a Pacquet, till when I muſt intreat you ſtay, you 
ſhall not loſe by it. | 

Ant. I do not doubt it, Miſtreſs; I'll leave you to 
your reſt, and wait your pleaſure. 

Mar. Do, and ſeck out the Gentleman of the Houſe, 
bid him come to me preſently. ; 

Ant. Who, Mr. Mercury? 1 

Mar. Do you know him, Poſt? ' +- 

Ant. Only by ſight forſooth, now I remember your 
Servant will'd me to let you know he is the only Many 
you and your Fortunes are now to reſt upon. 

Mar. Prethee no more, I know all this already 

Ant. I'll take my leave now, I am made for ever. [Exrr. 

Aar. Good Night, I am provided for you, Wer ä 


Youth. — 
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Euter Mother, beating Viola and Alexander. with 
1 a broken Gloſs. 
| Math. I'll make thee have more care. 
Viol. Good Miſtreſs pardon me. 
Moth. Thow'lt ne'er be good I warrant thee, can your 
fne Fingers hold no faſter* 3 

piol. Indeed it was againſt my will. 

Moth. Alexander, let's ſee the Glaſs, as I am true kir- 
ſme Woman, it is one of the chryſtal Glaſſes my Cou- 
fn ſent me, and the Baggage hath broke it where it 

{ cannot be mended; Alexander, can Humphrey mend this, 
think you ? : mae” 

Alex. No truly, this will ne'er be mended. 

Viol. Truly I meant but to waſh it for the Gentlewo- 
man that is ſick above, and ſhaking out the Water, 

knockt it againſt the Pail fide. Es 
| Moth. Did you ſo? be ſure Il ſtop it, "twill make 
2 good gap in your Quarter's Wages, I ean tell you. 

Viol. 1 pray forgive me, and let me have no Wages 
this firſt Quarter. | ED | 

Moth. Go whimling, and fetch two or three grating 
Loaves out of the Kitching, to make Ginger-bread of, 
tis ſuch an untoward _ 1 Exit Viola. 

Alex. She's ſomewhat ſimple indeed, ſhe knew not 
what a Kimnel was, ſhe wants good Nurture mightily. | 

Moth. My Son tells me, Alexander, that this young 
Widow means to ſojourn here, ſhe offers largely for her 
Board, I may offer her good Cheer, prethee make a 

| ſtep 'th* Morning down to the Parſonage for ſome Pige- 
ons? what are you mad there? What Noiſe is that? are 
you at Bowls within? why do you whine? N 

Enter Viola weeping. — 

Viol. T have done another fault, 1 beſeech you ſweer 
Miſtreſs forgive me. 

F Mob. What's the matter? 4 

Viol. As 1 was reaching for the Bread chat lay upon 
the Shelf, I have thrown down the minc'd Meat, thar 
ſhould have made the Pies to Morrow. ö 
Aoth. Get thee out of my Houſe, thou filthy deſtroy- 
ing Harlot, thou, I'll not keep thee an hour longer. 

| | fp. 
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Viol. Good Miſtreſs, beat me rather for my fault, zz Ua. 


But a poor, pitied, and a baſe Repentance. Ude Vo. 


much as it deſerves, I do not know whither to go. W I 

Moth. No I warrant thee, out of my Doors. * 

Viol. Indeed [I'll mend, I pray ſpeak you for me. Co 

Alex. If thou hadſt hurl'd down any thing but the Wl iv} 

Pie-meat, I would have ſpoke for thee, but I cannot I de 

find in my Heart now. | Ane 

Moth. Art thou here yet? I think I muſt have an Of. I Fj; 

ficer to thruſt thee out of my Doors, muſt I? AS 

Viol. Why, you may ſtop this in my Wages too, Bein 

For God's ſake do, I'll find my ſelf this Lear; I w 

And let me ſtay. (thee out of my Doors, Tha 

Mer. Thou't ſpoil ten times as much, Il Cudgel Ver 

Viol. I am aſſur'd you are more merciful, And 

Than thus to beat me and diſcharge me too. The 

40th. Doſt thou diſpute with me? Alexander, c- Wh 

ry the prating Hilding forth. . 

Viol. Good Miſtreſs hear me, I have here a Jewel A 

My Mother left me, and 'tis ſomething worth: Som 

Receive it, and when all my faults together Goo 

Come to the worth of that, then turn me forth, M 

Till then I pray you keep me. | You 

Moth. What Giggombob have we here? pray God WE Back 

ou have not pilfred this ſomewhere ; th'art ſuch a pu- Let: 

ling thing, wipe your Eyes, and riſe, go your ways; WI Tot! 

Alexander, bid the Cook mince ſome more Meat, come, WI Will 

and get you to Bed quickly, that you may up betime 1'th' Mz 

Morning a milking, or you andI ſhall fall out worle yet. Me 

3 i [ Ex. Moth. and Alex. M; 

Viol. She has hurt my Arm; I am afraid ſhe is a very {Wnurry 

(1 angry Woman, but bleſs him Heay'n that did me the Me 

i ' moſt wrong, I am afraid Antonio's Wife ſhould ſec me, Lo th 

Il ſhe will know me, ts! | or 01 

bi Moth. within. Melvia. : Tom: 

{ Viol. lam coming, ſhe's not angry again I hope. [Exit. WW Mu 

{ wad, Enter Mercury. ot be * 

# Mer. Now what am I the better for enjoying tl ba 

i This Woman that 1 lov'd ſo? all 1 find, wie | 

1 Thar I before imagined to be happy : 00 

| Now I have done, it turns to nothing elſe der in 
| 
| 
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is WM Udfoor, I am monſtrous angry with my ſelf: 
Why ſhould a Man, that has Diſcourſe and Reaſon, 
And knows how near he loſes all in theſe things, 
Covert to have his Wiſhes / ſatisfied; 
c MW Which when they are, are nothing but the ſhame. 
x MW 1 do begin to loath this Woman ſtrangely, 
And | think juſtly too, that durſt adventure, + 
. Flinging away her Modeſty, to take 
AStranger to her Bed, her Husband's Body 
Being ſcarce cold in the Earth, for her content 
t was no more to take my Senſes with, | 
s. Than if I had an idle Dream in Sleep: 
er | have made her Promiſes, which grieves me, 
And I muſt keep em too, I think ſhe hunts me: 
The Devil cannot keep theſe Women off, 
+ WH When they are fletched once. 
Enter Maria in Night Attire. 
Mar. To Bed for God's ſake Sir, why do you ſtay here? 
dome are up i' th' Houſe, I heard the Wife, 
Good dear Sweet-heart to Bed. : 
Mer. Why, I am going: Why do you follow me? 
You would not have it known I hope, pray get you 
d WF Back to your Chamber, the Door's hard by for me, 
„Cet ne alone: I warrant you this it is | 
» WI /othreſh well, I have got a Cuſtomer, 
„ Will you go to Bed? 
1 Mar. Will you? 


. Mer. Yes, Lam going. 

x, Mar. Then remember your Promiſe you made to 

7 mrry me, 

Ic Mer. I will, but it is your fault, that it came \ 

65 o this pinch now, that it muſt need remembrance: + i 
For out of Honeſty I offer'd you i 

Tomarry you firſt, why did you ſlack that Offer? _ 

t, 7. Alas I told you the inconvenience of it, 


And what wrong it would appear to the World, 
£ had married 12 ſuch Pofichaſte 
ier his Death : Beſide, the fooliſh People 
| Ud have been bold to have thought we had lain toge- 
iin his time, and like enough imagin'd = 
Vor. VI. _ | Wy , 


: 
Mn 
C 
4 
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F 
| 
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And Peace go with thee, thou haſt prow'd thy ſelf 
The honeſteſt Man that ever was entic'd 


Into a Cellar, Poſt, fearing, and juſtly, - 
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We two had murther'd him. 
Mer. I love her Tongue yet; 
If 1 were aSaint, 
A gilded Saint, and ſuch a thing as this 
Should prate thus wittily and feelingly 
Unto my Holinels, 1 cannot tell, 
But I fear ſhrewdly I ſhould do — 
That would quite ſcratch me out o' th* Kalender, 
And if I ſtay longer talking with-her, 
Though 1 am mad at what 1 have done already, 
Yet I ſhall forget my ſelf again; 
I feel the Devil - 0 4 1 
Ready to hold my Stirrop; to Bed, g ipht, 
Wife. This Kiſs, good Ni tr deset Tae, lhe 


To that ſweet Sin as People pleaſe to call it, 
Of lying with another's Wife; and I, 

I think the honeſteſt Woman without bluſhing, - 
That ever lay with another Man. I ſent my Hnsband 


He ſhould have known him, which I did not purpoſe 
Till T had had my end. We £8 
Well, now this Plot is perfect, let him brag o'r | 

| xt 


ACTV. SCENEI 


Enter Juſtice and Curio with a Paper. 


Tut Buy Sir, you haverid hard that you have. 
ke Cir, They that have Buſineſs, muſt do ſo 


Fuſt. You ſay true, when ſet you out, m Friend? 
Cur. About 25 a Clock, and 1 have rid if Night. 
Juſt. By the Maſs you are tough indeed, I have ſeen © 
Days I would have rid too with the proudeſt of them, 
fling dirt in their Faces, and I have dont with this fool 
Boy, Sir, many a time; but what can laſt always | 
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us to our Footcloaths, the more the pity. : 
Cur. I believe that, Sir, but will it pleaſe you to read 
the Buſinels ? 
Juſt, My Friend, I can read, and I can tell you when. 
Cur. Would I could too Sir, for my haſte requires it. 
. Whence comes it, do you ſay? 
Cur. Sir, from the City. 
Juſt. Oh from the City, tis a reverend Place. 
Cir, And his Juſtice be as ſhort as his Memory, 
A Dudgion Dagger will ſerve him to mow down Sin 
What clod-pole Commiſſioner is this? ( withal; 
bt. . . And by my Faith, govern'dby worthy Members, 
Diſcreet and upright. | 
Cur. Sir, they are beholding to you, you have given 
ſome of them a Commendation, they were not worthy 
of this twenty Years. 12 
Juſt. Go to, go to, you have a merry meaning, I have 
found you Sir, P faith, you are a Wag, away, fic now I'll 
ad your Letter. 
Gur, Pray do Six, what a miſery tis 
ole Lo have an urgent Buſineſs wait the Juſtice 
r fuch an old Tuff-raffata that knows not, 
Nor can be brought to underſtand more Senſe, 
Than how to reſtore ſuppreſt Ale-houſes, 
And have his Man compound ſinall Treſpaſſes, 
or ten Groats. | bb 
Juſt.Sir,it ſeems here your buſineſs is of a deeper Circum- 
nce than l conceiv'd it for; what do you mean, Sir? 
Ur, Tis for mine own eaſe, Ill aſſure your Worſhip. 
Joſt. It hall not be i faith Friend, here I have it, 
bat one Antonio a Gentleman, I take it ſo, 
les, it is ſo, a Gentleman is lately thought ro 
Bave been made away, and by my Faith, upon a 
Fearls Ground too, if you conſider; well, there's 
uvery in't, I ſee that without Spectacles. a+] 
Cu. Sure this Fellow deals in Revelation, he's ſo hidden, 
o thy ways, thou wilt ſtick a Bench Spit as formally, 
ad he thy Agot, end hatch'd Chain, 855 
well as the beſt of them. 


Ff 2 Juſt. 


done, tis done now, Sir, Age, Care, and Office, bring | 


3288 The COXCOMB. 


Juſt. And now I have conſider'd, I believe it. ( 
Cur. W hat, Sir? | . 
Fuſt, That he was murdered. ( 
cur. Did you know him? F 
Fuſt . No. We” To 
Cur. Nor how it 1s ſuppos'd. Phe Ane 
No, nor | care not two-pence, thoſe are Toys, adi Th: 

yet 1 verily believe he was murdered, as ſure as I belief 
thou art a Man, I never fail'd in theſe things yet, war Mu 
a Man that's beaten to theſe matters, Experience is a cer-W He: 
tain conceal'd thing that fails not: Pray let me ask youll 1 w 
one thing, why do you come to me ? 0 
Cur. Becauſe the Leiter is addreſt to you, being the in : 
neareft Juſtice. SO , 
Juſt. The neareſt? Is that all? | ber 
Cer, I think it be Sir, I would be loth you ſhould be hor 
the wiſeſt. | 2 Je 
Juſt. Well Sir, as it is, I will endeavour in it; yet ii bis 
It had come to me by Name, I know not, but I think i W. 
had been as ſoon diſpatch'd as by another, and with «8M ther 
round a Wiſdom, ay, and as happily, but that's all one: C 
have born this Place this thirty Years, and upwards, a0 5 
with ſufficient Credit, and they may when they plea cert 
know me better; to the neareſt? Well. fond 
Cur, Sir, it is not my fault, for had I known youll thin 
69 | | | 1; 
I thank you Sir, I know it. G 

Cur, I'Il lefworn you ſhould have plaid for any buſines IN but 
now. 192 | Not 
Juſt. And further, they have ſpecified unto me, hy 7 
Wife is ſorely ſuſpected in this matter, as 2 man Av: 
Cauſe. 18 4 
Cer. I think ſhe be Sir, for no other Cauſe can be e 7; 
found. 90 t. 
Fuſt. And one Mercury a Traveller, with whom thei peec 
ſay directly ſhe is run away, and as they think this way. Ink 
cur. I knew all this before. Cann 


Juſt. Well Sir, this Mercury 1 know, and his eri with 
a Neighbour's Child hard by; you have been happy» d. 0e 
in coming hither. Go Far 
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Cur. Then you know where to have him, Sir? 

Juſt. 1 do Sir, he dwells near me. 

Cur. | doubt your Worſhip dwells near a Knave then. 

Juſt. I think ſo, pray put on: Bur tis a wonder 
To ſee how graceleſs People are now given, 

And how baſe Virtue is accounted with them 
That ſhould be all in all, as ſays a wiſe Man, 

| tell you Sir, and it is true, that there have been ſuch 
Murthers, and of late Days, as twould make your very 
Heart bleed in you, and ſome of them as I ſhall be enabled, 
will tell you, it fell out of late Days. | 

Cur. by may be ſo, but will it pleaſe you to proceed 
in this? . 

ft. An honeſt Weaver, and as good a Workman as 
eerſhot Shuttle, and as cloſe, but every Man mutt die; this 
honeſt Weaver being a little mellow in his Ale, that was 
the Evidence verbatim, Sir, God bleſs the Mark, ſprung. 
his Neck juſt in this place; well Jarvis, thou had! 
Wrongs, and if I live ſome of the belt ſhall ſweat for t; 
then a Wench 

. But Sir, you have forgot my Buſineſs. 

Juſt. A ſober pretty Maid about ſeventeen they ſay, 
certainly, however 'tis ſhuffled, ſhe burſt her ſelf, and 
fondly, if it be ſo, with Furmety at a Churching bur [ 
think the Devil hadanother Agent in't; either of which, 
If 1 can catch, ſhall ſtretch fort. | 

Cir, This is a mad Juſtice that will hang the Devil; 
but would you would be ſhort in this, before that other 
Notice can be given. 

Toft. Sir, 1 will do diſcreetly what is fitting; what, 

tonio + 

Ant. within. Your Worſhip. 

Juſt. Put on your beſt Coat, and let your Fellow Mar& 
go to the Conſtable, and bid him aid me with all the 
Ipeed he can, and all the Power, and provide Pen and 
ink to take their Confeſſions, and my long Sword: | 
* tell what Danger we may meet with; you'll go 

nn us 


4 Ves, what elſe? I came to that end to accuſe both 
Lertics. | | 
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May I crave what you are? 4 
Cur. Faith Sir, one that to be known would not profit 
you, more than a near Kinſman of the dead Antonio's. 
Fuſt. Tis well, lam ſorry for my Neighbour, truly that 
he had no more grace, twill kill his Mother; ſhe's a good 
old Woman, will you walk in? I'll but put my Cloak on, 
and my Chain off, and a clean Band, and have my Shoes 
blackt over, and ſhift my Jerkin, and we'll to our buſineſs, 
and you ſhall ſce how I can bolt theſe matters. 
Cur. As ſoon as't pleaſe. you, Sir. Eri. 
5 Enter Valerio, and Ricardo. 7 
Pal. This is the en. here did I leave the Maid 
Alone laſt Night, drying her tender Eyes, 
Uncertain what to do, and yet deſirous 
To have me gone. 
Ric. How rude are all we Men, 
That take the name of Civil to our ſelves? 
If ſhe had fer her Foot upon an Earth 
Where People live that we call barbarous; 
Though they had had no Houſe to bring her to, 
They would have ſpoiPd the Glory that the Spring 
Has deckt the Trees in, and with willing Hands 
Have torn their Branches down, and every Man 
Would have become a Builder for her ſake. 
What time left you her there? 
Val. I left her, when the Sun had ſo much to (ct, 
As he is now got from his place of riſe. 
Ric. So near the Night ſhe could not wander far; 
Fair Yiola! | Hed, 
Val. It is in vainto call, ſhe fought a Houſe 
Without all queſtion. | 
Ric. Peace, fair Viola! 
Fair Viola! Who would have left her here 
On ſuch a Ground? If you had meant to loſe her, 
You might have found there were no Ecchoes here 
To take her Name, and carry it about, 
When her true Lover came to Mourn for her, 
Till all the neighbouring Valleys and the Hills, 
Reſounded Pola = c | 


And ſuch a Place N 


3 | You 
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You ſhould have choſe— 1 

You pity us becauſe 

The Dew a little wets our Feet, 
Unworthy far to ſeek her in the wet; 


— And what becomes of her? where wandred ſhe, 
on, with two ſhowers raining on her, from her Eyes 
* Continually, abundantly, from which 


There's neither Tree nor Houſe to ſhelter her? 
Will you go with me to Travel? 
Val. Whither? 
Ric, Over all the World. 
yal. No by my Faith, I'll make a ſhorter Journey 
When I do travel. 29 | 
Ric. But there's no hope 
To gain my end in any ſhorter way. 
Val. Why, what's your end? 
Ric, It is to ſearch the Earth, 
Till we have found two in the ſhapes of Men, 
As wicked as our ſelves. 
Val. Twere not fo hard to find out thoſe. 
Ric, Why, if we find them out, 
lt were the better, for what brave Villany 
Might we four do? We would not keep together, 
For every one has Treachery enough 
kor twenty Countries; one ſhould trouble Aſia, 
Another ſhould ſow ſtrife in Africa; 
but you ſhould play the Knave, at home in Europe, 
and for America let me alone, t 
Val. Sir, I am honeſter, 
Than you know how to be, and can no more 
be wrong d, but I ſhall find my (elf aright. 
Ric. If you had any ſpark of Honeſty, 
You would not think that honeſter than I, 
ere a Praiſe high enough to ſerve your turn: 
I Men were commonly ſo bad as I, 
Thieves would be put in Kalenders for Saints; 
and Bones of dns would work Miracles. 
em a kind of Knave, of Knave ſo much 
here is betwixt me, and the vileſt elſe ——- 


ut the next place of all 1 mine is yours. K 
4 vier 


You 
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Enter two Milk-maids and Viola with Pails. 
Val. That laſt is ſhe, tis ſhe. 
Ric. Let us away, we ihall infect her, let her have 
the Wind, 
And we will kneel down here. 
Viol. Wenches away, for here are Men 
Val. Fair Maid, I pray you ſtay. ; 
Viol. Alas, again? (her go. 
Ric. Why do you lay hold on her? I pray A 
Val. with all my Heart, I do not mean to hurt her. 
Ric. But ſtand away then, for the pureſt Bodies 
Will ſooneſt take Infection, ſtand away, 
But for infecting her my ſelf, by Heav'n, 
J would come there, and beat thee further off. 
Viol. 1 know that Voice and Face. | 
Val. Youare finely mad, goodbwy Sir, now you are here 
together, UI] leave you ſo, God ſend you good luck, both; 
when you are ſoberer, you'll give me thanks. | Ext. 
Madge. Wilt thou go Milk? Come. 
Nan. Why doſt not come? 
Madge. She nods; ſhe's _ 
Nan. What, wert up ſo early! 
Madge. I think yon Man's mad to kneel there, nay come 
come away, uds Body, Nan, help, ſhe looks black i'th 
Face, ſhe's in a Fane (man. 
Nan, And you be a Man, come hither, and help a Wo- 
Ric. Come hither? You are a Fool. 
Nan. And you a Knave and a Beaſt, that you are. 
Ric, Come hither, twas my being now ſo near 
That made her ſwound, and you are wicked People, 
Or you wou'd do ſo'tooz my Venom Eyes | 
Strike Innocency dead at ſuch a diſtance, 
Here T1! kneel, for this is out of diſtance.  _ 
Nan. Thou'rtaprating Aſs, there's no Goodneſs in the, 
I warrant, how doſt thou? 
 VHio. Why? Well. 
Madge. Art thou able to go? 
Viol. No, pray go you and milk, if Ibe able to come 
TH follow you, if not, I'll fit here 
Til you come bac. | Nat 


ave 


ome 
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Nan. I am loth to leave thee here with yon wild Fool. 

Viol. I know him well, I warrant thee he will not 
hurt me. 

Madge. Come then, Nan. [ Exeunt Maids. 

Rice. How do you? be not fearful, for I hold my Hands 
Before my Mouth, and ſpeak, and fo 
My Breath can never blaſt you. 

Viol. Twas enough to uſe me ill, though you had 
never ſought me to mock me, why kneel you ſo far off, 
were not that Geſture better us'd in Prayer? had I dealt 
ſo with you, I ſhould not ſlecp, till Heav'n and you 
had both forgiven me. | 

Ric. I do not mock, nor lives there ſuch a Villain. 
5 can do any thing contemptible 

o you; but I do kneel, becauſe it is 
An Action very fit and reverent, 

In preſence of ſo pure a Creature, 
And ſo far off, as fearful to offend 
One too much wrong'd already. | 

Viol. You confeſs youdid the fault, yet ſcorn to come 
So far as hither, to ask Pardon for*r; 
Which I could willingly afford ro come 
To you, to grant; good Sir, if you have 
A better Love, may you be bleſt together, 
She ſhall not wiſh you better than I will. 
| but offend you, there are all the Jewels 
I ſtole, and all the Love I ever had, 
| leave behind with you, I'll carry none 
To give another; may the next Maid you try 
Love you no worſe, nor be no worſe than l. 

Ric. Do not leave me yet for all my fault, 
dearch out the next things to impoſſible, 

And put me on them, when they are effected, 
may with better Modeſty receiye 
Forgiveneſs from you. 

Viol. will ſet no Penance, | 
To gain the great Forgiveneſs you deſire, 
But to come hither and take me and it; 
Or elſe I'll come and beg, ſo you will grant, 
That you will be content to be forgiven. * 


Ric. 
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Ric. Nay, I will come ſince you'll have it fo, 
And ſince you pleaſe to pardon me Il hope 
Free from lnfettion, heze I am by you; 

A careleſs Man, a breaker of my Faith, 

A lothſome Drunkard z and in that wild Fury, 
A hunter after Whores; I do beſeech you, 

To pardon all theſe Faults,. and take me up 

An honeſt, ſober, and a faithful Man. 


Viol. For Heav'ns fake, urge your Faults no more, 
All the Forgiveneſs [ can make you, is, (but mend; 


To love you, which I will do, and deſire 
Nothing but Love again, which if I have not 
Yet I will love you ſtill. 
Ric. Oh Women, that ſome one of you will take 
An everlaſting Pen into your Hands, 
And grave in Paper, which the writ ſhall make 
More laſting than the marble Monuments, 
Your matchleſs Virtucs to Poſterities; 
Which the defective race of envious Man 
Strive to conceal. ; | 
Viol. Methinks I would not now for any thing, 
But you had miſt me, I have made a ſtory 
Will ſerve to waſte many a Winter's fire, 
When we are old, I'Il tell my Daughters then, 
The Miſeries their Mother had in love 
And ſay, my Girls be wiſer, yet I would not 
Have had more Wit myſelf. Take up thoſe Jewels, 
For I think I hear my Fellows coming. 
Enter the Milk-maids with their Pails. 
Madge. How doſt thou now? (home? 
Viol. Why, very well thank you, tis late, ſhall ] haſte 
Nan. I prethee we ſhall be ſhent ſoundly. 
Madge. Why does that railing Man go with us ? 
Viol. | prethree ſpeak well of him, on my word 
He's an honeſt Man. ; PER 
Nan. There was never any fo on's Complexion, 3 
Gentleman? 


rd be aſham'd to have ſuch a foul Mouth, [Exe 
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Euter Mother, Alexander, Andrugio, and his Man 
| Rowland. | 

Moth. How now Alexander, what Gentleman is this ? 

Alex. Indeed forſooth I know not, I found him ar 
the Market full of woe, crying a loſt Daughter, and 
telling all her Tokens to the People, and what you wot ? 
by all Subſcription in the World, it ſhould be our new 
Maid Melvia, one would little think it, therefore I was 
bold to tell him of her, Miſtreſs. 

Moth. Melvia? It cannot be, Fool, alas you know ſhe 
z; 2 poor Wench, and I took her in upon mere Charity. 

And. So ſeem'd my Daughter when ſhe went away, 
45 ſhe had made her ſelf. 

Motb. What Stature was your Child of, Sir? 

Aud. Not high, and of a brown Complexion, 
Her Hair aborn, a round Face, which fome Friends 
that flattered me, would ſay *rwould be a good one. 
Alex. This is till Melvia, Miſtreſs, that's the Truth 
on't. e | 

Moth, It may be fo, I'll promiſe you. | 

Alex. Well, go thy ways, the flower of cur Town, 
for a Hand and a Foot, I ſhall never ſee thy Fellow. 

Moth. But had ſhe not ſuch Toys, as Bracelets, Rings, 
and Jewels? | 

And. She was ſomething bold indeed, to take ſuch 
things that Night ſhe left me. 

Mtb. Then belike ſhe run away? 

And. Though ſhe be one I love, I dare not lye, the 
did indeed. | 

Moth. What think you of this Jewel? 
And. Ves, this was one of them, and this was mine, 
jou have made me a new Man, I thank you for it. | 

Moth. Nay, and ſhe be given to filching, there is 
your Jewel, I am clear on't; but by your leave, Sir, 
you (hall anſwer me for what is Joſt ſince ſhe came hi- 
ther, I can tell you, there lye things ſcattering in every 
Place about the Houſe. | Pr, DFR 

Alex. As I am virtuous, I have the lyingſt old Gen- 
tlewoman to my Miſtreſs, and the moſt malicious, the 
Devil a good word will ſhe give a Servant, that's oy 

| 0 
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old Rule; and God be thanked, they'll give her as few, 
there is perfect love on both Sides, it yearns my Heart 
to ſee the Wench miſconſirued, à careful Soul ſhe is, 
Il be ſworn for her, and when ſhe's gone, let them ſay 
what they will, they may caſt their Caps at ſuch another. 
And. What you have loſt by her, with all my Heart 
I'll ſee you double paid for; you have ſav'd, 
With your kind Pity, two that muſt not live 
Unleſs it be to thank you; take this Jewel, 
This ſtrikes off none of her Offences, Miſtreſs, 
Would I might ſec her. | 
Moth. Alexander, run, and bid her make haſte home, 
ſhe's at the milking Cloſe but tell her not by any means 
who's here, I know ſhe'll be too fearful. 
Alex. Well, we'll have a Poſſet yer at parting, that's my 
Comfort, and one round, or elſe I'll loſe my Will. ¶ Exit. 
And. You ſhall find òilvio, Uberto and Pedro enquiring 
for the Wench at the next Town, tell them ſhe 1s 
found, and where I am, and with the favour of this 
Gentlewoman, deſire them to come hithcr. 
Moth. I pray do, they ſhall be all welcome. Exit der. 
Enter Juſtice, Curio, and Mar. 
FJuſt. By your leave Forſooth, you ſhall ſee me find the 
Parties by a ſlight. 
Moth. Who's that, Mr. Juſtice? how do you, Sir? 
Fuſt. Why, very well, and buſie, where's your Son? 
Moth. He's within, Sir. | 
Juſt. Hum, and how docs the young Woman my Cou- 
fin, that came down with him. | 
Moth. She's above, as a Woman in her caſe may be. 
Fuſt. You have confeſt it? then Sirrah call ia the Of · 
ficers; ſhe's no Couſin of mine; a mere trick to diſcover 
all. | 
Moth, To diſcover? what? 
Enter Mark and Officers. | 
Fuſe. You ſhall know that anon; I think I have overe 
reached you; oh welcome, enter the Houſe, and by Ver- 


tue of my Warrant which you have there, ſcize upon 


the Bodily Perſons of thoſe Names are there written, co 
Wit, one Mercury, and the Wife of one Antonro. 36 


wine. = Pam © 4 4 
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Moth. For what? | 

Juſt. Away 7 
This Gentleman ſhall certifie you for what. ¶ Ex. Officer. 

Moth. He can accuſe my Son of nothing, he came 
from Travel but within theſe two Days? 

Juſt. There * a Tale. 

Moth. I ſhould be ſorry this ſhould fall out at an 
time, but eſpecially now, Sir; will you favour me ſo 
much, as to let me know of what you accuſe him? 

cur. Upon Suſpicion of Murther. 

Moth. Murther ? 1 defie thee. | 

Cur. I pray God he may prove himſelf innocent. 

Juſt. Fie, ſay not ſo, you ſhew your ſelf to be no 
good Common-wealths Man; for the more are hang'd, 
the better *ris for the Common- wealth. 

Moth. By this Rule you were beſt hang your (elf, 

Fuſt. 1 forgive your honeſt Mirth ever: Oh welcome, 
welcome Marx. 

Enter Mark and Officers, with Mercury and Maria. 

Your Pen, Ink, and Paper, to take their Examinati- 


ons. 

Mer. Why do you pull me ſo? I] 7 alone. 

Juſt. Let them ſtand, let them ſtand quierly, whilſt 
they are examin d. | 

Mar. W hat will you examine us of? 

Fuſt. Of Antonio's Murther. - 

Mer. Why, he was my Friend. 

Mar. He was my Husbanßc. 1 

Juſt. The more ſhame for you both; ark, your 
Pen and Ink. N 

Moth. Pray God all be well, I never knew any of 
theſe Travellers come to good; I beſeech you, Sir, be 
favourable to my Sn. | 

Jnſt. Gentlewoman, hold you content, I would it 
were come to that? 

Mer. For God's ſake Mother, why kneel you to ſuch a 
Pig-brib'd fellow? he has ſurfeited of Geeſe, and they 
have put him into a fit of Juſtice, let himdo his worſt. 

Fuft. ls your Paper ready? 

Mark, J am ready, Sir. 

Enter 


3298 The COXCOMB. 


| Enter Antonio. | | 
Juſt. Accuſe them, Sir, I command thee to lay down 
Accuſations againſt theſe Perſons, in behalf of the State, 


7 


and firſt look upon the Parties to be accus'd, and deli- ki 

ver your Name | 55 
Cur. My Name is Curio, my murthered Kinſman, 

If he were living now, I ſhould not know him, * 

»Tis ſo long ſince we ſaw one another. oy 
Ant. My Couſin Curio ? 4 


Cur. But thus much from the Mouths of his Servants, 5 
and others, whoſe Examinations I have in writing about 
me, I can accuſe them of; this Mercury, the laſt Night, 
but this laſt, lay in Antonio's Houſe, and in the Night G 
he roſe, raiſing Antonio, where privately they were in 
talk an Hour, to what end I know not; but of likely- Si 
hood, finding Anronio's Houſe not a fit Place to murder Yc 
him in, he ſuffered him to go to Bed again, but inthe 
Morning early he train'd him I think forth, after * 
which time he never ſaw his home; his Cloaths were | 
found near the Place where Mercury was, and the People 1 
at firſt denyed they ſaw him; but at laſt he made a fti- T, 
volous Talc, that there heſhiftcd him into a Footman's * 
Habit; but in ſhort, the next hour this Woman went 
to Mercury and in her Coach they poſted hither; true 
Accuſations, I have no more, and I will make none. 
Fuſt. No more ? we need no more: Sirrah, be draw- 
ing their Mittimus before we hear their Anſwer. What 
ſay you, Sir? are you guilty of this Murther ? 
Mer. No, Sr“ 5 
Juſt. Whether you are or no, confeſs, it will be the 
better for you. e e and 
Aer. 17 I were. guilty, your Rhetorick could not 
fetch it forth; but though I am innocent, I confeſs 
that if I were a Stander-by, theſe Circumſtances urg'd, 
which are true, would make me doubtleſs believe the 
accuſed Parties to be guilty. 
Fuſt. Write down, that he being a Stander- by, for ſo 
you {ee he is, doth doubtleſly believe the accuſed Parties, 
which 1s himſelf, to be guilty. Jin 
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Mer. 1 ſay no ſuch thing. 

Fuſt. Write it down I ſay, we'll try that. 

Mer. I care not what you write, pray God you did not 
kill him for my Love, though I am free from this, we 
both deſerve — | 

Mar. Govern your Tongue I pray you, all is well, 
my Husband hives, I know it, and I ſee him. 


' Juſt. They whiſper, ſever them quickly I ſay, Offi- 


cers, why do you let them prompt one another? Gemle- 
woman, what ſay you to this, are not you guilty? 

Mar. No, as I hope for Mercy. | 

Juſt. But are not thoſe Circumſtances true, that this 
Gentleman hath ſo ſhortly and merhodically deliver'd? 

Mar. They are, and what you do with me, I care not, 
Since he is dead, in whom was all my care : | 
You knew him nor. 

Juſt. No, an't been better for you too, and you had 
never been known him. , 

Mar. Why then you did not know the Worlds chief Joy, 
Manly as ir had been made * 
To fright the World, yet he ſo ſweetly temper d, 
That he would make himſelf a natural Fool, 

To do a noble kindneſs for a Friend. | 

He was a Man whoſe Name Ill not out-live, 

Longer than Heav'n, whoſe Will muſt be obey'd, 

Will have me do. 

Ant. And I will quit thy Kindneſs. 

Fuſt. Before me, ſhe has made the Tears ſtand in mine 
Eyes, but I muft be auftere: Gentlewoman, you muſt 
confeſs this Murder. | - Apts + xr 

Mar. J cannot, Sir, 1 did it not, but I deſire ty ſee 
thoſe Examinations which this Gentleman acknowledges 
to have about him, for but late laſt Night I receiv'd 
Leters from the City, yet I heard of no Confeſlich;then. 

Juſt. You ſhall ſee them time enough I warrant you, 
but Letters you ſay you had, where are thoſe Letters? 

Mar. Sir, they are gone, 

Juſt. Gone? whither are they gone? 

How have you diſpos'd of em? | 
| / | Mar. 
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Mar. Why, Sir, they are for Womens matters, and 
ſo I uſe 'em. n 
Jiu. Who wrt em? 


Aar. A Man of mine. 4 
Juſt. Who brought em? ſuck 
Mar. A Poſt. 900 


Juſt. A Poſt? there is ſome great haſte ſure, aha, Frie 


where is that Poſt ? J 
Mar. Sir, there he ſtands. | ſwe⸗ 
Juſt. Does he ſo? bring hither that Poſt, I am afraid M 4 
that Poſt will prove a Knave; come hither Poſl, hat? 4 
what can you ſay concerning the Murder of Antonio? ¶ bot 
Ant. What's that to you ? | wou 
Juſt. Oh Poſt, you have no Anſwer ready, have you? / 

III have one from you. 4 
Ant. You ſhall have no more from me than you have, 0 


you examine an honeſt Gentleman and Gentle woman 4 

here, tis pity ſuch Fools as you ſhould be i'th' Com- ©nc: 

miſſion. Ic | 
Juſt. Say you ſo Poſt, take away that Poſt, whip him Ch 
and bring him again quickly, I'll hamper you Poſt. 


Mer. Tis Antonio, I know him now as well; what M 
an irregular Fool is this? | A 
Ant. Whip me? hold off. Ri 


Mar. Oh good Sir, whip him, by his murmuring he butt 
ſnould know ſometh ng of my Husband's Death, that 
may quit me; for God's ſake fetch't out. 
Fuft, Whip him I ſay. 
Ant. Who is't dares whip me now ? 
Mar. Oh my lov'd Husband. 
Mer. My moſt worthy Friend? where have you been 
ſo long? | 
Ant. 1 cannot ſpeak for Joy. 
Juſt. Why, what's the matter now, and ſhall not 
Law- then have her Courſe ? * 
And. It ſhall have no other Courſe than it has, think 
Fuſt. It ſhall have other Courſe before I go, or Il 
beat my Brains, and I ſay it was not honeſtly done 0 


him to diſcover himſelf, before the Parties accus d were 
; exccuted, 


e 
It 
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executed, that Law might have had her Courſe, for then 
the Kingdom flouriſhes. 

Ant. But ſuch a Wife as thou, had never any Man, and 
ſuch a Friend as he, believe me Wife, ſhall never be; 
good 18 love my Friend, Friend love my Wife, hark 
Friend. 

. Mark, if we can have nothing to ou ſhall 
rhe Peace of ſomebody. Cs: 

Mark. Yes, Sir. ; 

Ant. By my Troth I am ſorry my Wife is ſo obſtinate, 


both, if 1 could yet do thee any good, I wou'd, faith I 


wou d. 

Mer. I thank you Sir, 1 have loſt that Paſſion. 

Ant. Couſin Curio, you and 1 muſt be better acquainted. 

Cur, It is my With, Sir. 

Ant. ] ſhould not have known you neither, tis ſo long 
ince we ſaw, we were but Children then, but you have 
ſhew'd your ſelf an honeſt Man to me. 

du. I would be ever ſo. 

Enter Ricardo and Viola. 

Moth. Look you, who's there? | 

Ant. Say nothing to me, for thy Peace is made. 

Ric. Sir, I can nothing ſay, | | 
but that you are her Father, you can both | | 
Not only pardon, when you have a W rong, 

ut love where you have moſt Injury. 

Juſt, I think I ſhall hear of no hanging this Year ; 
there's a Tinker and a Whore yet, the Cryer ſaid, that 
"751 her, and are in Priſon, I hope they ſhall be 

4nt. No, truly Sir, they have broke Priſon. 

Juſt.” Tis no matter, then the Jaylor ſhall be hang'd. 

Ant. You are deceiv'd in that too, Sir, *twas known 
to be againſt his Will, and he hath got his Pardon, I 


ink for nothing, but if it doth coſt him any ching, 


x Pay it, 
uſt. Mark up with your Papers, away. 

Amro Oh you ſhall ſtay Dinner, I have a Couple of 
"Wing Neighbours, that I'll aſſure you will not agree, 


you ſhall have the hearing of their Matter. 
Vol. VI. Gg Fuſt. 
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Fuft. With all my Heart. 

Mer. Go, Gentlemen, go in. 

Ric, Oh Viola, that no tucceeding Age 
Might loſe the Memory of what thou wert; 
But ſuch an overſwayed Sex is yours, | 
That all the virtuous Actions you can do, 
Are but as Men will call them; and I ſwear, 
"Tis my Belicf, that Women want but ways 


To praiſe their Deeds, but Men want Deeds to praiſe 
| { Exeunt Omnmez, 


E PI L O G U E 
a IS ended, but my Hopes and Fears begin, 
Nor can it be imputed as a Sin 
In me to wiſh it Favour, if this Night 
To the Judicious it hath giv'n Delight, 


I have my Ends; and may ſuch, for their Graz 
Vouchſaf d to this, find theirs in every Place 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ianeQ Se, 


M E N. 


AT 4 French Pirate, in Love with Aminta. 
Tibalt du Pont, @ merry Gentleman, Friend 1 
Albert. 

Maſter of the Ship, an honeſt merry Man. 

Lamure, an Uſuring Merchant. 
. Franville, 4 Yain-glorious Gallant. 

Morillat, a ſhallow-brain'd Gentleman. 

Boatſwain, an boneſt Man. | | 
Sebaſtian, @ noble Gentleman of Portugal, Husband 11 

Roſellia. | 
No Nephew to Sebaſtian; both caſt upon a Deſart 
nd. 
Raimond, Brother to Aminta. 
Sturgeon, | | 


Sailors. 


WO ME N. 


Aminta, Miſtreſs zo Albert, a noble French Virgin. 
Roſellia, Governeſs of the Amazonian Portugals. 
Clarinda, Daughter to Roſellia, in Love with Albert. 


8 ( Three Ladies, Members F the Female Cum. 
, mon- wealth. | 


Juletta, 


The SCENE, Firſt at Sea, then in the 
Deſart Iſlands. 


THE 


— 


t0 


E 


THE 


SEAVOYAGE. 
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ACT I SCE. NET 
A Tempeſt, Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter Maſter and two Sailors: 


MASTER. 


A her aloof, the Sea grows dangerous, 
Ho it ſpits againſt the Clouds, how it 

I= capers, Le 

“And how the fiery Element frights it back: 
frbere be Devils dancing in the Air Ithink; 


— lſwa Dolphin hang i' th Horns o'th' Moon 
Shot from a Wave; hey day, hey day, of aka 
How ſhe kicks and yerks ? mon 
Down with the Main Maſt, lay her at Hull, 

Farle up all her Linnens, and let her ride it out. 
Seil. She'll never brook it, Maſter; 
She's ſo deep laden that ſhe'll bulge. 
Hang her. 


Can the not buffet with a Storm alittle? 
How it toſſes her, ſhe reels like a Drunkard. 


2 Sail. We have diſcover'd the Land, Sir, 


Pray let's make in; ſhe's ſo Drunk elſe, 
She may chance to caſt upall her Lading. 


1 Sail. Stand in, ſtand in, we are all loſt elſe, loſt 
and periſh'd. is i 
Maſt. Steer her a Star- board there. ** 
| Gg 3 2 all, 
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2 Sail. Bear in with all the Sail we can, ſee Mafter 
See, what a clap of Thunder there is, * 
What a face of Heav'n, how dreadfully it looks? 

Maſt. Thou Raſcal, thou fearful Rogue, thou haſt been 
I ſee't in thy Face, thou haſt been mumbling, (Praying; 

When we are ſplit, you Slave; is this a time, 
To diſcourage our Friends with your cold Orizons? 
Call up the Boatſwain; how it ſtorms z holla. : 
Boarſ. What ſhall we do, Maſter ? 
Caſt over all her Lading? She will not ſwim 
An hour elle. # 3 
Enter Albert, Franville, Lamure, Tibalt du Pont, 
and Mori llat. | 

Maſt. The Storm is loud, 

We cannot hear one another; 
What's the Coaſt? 

Boatſ. We know not ye, ſhall we make in? 

Alb. What comfort, Sailor??? 

I never ſaw, ſince I have known the Sea, | | | 
(Which has been this twenty Years) ſo rude a Tempeſt: 
In what State are ve? 2 Wy 

Maſt. Dangerous enough Captain, 

We have ſprung five tak. and no little ones; 
Still rage; beſides, her Ribs are oven,” ©... 

Her Rudder almoſt ſpent; prepare your ſelves, 
And have good Courages, Death comes but once, 
And let him come in all his Frights. 

Alb. Is't not poſſib Fig 
To make in to th* Land? *Tis here before us. 

Mor. Here hard by, Sir. 

Maſt. Death is nearer, Gentlemen. 

Yet do not ery, let's die like Mel. 

Tib. Shall's hoiſe the Boat out. 
And go all at one caſt? The more the merrier. 

| Enter Aminta. 

Maſt. You are too haſty Monſieur, „ 
Do ye long tobe i' th' Fiſh-market before your time: 
Hold her up there. | bus 

Amin. Oh miſerable Fortune, 0 | 
Nothing but Horror founding in mine Ears, No 
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No minute to promiſe to my frighted Soul, 

Tib. Peace Woman. * 
We ha Storms 1 5 already; no more howling. 

Amin, Gentle Maſter. 2 | 

Met Clap this Woman under Hatches, 

Alb. Prethee ſpeak mildly to her. 

Amin. Can no help? ? 

Maſt. None, that. I know. | 

Amin. No Promiſe from your Goodneſs. 

Maſt. Am I a God? For Heav'ns fake ftow this Wo- 

Tib. Go, take your gilt Prayer-Book, (man; 
And to your Buſineſs; wink and die, | 
There's an old Haddock ſtays for ye. 

Amin. Muſt I die here in all the Frights and Terrors, 
The thouſand ſeveral Shapes Death triumphs in? 
No Friend to counſel me? 

Alb, Have Peace, ſweet Miſtreſs. 


Amin. No Kindreds Tears upon me? Oh! My Country? 


No gentle Hand to cloſe mine Eyes? 
Alb Becomforted, Heay*n has the ſame 
Power (till, and the ſame Mercy. 
Amin. Oh, that Wave will devour me. 
Maſt, Carry her down, Captain, 
Or by theſe Hands I'll give no more direction, 
| Let the Ship fink or ſwim ; we ha ne'er better luck, 
When we ha ſuch ſtowage as theſe Trinkets with us; 
Theſe (weet Sin-breeders, how can Heav'n ſinile on us, 
When ſuch a burthen of Iniquity 
Lies tumbling like a Potion in our Ship's Belly? Exit. 
Tib. Away with her, and if ſhe have « Prayer, 
That's fit for ſuch an Hour, let her ſay't quickly, 
And ſeriouſly. U 
Alb. Come, I ſee it clear, Lady, come in, 
And take ſome comfort. I'II ſtay with ye. 


it. 


Amin. Where ſhould I ſtay? To what end ſhould ] hope, 


Am not I circled round with Miſery ? 

Confuſions in their full heights dwell about me- 
Oh Monſieur Albert, how am! bound to curſe ye, 
! Curſes could redeem me? How to hite ye? 

You ford d me from my quiet, from my Friends ; 
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Even from their Arms, that were as dear to me, 

As Daylight is, or Comfort to the wretched; 

You forc'd my Friends from their peaceful Reſt, 
Some your relentleſs Sword gave their laſt Groans ; 
Would I had there been numbred, 

And to Fortune's never ſatisfied Afflictions 1 
ve turn'd my Brother; and thoſe few Friends I'd leſt, 
Like deſperate Creatures, to their own Fears 

And the World's ſtubborn Pities: Oh mercileſs ! 

Alb. Sweet Miſtreſs. 

Amin. And whither they are wandring to avoid ye, 
Or whether dead, and no kind Earth to cover em; 
Was this a Lover's Part? But Heav'n has found ye, 
Andin his loudeſt Voice, his Voice of Thunder, 

And in the Mutiny of his deep Wonders, 
He tells ye now, ye weep too late. 
Alb. Let theſe Tears tell how I honour ye; 
Ye know, dear Lady, ſince ye are mine, 
How truly I have lov'd ye, how ſanctimoniouſſy 
Obſerv'd your Honour; not one laſcivious Word, 
Not one touch, Lady; no, not a hope that might not render 
The unpolluted Servant of your Chaſtity; (me 
For you I put to Sea, to ſeek your Brother, 
Your Captain, yet your Slave, that his Redemption, 
If he be living, where the Sun has Circuir, 
May expiate your Rigour, and my Raſhneſs. 

Amint. The Storm grows greater, what ſhall we do? 

Alb. Let's in, | 
And ask Heav'ns Mercy; my ſtrong Mind yet preſages, 
Through all theſe Dangers, we ſhall ſee a Day yet 
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Shall crown your pious Hopes, and my fair Wiſhes. [Exit, 


Enter Maſter, Sailors, Gentlemen, and Boatſwain. 
Maft. It muſt all over-board, 
Boatſ. It clears to Sea-ward Maſter, 
Fling o'er the Lading there, and let's lighten her; 
All che Meat, and the Cakes, we are all gone elſe; 
That we may find her Leaks, and hold her up; 
Yet ſave ſome little Bisket for the Lady 


Till we come to the Land, 


Lam. 
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Lam. Muſt my Goods over too ?. | 
Why honeſt Maſter, here lies all my Mony; 
The Mony I ha wrackt by Uſury, 
To buy new Lands and Lordſhips in new Countries, 
'Cauſe I was baniſn'd from mine own, 
I ha' been this twenty Years a raiſing it. 
Iib. Out with it: | . 
The Devils are got together by the Ears, who ſhall have 
And here they quarrel in the Clouds. (it; 
Lam, I am undone, Sir. | | 
Tib. And be undone, tis better than we. 
Lam. Oh fave one Cheſt of Plate. 
Tib. Away with it luſtily, Sailors, 
It was ſome Pawn that he has got unjuſtly ; 
Down with it low enough, and ler Crabs breed in't; 


Maſt. Over with the Trunks too. 
Enter Albert. 
Alb. Take mine, and ſpare not. 
Maſt. We muſt over with all. 
Fran. Will ye throw away my Lordſhip, 
That I ſold, put it into Cloaths and Neceſſaries, 
To go to Sea with? 0 
Tib. Over with it; I love to ſee a Lordſhip ſink; 
Sir, you left no Wood upon't, to Buoy it up; 
You might ha' ſav'd it elle. 
Han. I am undone for ever. (happy ? 
Alb. Why, we are all undone; would you be only 
Lam. Sir, you may loſe too. | 
Tih, Thou lieſt; 1 ha' nothing but my Skin, 
And Cloaths; my Sword here, and my ſelf; 
Two Crowns in my Pocket; two pair of Cards; 
Andthree falſe Dice: I can ſwim like a Fiſh, 
Raſcal, nothing to hinder me, 
Brarſ. In with her of all Hands. (all; 
Maſt. Come Gentlemen, come Captain, ye muſt help 
My Life now for the Land, g 
Tis high, and rocky, and full of Perils. 
b. However let's attempt it. 
Maſt, Then cheer luſtily my Hearts. [5 
| 5 925 uter 
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Enter Sebaſtian an Nicuſa. 
Seb. Ves, tis a Ship, I ſee it now, a tall Ship, 
She has wrought luſtily for her deliverance ; | 
Heav'ns mercy, what a wretched Day has here been? 
Nic. To ſtill and quiet Minds that knew no Miſery, 
It may ſeem wretched, but with us tis ordinary; 
Heav'n has no Storm in ſtore, nor Earth no Terror, 
That can ſeem new to us. gs 
Seb. 'Tis true Nicuſa, if Fortune were determin'd 
To be wanton, and would wipe out the Stories 
Of Mens Miſeries; yet we two living, 
We could croſs her purpoſe; for 'tis impoſſible 
She ſhould cure us, we are ſo excellent in our Aflictions; 
It would be more than Glory to her Blindneſs, 
And ſtile her Power beyond her Pride, to quit us. 
Nic. Do they live ſtill? 
Seb. Yes, and make to Harbour, 
Nic. Moſt miſerable Men; I grieve their Fortunes. 
Seb. How happy had'they been, had the Sea cover'd 


They leap from one Calamity to another (em? 
Had they been drown'd,they had ended all their Sorrows. 
What ſhouts of Joy they make? © (ence 


Mic. Alas poor Wretches, had they but once Experi- 
Of this Iſland, they'd turn their Tunes ro Wailings, 
Seb. Nay, to Curſes, 5 
That ever they ſet foot on ſuch Calamities; 
Here's nothing but Rocks and Barrenneſs, 
Hunger and Cold to eat; here's no Vineyards 
To cheer the Heart of Man, no Chriſtal Rivers, 
After his Labour, to refreſh his Body, 
If he be feeble ; nothing to reſtore him, 4 Fe 
Put heav'nly hopes: Nature that made thoſe Remedics, 
Dares not come hcre, nor look on our Diſtreſſes, 
or fear ſhe turn wild, like the Place, and barren. 
Nic. Oh Unkle, yet a little Memory of what we were, 
T will be a little Comfort in'our Calamities; 
When we were ſeated in our bleſſed Homes, 
How happy in our Kindreds, in our Families, 


£ 


In all our Fortunes? 90 
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Seb. Curſe on thoſe French Pirats, that diſplanted us, 
That flung us from that Happineſs we found there; 
Conſtrain d us to Sea, to fave our Lives, Honours, and our 
With all we had, our Kinſmen, and our Jewels, (Riches, 
In hope to find ſome Place free from ſuch Robbers, 
Where a mighty Storm ſever'd our Barks, 

That, where my Wife, my Daughter 
And my noble Ladies that went: with her, 
Virgins and loving Souls, to ſcape thoſe Pirats. 

Nic. They are yet living; ſuch Goodneſs cannot periſh. 

Seb. But never to me, Couſin; | 
Never to me again; what bears their Flag-ſtavcs? 

Nic. The Arms of France ſure; 

Nay, do not ſtart, we cannot be more miſerable; 
Death is a Cordial now, come when it will. 

Seb. They get to ſhore apace, they'll fly as faſt (there? 
When once they find the Place; what's that which ſwims 

Nic. A ſtrong young Man, Sir, with a handſome Wo- 
Hanging about his Neck. | (man 

Seb. That ſhews ſome Honour; | 
May thy brave Charity, what e'er thou art, 

Be ſpoken in a Place that may renown thee, 

And not die here. 
Nic. The Boat it ſeems turn'd over, 

So forced to their ſhifts, yet all are landed: 

They're Pirates on my Lite. 
Seb. They will not Rob us; 

For none will take our Miſery for Riches : 

Come Couſin, let's deſcend, and try their Pities; 

If we get off, -a little hope walks with uus; 

It not, we ſhall but load this wretched Ifland 

With the ſame Shadows ſtill, that muſt grow ſhorter. Ex. 
Enter Albert, Aminta, Tibalt, Morillat, Lamure, 

Maſter, Franville, Surgeon, and Sailors, 

Tib. Wet come aſhore my Mates, we are ſafe ari ived yet. 

Maft. Thanks to Heav' 's Goodneſs, no Man loſt: 
The Ship rides fair too, and her Leaks in good Plight, 

Alb. The Weather's turn'd more courteous; | 
How does my Dear? 

Alas, how weak ſhe is, and wet ? 
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Amin. I am glad yet, I ſcap'd with Life; And 
Which certain, noble Captain, next to Heav'ns Goodneſs, Or: 


] muſt thank you for, and which is more, Tho 
Acknowledge your dear Tendernefs, your firm Love AM 
To your unworthy Miſtreſs, and recant too Or a 
(ſndecd I muſt) thoſe harſh Opinions, Fr 


Thoſe cruel unkind Thoughts, I heapt upon ye; 


Farther than that, I muſt forget your Injuries, L. 
So far I am ty'd and fetter'd to your Service, Nor 
Believe me, I will learn to Love. | A 
Alb. I thank ye, Madam, M 
And it ſhall be my Practice to ſerve. | And 
What cheer, Companions? | K M 
Tib. No great cheer, Sir, a piece of ſouc'd Bisket, If ye 
And half a hard Egg; for the Sea has taken order, Ti 
Being young and ſtrong, we ſhall not ſurfeit, Captain. Figh 
For mine own part, I'll dance till Pm dry; He's 
Come Surgeon, out with your Cliſter-pipe, Relic 
And ſtrike a Galliard. Box 
Alb. What a brave Day again? And 
And what fair Weather, after ſo foul a Storm? 4 
Lam. Ay, an't pleas'd the Maſter he might ha' ſeen Wh: 
This Weather, and ha' ſav'd our Goods. No 
Alb. Never think on 'em, we have our Lives and But 
Lam. ] muſt think on 'em, and think (Healths. Infla 
*T was moſt maliciouſly done to undo me. Wh 
Fran. And me too, I loſt all; The 

I han't another Shirt to put upon me, nor Cloaths, But 
But theſe poor Rags ; 1 had fifteen fair Suits, Tha 
The worſt was cut upon Taffaty. | Ti 
Tib. 1 am glad you ha' loſt, give me thy Hand, If yi 

Is thy Skin whole? art thou not purl'd with Scabs ? And 
No antient Monuments of Madam Venus? : Hay 
Thou haſt a Suit then will poſe the cunning' ſt Tailor, | hay 
That will never turn Faſhion, nor forſake thee, And 
Till thy Executors, the Worms, uncaſe thee, And 
They take off glorious Suits, Fauville: thou art happy Twc 
Thou art deliver'd of em; here are no Brokers, * 
nat 


No Alchymiſts to turn 'em into Mettal; 
Nor leather'd Captains, with Ladies to adore em; 1 
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Wilt thouſee a Dog · fiſh riſe in one ofthy brave Doub 
And tumble like a Tub to make thee merry, oe of 
Or an old Haddock riſe with thy hatch'd Sword 
Thou paid*ſt a hundred Crowns for? 
A Mermaid ina Mantle of your Worſhip's, 
Or a Dolphin in your double Ruff? | 
Fran, Ye are merry, but if I take it thus, 
If 1 be foiſted and jeer'd out of my Goods. 
Lam. Nor I, I vow thee. 3 
Nor Maſter, nor Mate, I ſee your cunning. 
Alb. Oh be not angry, Gentlemen. 
Moril. Ves Sir, we have Reaſon : | 
And ſome Friends I can make. _ 
Maſt. What J did, Gentlemen, was for the general 
If ye aim at me, I am not ſo tame. (Safety. 
Tib. Pray take my Counſel, Gallants, | 
Fight not till the Surgeon be well, 
He's damnable Sea-ſick, and may ſpoil all; 
Beſides he has loſt his Fiddleſtick, and the beſt 
Box of Bores-greale ; why do you make ſuch Faces, 
And hand your Sword? 18 
Alb. Who would ye fight with, Gentlemen? 
Who has done ye wrong? for ſhame be better temper'd. 
No ſooner come to give Thanks for our Safeties, 
But we muſt raiſe new civil Broils amongſt us, ſus? 
Iuflame thoſe angry Powers, to ſhower new Vengeance on 
hat can we expect for theſe unmanly Murmurs, 
Theſe ſtrong Temptations of their holy Pities, 
But Plagues in another kind, a fuller, ſo dreadful, 
That the ſinging Storms are Slumbers to it? 
Tib. Be Men, and rule your Minds; 
If you will needs fight, Gentlemen, 
And think to raiſe new Riches by your Valours, 
Have at ye, 1 have little elſe to do now, 
| have ſaid my Prayers; you ſay you have loſt, 
And make your loſs your Quarrel, 
And grumble at my Captain here, and the Maſter, 
Two worthy Perſons, indeed too worthy for ſuch Raſcals, 
Thou Galloon Gallant, and Aammon you 
That build on golden Mountains, thou Mony-Maggot; 
| me, 
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Come, all draw your Swords, ye ſay ye are miſerable. 
Alb. Nay, hold good Tt. 
Tib. Captain, let me correct em; 
I'll make ye ten times worſe, I will not leave em; 
For look ye, fighting is as nouriſhing to me as cating, 
1 was born quarrelling. hy es 

Maſt. Pray, Sir. 

Tib. I will not leave em Skins to cover em; 
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Do ye grumble, when ye are well, ye Rogues? 5] 
Maſt. Noble Du- pour. | 
Tib. Ve haveCloaths now; and ye prate. A 
Amin. Pray Gentlemen, for my fake be at Peace, | C 


Let it become me to make all Friends. 

Fran. Vou have ſtopt our Angers, Lady. 

Alb. This ſhews noble. 

Tib. *Tis well; 'tis very well; there's half a Bisket, 
Break't amongſt ye all, and thank my Bounty. 
This is Cloaths and Plate too; come, no more Quarrelling. 

Amin. But ha! what things are theſe, | 
Are they human Creatures? 

Enter Sebaſtian and Nicuſa. 

Tib. 1 have heard of Sca-Calves. 

Alb. They are no Shadows ſure, they have Legs and 

Tib. They hang bur lightly on though, (Arms. 

Amin. How they look, are they Mens Faces? 

Tib. They have Horſe-tails growing to em. 
Goodly long Manes. | 

Amin. Alas what ſunk Eyes they have! 

How they are crept in, as if they had beenfrighted! 
Sure they are wretched Men. | | 

Tib. Where are their Wardrobes ? 

Look ye Franville, here are a couple of Courtiers. 

Amin. They kneel, alas poor Souls. 

Alb. What are ye ? ſpeak ; are ye alive, 

Or wandring Shadows, that find no Peace on Earth, 
Till ye reveal ſome hidden Secret? 
Seb. We are Men as you are, 
Only our Miſeries make us ſeem Monſters ; 
If ever Pity dwelt in noble Hearts (men. 
Alb. We underſtand em too; pray mark em, Gn 
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Seb. Or that Heay'n is pleas d with human Charity; 
If ever ye have heard the Name of Friendſhip, 
Or rec in your ſelyes the leaſt Afflictions, 
Have gentle Fathers that have bred ye tenderly, 
And Mothers that have wept for your Misfortunes, 
Have Mercy on our Miſeries. | | 
Alb. Stand up, W retches ; 
Speak boldly, and have releaſe. 
Nic. If ye be Chriſtians, 
And by that blefſed Name bound to relicye us, 
Convey us from this Iſland. 
Alb.. Speak; what are ye ? 
Seb, As you are, Gentle born; to tell ye more, 
r but to 8 9 u N * Calamities, 
And turn your Eyes wild with perpetual Weepings; 
Theſe many ens in this moſt wretched Hand 1 
We two have liv'd z the ſcorn and game of Fortune; 
Bleſs your ſelves from it, Noble Gentlemen; 
The greateſt Plagues that human Nature ſuffers 
Are ſeated here, Wildneſs and Wants innumerable. 
Alb. How came ye hither? | 
Nic. In a Ship as you do, and you might have been, 
Had not Heav'n preſery'd ye for ſome more noble uſe, 
Wrackt deſperately ; our Men, and all conſum'd, 
But we two; that ſtill live, and ſpin out | 
The thin and ragged Threads of our Misfortunes. 
Alb, Is there no Meat above? Fs 
Seb. Nor Meat nor Quiet ; 
No Summer here, to promiſe any thing; 
Nor Autumn, to make full the Reaper's Hands; 
The Earth obdurate to the Tears of Heav'n, 
Lets nothing ſhoot but poiſon'd Weeds, 
No Rivers, nor no pleaſant Groves, no Beaſts; 
All that were made for Man's uſe, flie this Deſart; 
No airy Fowl dares make his flight over it, | 
It is ſo Ominous. | 5 
Serpents, and ugly things, the ſhames of Nature, 
Roots of malignant Taſtes, foul ſtanding Waters; 
Sometimes we find a fulſome Sea-root, 
And that's a Delicate? a Rat ſometimes, Jew 
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And that we hunt like Princes in their Pleaſure; 
And when we take a Toad, we make a Banquet. 
Amin. For Heav'ns ſake let's aboard. 


Alb. D'ye-know no farther ? (Place inhabited; Tha 

Nic. Yes, we have ſometimes ſeen the ſhadow of > Wl Ne: 
And heard the Noiſe of Hunters; L 
And have attempted to find it, ſo far as a River, F 
Deep, ſlow, and dangerous, fenced with high Rocks, A 
We have gone; but not able to atchieye that Hazard, T 
Return to our old Miſeries. Thi: 


If this ſad Story may deſerve your Pities. (Miſeries. Hav. 
Alb. Ye ſhall aboard with us, we will relieve your A 


Seb. Nor will we be unthankful for this Benefit, be 
No Gentlemen, we'll pay for our Deliverance; Here 
Look ye that piough the Seas for Wealth and Pleaſures, Let' 
That out-run Day and Night with your Ambitions, V 
Look on thoſe heaps, they ſeem hard ragged Quarries; Sel 
Remove 'em, and view 'em fully. N 

Maſt. Oh Heav'n, they are Gold and Jewels. 

Seb. Be not too haſty, here lies another heap. Ti 

Mor. And here another, Youſ 
All perfect Gold. (Carvers, Mc 

Alb. Stand farther off, you muſt not be your own Ti 

Lam. We have ſhares, and deep ones. Cove 

Fran. Yes Sir, we'll maintain't: ho Fellow Sailors. lam | 

Lam. Stand all to your Freedoms; will 
I'll have all this. | Ye bl 

Fran. And I this. Ye dc 

Tib. You ſhall be hang'd firſt. / All 

Lam. My Loſſes ſhall be made good. Tip 

Fran. So ſhall mine, or with my Sword I'll do't; e ; 
All that will ſhare with us, aſſiſt us. Fry 

Tiib. Captain, let's ſet in. 45, t 
Alb. This Mony will undo us, undo us all. * 
Seb. This Gold was the Overthrow of my Happineſs; 2 

1 had Command too, when 1 landed here, 3 

And lead young, high, and noble Spirits under me, | 4 . 
This curſed Gold enticing em. they ſet upon their Captaim My.“ 
On me thatown'd this Wealth, and this poor Gentleman, © ar 
Gave us no few Wounds, forc'd us from our own 3 ax; WY 


S ow 
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And then their civil Swords, whe ſhould be Owners, 
And who Lords over all, turn'dagainſt their own Lives, 
Firſt in their Rage conſum'd the Ship, 1 
That poor part of the Ship that Cap the firſt Wrack, 
Next their Lives by heaps; Oh be you wiſe and careful. 
Lam. We'll ha' more: Sirrah, come ſhew it. (of. 
Fran. Or ten times worſe Afflictions than thou ſpeak'ſt 
Alb. Nay, and ye will be Dogs. | Beats 'em out. 
Tib. Let me come, Captain: ay 
This Golden Age muſt have an Iron ending. . 
Have at the Bunch. [ He beats em off, Exit. 
Amin. Oh Albert; Oh Gentlemen, Oh Friends. | Exit. 
Seb. Come noble Nephew, if we ſtay here we die, 
Here rides their Ship, yet all are gone to th* Spoil, 
Let's make a quick uſe. 
Nic. Away dear Uncle. 
Seb. This Gold was our Overthrow. 1 
Nic, It may now be our Happineſs. [Exeunt. 
Enter Tibalt and the reſt. 
Tih. You ſhall have Gold, yes, Tl cram it int? ye; 
You ſhall be your own Carvers; yes, Þll carve ye. 
Mor. I ara fore, I pray hear Reaſon. 5 
Tib. I'll hear none. | 
Covetous baſe Minds have no Reaſon ;. JP 
lam hurt my ſelf; but whilſt I have a Leg left, 
| will fo haunt your gilded Souls; how d'ye, Captain? 
Ye bleed apace, curſe on the Cauſers on't; | 
Ye do not faint? Fog 
Alb. No, no, I am not ſo happy. | 
Db. D'ye howl, nay, yedeſerve itt: 
Baſe greedy Rogues; come, ſhall we makean end of'em? 
Alb. They are our Country-men, for Heav ns ſake ſpare 
Alas, they are hurt enough, and they relent now. (em. 


. ' Aminta above. 
Amin. Oh Captain, Captain; | 
Alb. Whoſe Voice is that? 2 
Tib. The Lady's. „„ 
Amin. Look Captain, look; ye are undone; Poor 
1 « my undone, all, W We are all oe 11 
Wiltul 1ndone:; r 1 our ID. * 
Yor, VI Men, ye are _ * your Ship, y 405. 
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Alb. What of her? 
Amin. She's under Sail, and n 
See where ſhe flies, ſee to your ſhames, you Wretches 
Theſe poor ſtarv'd things that ſhew d you Gold. 
_ [Eamure and Franville gee up 70 ſee the S 
1 Sail. They have cut the Cables, 
Andy t her out; the Tide too has beſriended - em. 
Where are the Sailors that kept her? 
Br Here, here in the Mutiny, to take up Mony, 
And left no Creature, left the Boat aſhore too; 
This Gold, this damn'd enticing Gold. 
2 Sail. How the Wind 11885 her, 
As if it vicd to force her from our RY 
Lam. Come back, good old Men. 
Fran. Good honeſt Men, come back, 


Tib. The Wind's againſt ye, ſpeak louder. ' 
Lam. Ve ſhall have all your Gold again; they ſee us. uh 
Tih. Hold up your Hands, and kneel, v.. 
And howl ye Block. heads, they'll have Compaſſion on ye; 85 8 
Ves, yes, tis very likely, ye have deſery'd 1 it, Read 
D'ye look like Dogs now? 105 | 
Are your mighty * abated? * 
Alb. 1 bleed apace, Tibalt. qu. 2 
Tib. Retire Sir, and make the beſtuſeaf our Micria. l 
They but begin now. 5 — 


Euter Aminta. 
Amin. Are ye alive ſtill? 
Alb. Yes, Sweet. 
Ti. Help him off, Lady; | 
And wrap him warm in your Arms, ((omely, 
Here's Hnethis that's comfortable; off with him band: 
II come to ye raight, bur vex th of Raſcals a little: 
| I Exe. Albert and Amintd 


ls 
Fran. Oh, I am hungry, and hurt, and I am wear]: 43 
Tb. Here sa Peſtle of a Porrigue, Sir, Your c 
"Tis excellent Meat, with four Sauce; All 
And here's two Chains, ſuppoſe em Sauſages; By you 
Then there wants Muſtard, 


But the fearful Surgeon will ſupply ye preſeath Lam 


- 


Lam. Oh for that Surgeon, I ſhall die elſe. 
Tib. Faith there he lies in the ſame pickle too. 
Sur. My Salves and all my Inſtruments are loſt; 

And I am hurt and ſtarv'd: _ 

Good Sir, ſeek for ſome Herbs. 
Til. Here's Herb-graceleſs, will that ſerve? 

Gentlemen, will ye go to Supper? EG 
All. Where's the Meat? | 
Tib. Where's the Meat? What a Veal Voice is there? 
Fran, Would we had it, Sir, or any thing elſe, _ 
Tib. I would now cut your Throat you Dog, 

But that I wo not do you ſuch a courteſie; 

To take you from the benefit of ſtarving, _ 

Oh! what a Comfort will your Worſhip have ſome three 

Days hence? 

Yethings beneath Pity, Famine ſhall be your Harbinger, 

You muſt not look for Down- beds here, 

Nor Hangings; though I could wiſh ye ſtrong ones; 

Yet there be many lightſome cool Star- chambers, 

Open to every ſweet Air, I'll aſſure ye, 

Ready provided for ye, and fo ll leave ye; 

Your firſt courſe is ſervd, expect the ſecond. ¶ Exit. 
Fran, A vengeance on "thele * * 
Lam. Oh! th curſed Gold. 5 U 


ACTI SCENE I 


Enter Albert, and Aminta. 


WY FO A* dear Soul, ye faint. 
Amin, You ſpeak the Language 
. hich I ſhould uſe to you, Heav' nknows, my Weakneſs 
„dot for what 1 ſuffer in my ſelf, 
= to imagi ine what you endure, and to what Fate 
Your cruel Stars reſerve ye | 

b. Do not add to my ) Aflitions 
by 2 tender Pitics, ſure we have chang'd Sexes; 
ou bear Calamity with a Fortitude 


Would becom Man; I like a weak Girl, ſuffer - 
? * Hh 2 Amin. 


4M 
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Amin. Oh, but your Wounds, 
How fearfully they gape? And every one 
To me is a b If 1 lov'd truly, | 
(Wiſe Men affirm, that true Love can do Wonders, Not 
Theſe bath'd in my warm Tears would ſoon be cur'd, AV 
And leave no Orifice behind; pray give me leave To 
To play the Surgeon, and bind em up; 
The raw Air rankles 'em. 

Alb. Sweet, we want Means. 

Amin. Love can ſupply all Wants. 


Alb. What have ye done, Sweet ? A 
Oh Sacrilege to Beauty, there's no Hair A 
Of theſe pure Locks, by which the greateſt King Infor 

Would not be gladly bound, and love his Fetters. But! 

Amin. Oh Albert, J offer this Sacrifice of Service Follc 
To the Altar of your ſtzid Temperance, and ſtill adoreit: WW hey 
When with a violent Hand you made me yours, Whe 
I curs'd the Doer; but now I conſider, We 
How long I was in your Power, and with what Honour Al 
You entertain'd me, it being feldom ſeen, On h 
That Youth, and heat of Blood, cou'd cer preſcribe The 
Laws to it ſelf; your Goodneſs is the Leibe And! 
In which I drown your Injuries, and now live And « 
Truly to ſerve ye: How do you, Sir? Oh t. 
Receive you the leaſt eaſe from my Service? An 
If you do, I am largely recompenc'd. This 

Alb. You good Angels, : We! 

That are ingag' d, when Man's Ability fails, Nor! 
To reward Goodneſs, look upon this Lady; Ali 
Though Hunger gripes my croaking Entrails, Than 
Vet when | kiſs t ell Rubies, methinks New 
I'm at a Banquet, a refreſhing Banquet; More 
Speak my bleſs'd one, art not Hungry? Theſe 

Amin. Indeed I could eut, to bear you Comp. du 
Alb. Bluſh, unkind Nature, Ft oy | Like \ 
If thou haſt Power, or Being, to hear Am 
Thy ſelf, and by ſuch Innocence, accus d, Alb 
Muſt print a thoufand kinds of Shame, upon My be 
Thy various Face: Canft thou ſupply a Drunkard, Tisnc 


And with a prodigal Hand reach' choice of Wines, . 
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Till he caſt up thy Bleſſings ? Or a Glutton, 
That robs the Elements, to ſooth his Palate, 
And only eats to beget Appetite, 
Not to be ſatisfied? And ſuffer here | 
A Virgin, which the Saints would make their Gueft, 
To pine for Hunger? Ha, if my Senſe. | Horns within. 
Deceive me not, theſe Notes take Being 
From the breath of Men; confirm me, my Aminta 
Again, this way the gentle Wind conveys it to us, 
Hear you nothing ? 
Amin. Ves, it ſeems free Hunters Muſick ; 
Alb. Still *tis louder; and I remember the Portugal: 
Inform'd us, they had often heard ſuch ſounds, 
But ne' er could touch the Shore from whence it came; 
Follow me, my Aminta : My good Genius, 
Shew me the way ſtill, {till we are directed; 
When we gain the top of this near riſing Hill, 
We ſhall know further. [ Exe. And Enter above. 
Alb. Courteous Zephyrus, 
On his dewy Wings, carries Perfumes to cheer us; 
The Air clears too; | 
And now we may diſcern another Iſland, 
And queltionleſs, the Seat of fortunate Men: 
Oh that we could arrive there. , 
Amin, No Albert, tis not to be hop'd z 
This envious Torrent's cruelly interpos'd; 
We have no Veſſel that may tranſport us; 
Nor hath Nature given us Wings to fly. 
Alb. Better try all hazards, | 
Than periſh here remedileſs; I feel 
New Vigour in me, and a Spirit that dares 
More than a Man, to ſerve my fair Aminta, _ 
Theſe Arms ſhall be my Oars, with which PI! ſwim, 
Andmy Zeal to fave thy innocent (elf, 
Like Wings, ſhall bear me up abovethe brackiſh Waves. 
mm. Will ye then leave me? | 
Alb. Till now I ne'er was wretched. 
My beſt Aminta, 1 ſwear by Goodneſs, 
Tis not Hope, nor Fear, 'of my ſelf, that invites me 
TothisExtream tis to fupply thy wants: And believe me, 
Hh 3 Though 
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Though Pleaſure met me in moſt raviſhing Forms, en 


And Happineſs courted me to entertain her, The 
I would not eat nor ſleep, till I return d Of 1 
And crown'd thee with my Fortunes, The 
Amin. Oh but your Abſence. Imp 
Alb. Suppoſe it but a Dream, and as you may, Cam 
Endeavour to take Reſt; and when that Sleep That 
Deceives your Hunger with imagin'd Food, She 
Think you haveſent me for Diſcovery lu m 
Of ſome moſt fortunate Continent, yet unknown, 7 
Which you are to be Queen of. 1 
And now ye Powers, that cer heard Lovers Prayers, For 1 
Or cheriſh'd pure Affection, look on him But 1 
That is your Votary; and make it known, Gr 
Againſt all ſtops, you can defend your own- [ Exit. By D 
Euter Hippolita, Crocale, and Juletta. And 

Hip. How did we loſe Clarinda? (rake ſoil, To c 


Co. When we beliey'd the Stag was ſpent, and would Ever 
The fight of the black Lake, which we fuppos'd 
He choſe for his laſt Refuge, frighted him more And 
Than we that did purſue him. 

Jul. That's uſual; for Death it ſelf is not ſo terrible In th 


To any Beaſt of Chaſe. Then 

+ Hip. Sinceweliv'd here, wene'er could force one to il. ¶ | hav 
Cro. Tis ſo dreadful, | Ful 

* Birds that with their Pinions cleave the Air Go, 
Dare not fly over it; when the Stag turn'd Head, And 
And we, even tir d with Labour, Clarinda, as it Andr 
She were made of Air and Fire, N (Trot 
And had no part of Earth in her, eagerly purſu'd him; 48 . 
Nor need we fear her ſafety, this Place yields not Hip 
Fawns nor _ or more luſtful Men; Gp, 
Here we live ſecure, Wher 
And have among our ſires a Common-wealth, A. 
Which in our ſelves begun, with us muſt end. Go, 
Jul. Ay, there's the miſery. | In yea 


Ga. Eut being alone, 
Allow me freedom hut to ſpeak my Thoughts; 
The ſtrictneſs of our Governeſs, that forbids us, 
On pain of Death, the ſight and uſe of Men, 
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Js more than Tyranny; for her ſelf, ſhe's paſt 
Thoſe youthful Heats, and feels not the want | 
Of that which young Maids long for; and her Daughter 
The fair Clarinde, though in few Years 
Improv'd in height and large proportion, 
Came here ſo young, ON 
That ſcarce remembring that ſhe had a Father, 
She never dreams of Man; and ſhould ſhe ſee one, 
lu my Opinion, 'twould appear a ſtrange Beaſt to her. 
Jul. *Tis not ſo with us. | | 
Hip. For my part, I confeſs it, I was not made 
For this ſingle Life; nor do I love Hunting ſo, 
But that J had rather be the Chaſe my (elf. 
Cro, By Venus (out upon me) I ſhould have ſworn 
By Diana, I am of thy mind too Wench ; 
And though I have ta en an Oath, not alone 
To deteſt, but never to think of Man, 
Every hour ſomething tells me I am forſworn; 
For 1 confeſs, Imagination helps me ſometimes, 
And that's all is left for us to feed on, 
We might ſtarve elſe, for if I have any Pleaſure 
In this Life, but when I ſleep, I am a Pagan; 
Then from the Courtier to the Country-clown, 
| have ſtrange Viſions. . | | 
Jul. Viſions, Crocale? _ 
Oo. Yes, and fine Viſions too; 
And Viſions 1 hope in Dreams are harmleſs, 
And not forbid by our Canons; the laſt Night 
(Troth 'tis a fooliſh one, but I muſt tell it) - 
\s1lay in my Cabin, betwixt ſleeping and waking, 
Hip. Upon your Back? * 
Go. How ſhould a young Maid lie, Fool, 
When ſhe would be intrancd? 
Hip. We are inſtructed, forward I prethoe. 
Go. Methonght a ſweet young Man 
1 years ſome twenty, with a downy Chin, 
P romiſing a future Beard, and yet no red one, 
ole lily to my Cabin all unbrac'd, 27 o ., 
5k me in his Arms, and kiſs d tne twenty times, 


ler ſtill I lept. | | rel a) 
"ONS Hb 4 Jul. 
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Jul. Fie, thy Lips run over, Crocale. 
Bur to the reſt. | 
Cro. Lord, what a Man isthis, thought I, 
To do this to a Maid! RO 
Yet then for my Lite I could not wake. 
The Youth, a little daunted, with a trembling Hand 
Heav'd up the Clothes. | 
Hip. Yet {till you ſlept? 
Go. V faith I did; and when, methoughts, he was warm 
by my Side, - 


Thinking to catch him, I ſtretch'd out both mine Arms; | 


And when I felt him nor, I ſhriek'd out, 
And wak'd for Anger. 

Hip. *T was a pretty Dream. 

Cro. Ay, if it had been a true one. 

Enter Albert. 

Jul. But ſtay, what's here caſt o' th* Shore? 

Hip. 'Tis a Man; | 
Shall I ſhoot him? 

Cro. No, no, tis a handſome Beaſt, 
Would we had more o' th' Breed; ſtand cloſe Wenches, 
And let's hear if he can ſpeak; SE 

Alb. Do I yer live? 
Sure it is Air I breathe : What Place is this? . 
Sureſomething more than Humane keeps Reſidence her 
For I have paſt the Sygian Gulph, 
And touch upon the bleſſed Shore: Tis ſo; 
This is the Elizian Shade; theſe happy Spirits, 
That here enjoy all Pleaſures. 

Hip. He makes towards us. 

Jul. Stand, or I'Il ſhoot. ; 

Cro. Hold, he makes no Reſiſtance. 

Alb. Be not offended, Goddeſſes, that I fall 
Thus proſtrate at your Feet: Or if hot ſuch, 
But Nymphs of Dian's Train, that range theſe Groves, 
Which you forbid to Men; vouchſafe to know 
I am a Man, a wicked ſinful Man; and yet not ſold 
So far to Impudence, as to preſume | . 
To preſs upon your Privacies, or provoke _ 


Your Heav'nly Angers; tis not for my ſelf | 
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beg thus poorly, for Tam already wounded, 
Wounded to Death, and faint; my laſt Breath 
Is for a Virgin, comes as near your ſelves 
In all Perfection, as what's Mortal may 
Reſemble things Divine. O pity her, 
And let your Charity free her from that Deſart, 
If Heav'nly Charity can reach to Hell, 
For ſure that Place comes near it; and where- e or 
My Ghoſt ſhall find abede, 
Eternally I ſhall pour Bleſſings on ye. 
Hip. By my Life I cannot hurt him. 
Cro. Though I loſe my Head for it, nor I. 
| muſt pity him, and will. | 
Enter Clarinda. 
Jul. But ſtay, Clarinds*? | 
Cla. What new Game have ye found here, ha! 
What Beaſt is this lies wallowing in his Gore? 
Cro, Keep off, = | 
Cla. Wherefore, I pray? I ne'er turn'd 
From a fell Lioneſs robb'd of her W helps, 
And ſhall I fear dead Carrion? 
Jul. O bur. | 
Cla. But, What is't? 
Hip. It is Infectious. 
dla. Has it not a Name? 
Oo. Yes, but ſuch a Name from _— 
As from the Devil, your Mother commands us fly, 
Cla. Ist a Man? | | 
Cro, It is. | 
Ca. What a brave Shape it has in Death; 
How excellent would it appear, had it Life! 
Why ſhould it be infectious? I have heard 
My Mother ſay, 1 had a Father, 
And was not he a Man? 
(70, Queſtionleſs, Madam. 
Cla. Your Fathers too were Men? ry 
Jul. Without doubt Lady. 
cla. And without ſuch it is impoſſible 
We could have been. 725 


Hip. A Sin againſt Nature to deny it. 
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Cla. Nor can you or I have any gel tobe a Mother, 
Without the help of Men. 


Co. Impoſſible. 
Cla. Which of you then moſt barbarous, ahat * 1 


You from a Man had Being, and owe to it | C 
The name of Parent, durſt preſume to kill B 
The Likeneſs of that thing by which you Wes F. 
Whoſe Arrows made theſe Wounds? ſpeak, or by Dian, Is 
Without Diſtinction T'1l let fly at ye all. 
* Not mine. M 
Nor mine. L 
1 00 'Tis ſtrange to ſee her mov d thus. = T7 


Reftrain your Fury, Madam; had we kill'd him, 
We had but pertorm'd your Mother's Command. 

Ca. Bur if ſhe command unjuſt and cruel things, 
We are not to obey it. 

Oo. We are innocent; ſome darm did caſt 
Him Shipwrackt on the ſhore, as you ſee wounded: 
Nor durſt we be Surgeons to ſuch | 

Your Mother doth appoiit for Death. 

Cla. Weak Excuſe; where's Pit? 
Where's ſoft Compaſſion? cruel and ungrateful, 
Did Providence offer to your Charity - 

But one poor Subject to expreſs it on, 
Andin't to ſhew our wants too; and could you 
So careleſly neglect it? 

Hip. For ought 1 know, he's living yet; 

And you may tempt your Mother, by giving him Succour. 

Cla. Ha, come near I charge ye. 

So, bend his Body ſoftly; rub his Temples 1 

| Nay, that ſhall be my Office: how the red 
Steals into hispale Laps! run and fetch theSimples 
With which my Mother heaFd my Arm, 
When laſt I was wounded by the Boar. 

S0. Do; but remember her to come after ye, 
That ſhe may behold her Daughter Charity: 

Cla. Now he breath [Exit Hip IPs 
The Air paſſing through the Arabian Groves | 
Yields not fo ſweet an Odour; prethes Taſte it; | 
Falte it good Cocale; yet Tenvy thee ſo great a Meffef 


— 


1 - 


_ The Sea-Voyage. 3327 


Tis not Sin to touch theſe Rubies, is it? | 
Jul. Not, I think. 3 K 
Cla. Or thus to live Camolion like? 

could reſign my Eſſence to live ever thus. 

O welcome; raiſe him up gently. Some ſoft Hand 

Bind up theſe Wounds; a Woman's Hair. What fury, 

For which my Ignorance does not know a Name, 

Is crept into my Boſom? But I forget 

Enter Hippolita. | 

My pious Work. Now if this Juice hath Power, 

Let it appear; his Eyc-lids ope: Prodigious! 
Two Suns break from theſe Orbes. f 
Alb. Ha, Where am 1? What new Viſion's this? 

To what Goddeſs do I owe this ſecond Life? 

Sure thou art more than Mortal : 

And any Sacrifice of Thanks or Duty 

In poor and wretched Man to pay, comes ſhort 

Of your immortal Bounty: But ro ſhew ' 

| am not unthankſul, thus in Humility | 

I kiſs the happy Ground you have made ſacred, 

By bearing of your weight. 

Ca. No Goddeſs, Friend, but made 

Of that fame Brittle, Mould as you are; 

One too acquainted with Calamities, 

And from that apt to Pity. Charity ever 

Finds in the Act reward, and needs no Trumpet 

In the Receiver. O forbear this Duty; 

I have a Hand to meet with yours, 

And Lips to bid yours welcome. 

Go. 1 ſee, that by Inſtincge, 
Though a young Maid hath never ſeen a Man, 
Touches have Titillations, and inform her. 

Enter Roſella. 

But here's our Governeſs; 

Now I expect a Storm. 

Roſ. Child of my Fleſh, 

And not of my fair unſpotted Mind, 

Un-hand this Monſter. 

Cla. Menſter, Mother? | by 

Roſ. Yes, and every word he ſpeaks, aSyren's Note, 


—_ - 
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To drown the careleſs Hearer. Have I not taught thee 

The Falſhood and the Perjuries of Men? 

On whom, but for a Woman to ſhew Pity, 

Is to be cruel to her ſelf; the Soveraignty 

Proud and imperious Men uſurp upon us, A 
We confer on our ſelves, and love thoſe Fetters A 
We faſten to our Freedoms. Have we, Clarinda, H 
Since thy Father's wrack, ſought Liberty, * 7 
To loſe it uncompelVd? Did Fortune guide, V 
Or rather Deſtiny, our Bark, to which 

We could appoint no Port, to this bleſt Place, V 
Inhabited heretofore by warlike Women, 

That kept Men in Subjection? Did we then, 


By their Example, after we had loſt Wer 
All we could love in Man, here plant our ſelves, Y 
With execrable Oaths never to look In 
On Man, but as a Monſter? and, Wilt thou A 
Be the firſt Preſident to infringe thole Vows A 
We made to Heav'n? + BH To A 
Cla. Hear me, and hear me with Juſtice ; E 
And as ye are delighted in the Name H 
Of Mother, hear a Daughter that would be like you. Y 
Should all Women uſe this obſtinate Abſtinence, II 
You would force upon us; in a few Years V 
The whole World would be peopled *. 
Only with Beaſts. Yi 
Hip. We muſt and will have Men, A 
Cro. Ay, or we'll ſhake off all Obedience. 
Rof. Are ye Mad? | * 
Can no Perſwaſion alter ye? Suppoſe At 
You had my ſuffrage to your ſure; | 
Can this Shipwrackt Wretch ſupply them all? Tt 
Alb. Hear me, great Lady: Sh 
I have Fellows in my Miſery, not far hence, V 
Divided only by this helliſh River, A 
There live a Company of wretched Men, ( 
Such as your Charity may make your Slaves; - 
Imagine all the Miſeries Mankind To 


My ſuffer under; and they Groan beneath em. a. ad 


— 
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Cla. But are they like to yeu ? 
Jul. Speak they your Language? 

Cro. Are they able, luſty Men? 

Alb. They were, good Ladies; 

And in their May of Youth of gentle Blood. 
And ſuch as may deſerve ye; now Cold and Hunger 
Have leſſen'd their Perfection; but reſtor'd 2 
To what they were, I doubt not they'll appear 
Worthy your Favours. 

Jul. This is a Bleſſing 
We durſt not hope for. 

Cla. Dear Mother, be not obdurate. 

Roſ. Hear then my Reſolution; and labour not 
To add to what I'll grant, for t will be fruitleſs, 

You ſhall appear as good Angels to theſe wretched Men; 
In a ſmall Boat well paſs o'er to em, ch 

And bring em comfort; if you like their Perſons, _ 
And they approve of yours; for we'll force nothing ; 
And ſince we want Ceremonies, | 
Each one ſhall chuſe a Husband, and enjoy 

His Company a Month, but that expir'd, 

You ſhall no more come near em; if you prove fruitful, 
The Males ye ſhall return to them, the Females 

We will reſerve our ſelyes ; this is the utmoſt 

Ye ſhall e er obtain; as ye think fit, 

Ye may diſmiſs this Stranger, F 
And prepare to Morrow for the Journey. [ Exit, 
Cla. Come, Sir, Will ye walk ? 5 
We will ſnew ye our pleaſant Bowers, * 
And ſomething ye ſhall find to cheer your Heart. 

Alb. Excellent Lady, | $447 
Though *rwill appear a wonder one near ſtarṽ d 
Should refuſe Reſt and Meat, I muſt not take 
Your noble Offer; I left in yonder Deſart 
A Virgin almoſt pin'd. 

Cla. She's not your Wife ? | 

Alb. No, Lady, but my Siſter: (Tis now dangerous 
To ſpeak truth:) To her I deeply yow'd ' 
Not to taſte Food, or Reſt, if Fortune brought it me, 
Till I bleſs'd her with my Return; now if you * 

a 
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To afford me an eaſie Paſſage to her, 

And ſome Meat for her Recovery, 

I ſhall live your Slave; and thankfully 

She ſhall ever acknowledge her Life at your Service, 
Cla. You plead ſo well, I can deny ye nothing; 

I my ſelf will ſee you furoiſhr, 

And with the next Sun viſit and relieve thee, 
Alb. Ye are all Goodncls-——— [Exeunt. 


ACT UI. SCENE! 


Enter ſaverally, Lamure, Frenglls and Morillat. 


Lam. £ NH! What a Tempeſt have 1 in my Stomach? 
How my 1 Guts cry out? my Wounds 


Would they would bleed again, that Eee get (akt, 
Something to quench my Thirſt. 


Fran. G Lamure, the Happineſs my had 
When I kept Houſe at home! they had a Storehouſe, 
A Storehouſe of moſt bleſſed Bones and Cruſts, „ 

Happy Cruſts: Oh! how ſharp Hunger pinches-me? 
BT ee Franville. 
Mor. O my importunate Belly, I have nothing 
To ſatisſie thee; | have ſought, 
As far as my weak Legs would carry me, 
Vet can find nothing; neither Meat nor Water, 
Nor any thing that's nouriſhing, 
My Belly's grown together like an empty gachel. 
Enter Franville. 0 
Lam. How now, what News? 
Mor. Haſt any Meat yet? 
Fran. Not a bit that I can ſee; 


Here be goodly Quarries, but they be. cruel bad 

To gnaw : I ha' got ſome Mud, Wen it with Spoons, 

Very good thick Mud; but it ſtinks damnably, 

"There's old rotten Trunks of Trees too, 

But not a Leaf nor Bloſſom in all ae 
* How it looks? 


Mor. It ſtinks too. 225 Lan. 
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Lam, It may be Poiſon. * Gra) 6-6 
Fran. Let it be any thing; wh 
So I can get it down: Why Man, 6 
Poiſon's a Princely Diſh. Ty 1 
Mor. Haſt thou no Bisket? | 
No Crumbs left in thy Pocket; here s my Doubler, 
Give me but three ſmall Crambs. 
Fran. Not for three Kingdoms, 
If I were Maſter of em. Oh Lanure, © 
But one poor joint of Mutton, we ha ſcorn'd, Man. 
Lam. Thou ſpeak'ſt of Paradiſe; 
Or but 1 Sf A 
We have le at midni a 1 
Mor. Ah! but to lick Pe Glaſs. 7 
l Eurer Surgeon. 6 12% 
Fren. Here comes the Surgeon ;: What 
Haſt thou diſcover'd ? ſmile, mile, and comfort ur. : 
Sur. I am expiring, : 
Smile they that can; I can find nothing, Gentlemen, 
Here's nothing ean be Meat, without a Miracle. 
Oh that 1 had my Boxes and my Lints now, . 
My Stupes, my Tents, and thok ſweet helps of Ninite 
What dainty Diſhes —— Ay of em. | 
Mor. Haſt n&er an ol t ? 
Sur. Oh would I had, Sir. pros wk 
Lam, Or but the Paper where ſuch a Cordial 
Potion, or Pills hath been entomb'd. 
Fran. Or the beſt Bladder where a NN Oe 
Mor. Haſt thou no Searcloths left? 
Nor any old Pulteſfes ? 
Fran. We care not to what it hath dern miniſtred. 
Sur. Sure I have none of theſe Dainties, Gentlemen. 
Fran. Where's the great Wen ö 
Thou cut'ſt from Hab the Sailer's Shoulder? 
That would REY now for a moſt Princely Banquet. 
dur. Ay if we had it, Gentlemen. 
| lung it over- board, Slave that I was. 
Lam. A moſt unprovident Villain. 
Sur. If I had any thing that were but arte ud 
l qld make Sallads of your Shoos, Gentlemen, 3d 
A 
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And rare ones; any thing unctuous 
Mor. I, and then we might fry the Soals Pry Sun. 
The Soals would make a ſecond Diſh. | 
Lam. Or ſouce 'em in the Saltwater, 
And inner Soal well ſouc'd. | 
Eurer Aminta. 
Fran. Here comes the Woman; V 
It may be ſhe has Meat, and may relieve us: 1 
Let's withdraw, and mark, and then be ready, V 
She'll hide her tore elſe, and ſo coꝛen us. M 
Amin, How weary. and how hungry am I, H 
How feeble and how * is all my Body? / 
| inc Eyes, like ſpent Lamps — out, grow hea 
My Sight 3 me, and all my Sp irits, iy | ea, 
As if they heard my Paſſing- Bell go for me, | 
Pull in their Powers, and give me up to Deſtiny. 
Oh!] for a little Water; a little, little Meat, 
A little to relieve me e' er I periſh ; | 
I had whole Floods of Tears awhile that nouriſht me, 
* But they are all conſum'd for thee dear 2 5 
For thee they are ſpent, for thou art dead; 
Mercileſs Fate has ſwallow'd the. 
Oh I grow heavy; Sleep is a ſalve for Miſery; 
Heav'n look on me, and either take my Life, 
Or make me once more ha 
Lam. She's faſt aſleep . 
Why ſhould ſhe have this Bleſſi ing, and we wake ſtill, 
Wake to our wants? . 
Mor. This thing hath been our, Overthrow, 
And all theſe biting Miſchiefs that fall on us 
Are come through her Means. 
Fran. True, we were bound, ye all 650 . 
For happy Places, and moſt fertile Iſlands, 
Where we had conſtant Promiſes of all ching; : 
She turn'd the Captain's Mind. Wor lt 
And muſt have him go in ſearch, 1 know. not of who, 
Nor to what end; of ſuch a Fool herBrother, 
And ſuch a Coxcomb her nee and we muſt put in 


every where; 


She has put us in now ih. wu ts OF: | 4 Lam. 


A, wn 


wo — _ — 3 * 9 * 
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Lam. Why ſhould we conſume thus, and ſtarve, 
Have nothing to relieveus; | Y* 
And ſhe live there that bred all our Miſeries, 
Unroaſted, or unſod ? ? | 

Mor. I have read in Stories. 

Lam. Of ſuch reſtoring Meats, 
We have Examples; | | 
Thouſand examples, and allow'd for excellent; 
Women that have eat their Children, 
Men their Slaves, nay their Brothers, but theſe are nothing; 
Husbands died their Wives: (they are their Chat- 

tels,) F 

And of a Schoolmaſter, that in a time of Famine 
Powder'd up all his Scholars. 

Mor. She's young and tidy, 
In my Conſcience ſhe'll eat delicately; 
Juſt like young Pork a little lean: 4 
Your Opinion, Surgeon. 

ur. I think ſhe may be made good Meat, 
But look, we ſhall want Salt. 

Han. Tuſh, ſhe needs no Powdering. / 

Sur. grant ye; 
But to ſuck out the humorous Parts: By all means, 
Lets kill her in a Chafe, ſhe'll eat the ſweeter, _ 

Lam. Let's kill her any way, and kill her quickly, 
That we might be at our Meat. | 

Sr, How if the Captain? | 1 

Mor. Talk not of him, he's dead, and the reſt fami ſh'd. 
Wake her Surgeon, and cut her Throat, 
And then divide her, every Man his ſhare. 

Fran. She wakes her (elf. 

Amin. Holy and good things keep me! 
What cruel Dreams have I had! Who are theſe? 

they are my Friends; for Heav*ns ſake Gentlemen 


ive me ſome Food to ſave my Life, if ye have ought 
to ſpare; 


% 


A little to relieve me, I may bleſs 7e; 


or weak and wretched, ready to periſh, 
ven now I die. 


Var. VI. | 11 . 44. 1 aue. 


: 
| 
| 
g 


33 3 4 * The Sea-Vi oyage. 


Mor. You'll fave a Labour then, | 
You bred theſe Miſeries, and you ſhall pay for't; 
We have no Meat, nor where to have we know not, 
Nor how to pull our ſelves from theſe Afflictions; 
We are ſtarv'd too, famiſh*d, all our hopes deluded; 
vet &er we die thus, we'll have one dainty Meal. 
Amin. Shall | be with ye, Gentlemen? » 
Lam Yes marry ſhall ye, in our Bellies, Lady. 


| We love you well 


Amin. What ſaid you, Sir? 


Tam. Marry we'll eat your Ladiſhip. 


Fran. You that have buried us in this baſe Iſland, 


We'll bury ye in a more noble Monument. (Lady? 


Sur. Will ye ſay your Prayers, that I may perform, 
We are wondrous tharp ſet; come Gentlemen 
Who are for the hinder Parts ? 

Mor. I. 

Fran. I. 

Lam. And l. 

Sur. Be patient; 

They will not fall to every Man's ſhare. 
Amin, O hear me; 
Hear me, ye barbarous Men, 

Mor. Be ſhort and pithy, | 
Our Stomachs cannot ſtay a long Diſcourle. . 

Sur. And be not fearful, 

For III kill ye daintily. 
Amin. Are ye not Chriſtians ? 
Lam, W hy, do not Chriſtians eat Women ? 
Enter Tibalt, Maſter, and Sailors. 

Amin. Eat one another? *Tis moſt Impious. 

Sur. Come, come. | 

Amin. Oh, help, help, help. 

Tib. The Lady's Voice! Stand off Slaves, 

What do you intend, Villains? i 
ſtrength enough left me, if you abuſe this Soul, 
0 - 
Maſt, They would have raviſh'd her, upon my Life, 


Speak, how was it, Lady? 


4. 


Amin. Forgive em, twas their Hungern. Tib. 
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ib. Ha, their Hungers! n 
Maſt. They would have eaten her. 
Tib. O damn'd Villains; ſpeak, Is it true? 
Sur. I confeſs an Appetite. 
Tib. An Appetite, I'II fit ye for an Appetite. _ 
Are ye ſo ſharp ſet, that her Fleſh muſt ſerve you? 
Murther's a main good ſervice with your W orſhips; 
Since ye would be ſuch Devils, 5 
Why did you not begin with one another handſomely, 
And ſpare the Woman to beget more Food on? 
Amin. Good, Sir. 
Tib. You ſhall grow Mummy, Raſcals; 
[ll make ye fall to your Brawns, and your Buttocks, 
And worry one another like keen Bandogs. 
Amin. Good Sir, be merciful. 


Amin. O my beſt Friend! 
Enter Albert. 
Alb. Alas poor Heart! Here, 
Here's ſome Meat and ſovereign Drink to eaſe you, 
dit down, gentle Sweet. 
Amin. I am bleſt to ſee you. | = 
Tib. Stir not within forty Foot of this Food, 
lf you do, Dogs! | 
All. Oh, Captain, Captain, Captain. 
Alb. Ye ſhall have Meat all of you. 18 
Iib. Captain, hear me firſt: Hark, (it. 
Tis fo inhuman! I would not ha the Air corrupted with 
Alb. O barbarous Men! Sit down du Pont, 
Good Maſter, and honeſt Sailors. 
T'h. But ſtand you off, 
nd wait upon our Charity; I'll wait on you elſe; 
And on nothing but what's flung ye; as. if you were 
OBS; | 
l, ll you do, I'll cut your Fingers, Friends, 
| ſpoil your carving; 
Amin. There Wretches, there. 
'v. Eat your Meat handſomely now, 
id give Heav'n Thanks. | 1 5 
Alb. There's more Bread. 
| I 1 2 j Tib. 


1 


b. 


Tib. You ſhall know what tis to be damn d Canibals! 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
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Tib. See, they ſnarle like Dogs; 
Eat quietly you Raſcals, eat quietly. 
Alb. There is Drink too. 6 
Tib. Come, come, I'll fill you each your Cups, 
Ye ſhall not ſurfeit. | 
Amin. And what have you diſcover'd? 
Alb, Sweet, a Paradiſe, 
Paradiſe inhabited with Angels, 
Such as you are, their Pities make em Angels, 
They gave me theſe Viands, and ſupply'd me 
With theſe precious Drinks. 
Amin. Shall not we ſee em? 
Alb. Yes, they will ſee you 
Out of their Charities, having heard our Story, 


They will come, and comfort us, come reſently; 8 
We ſhall no more know Wants nor Miſtries. "NF 
Amin. Are they all Women? y 
Alb. All, and all in Love with us. E 
Amin. How! | C 
Alb. Do not miſtake, in love with our Misfortunes, ** 
They will cheriſh and relieve our Men. Wh 
Tib. Do you ſhrug now, | The 
And pull up your Noſes? You ſmell Comfort. Sbe 
See they ſtretch out their Legs like Dottrels, R. 
Each like a new Saint Dennis. | That 
Alb. Dear Miſtreſs, | To y 
WW hen you would name me, and the Women here, Yet | 
Call me your Brother, you I'll call my Siſter, But } 
And pray obſerve this all | M, 
Why do you change Colour, Sweet ? Ay 
Amin. Eating too much Meat. You 
Alb. Sawc'd with Jealouſie; Al} 
Fie, fie, dear Saint, faith ye are to blame, And { 
Are ye not here? Here fixt in my Heart? That 
All. Hark hark. 5 L Ref 
Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hippolita, and Jules yy, E, 
Alb. They are come, ſtand ready, and look noblj, Hope 
And with all humble Reverence receive em. The py 
Our Lives depend upon their gentle Pities, That t. 
Ard Death waits on their Anger. | a The H 
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Mr. Sure they are Fairies. 
Tib. Be they Devils, Devils of Fleſh and Blood; 
After ſo long a Lent, and tedious. Voyage, 
To me they are Angels. 
Fran. O for ſome Eringoes ! 
Lam, Potatoes, or Cantharides. 
Tib. Peace you Rogues, that buy Abilities of your 
Apothecaries, . | 
Had l but took the Diet of green Cheeſe, 
And Onions for a Month, I could do wonders, 
Roſ. Are theſe the Jewels you run mad fo. ? 
What can you ſee in one of thele, 
To whom you would vauchſafe a gentle Touch? 
Can nothing perſwade you 
To love your ſelves, and place your Happineſs 
In cold and chaſte Embraces of each other? 
Jul. This is from the purpoſe. | 
Hip. We had your grant to have them as they were, . 
Ca. Tis a beauteous Creature, 
And to my ſelf, I do appear deform'd, 
When I conſider her, and yet ſhe is 
The Stranger's Siſter; why then ſhould I fear? 
She cannot prove my Rival, 
Raſ. When you repent 
That you refus'd my Cou nſcl, may it add 
To your Afflictions, that you were forward; 
Yet leap'd into the Gulph of your Misfortunes : 
But have your W ſhes. | 
Maſt. Now ſhe makes to us. 
Amin, ] am inſtructed, but take heed Albert, 
You prove not falſe. | | 
Alb. Ye are your own aſſurance, | 
And ſo acquainted with your own Perfections, Hh 
bat weak doubts cannot reach you, therefore fear not. 
i. Raſ. That you are poor and miſerable Men, 
My Eyes inform me; that without our Succours, 
"Pc cannot flatter you to dream of Safety, >. | 
e preſent plight you are in; can reſolye you 
at to be merciful, is to draw near | 
The Heay'nly Eſſence; whether you will be Þ 


Ai 
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Thankful, I do not queſtion; nor demand vt [ at 
W hat Country bred you, what Names, what Manners; Gi! 
Iwo us it is ſufficient we relieve | 4 


Such as have Shapes of Men, and I command you, 
As we are not ambitious to know _ 
Farther of you, that on pain of Death 
You preſume not to enquire what we are, 
Or whence deriv'd. "v 
Alb. In all things we obey you, 
And thankfully we ever ſhall confeſs 
Our ſelves your Creatures. | 
Roſ. You ſpeak as becomes you; 
Firſt then, and willingly, deliver up 
Thoſe Weapons we could force from you. 
Alb. We lay em down 
Moſt gladly at your Feet. 
Tib. 1 have had many a Combat with a tall Wench; 
But never was diſarm'd before. 
Roſ. And now hear Comfort, 
Your Wants ſhallbe ſupply'd; andthough it be 
A Debt Women may 49 85 to be ſued to, 
Eſpecially from ſuch they may command, 
We give up to you that Power, and therefore 
Freely each make his Choice, 
Fran. Then here I fix. 
Mor. Nay, ſhe is mine: I cy'd her firſt. 
Lam. 'T his mine. | 
Tib. Stay, good Raſcals ; 
You arc too forward, Sir Gallant, 
You are not giving order to a Tailor 
For the faſhion of a new Suit; 
Nor are you in your Warehouſe, Maſter Merchant, 
Stand back, and give your betters leave; your betters 3 
And grumble nor, if you do, as Llove Meat 
Iwill fo ſwinge the ſalt teh out on you. 
Captain, Maſter, and the reſt of us, 
That are Brothers, and good Fellows, we have been 
Too late by the Ears, and yet ſmart for our Follies A 
To end therefore all future Emulation: If you plcate 
To truſt to my Election, you ſhall ſay [ 
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| am not partial to my ſelf; I doubt not 
Give content to all. 

All. Agreed, agreed. 

Tib. Then but obſerve, how learned and diſcreetly, 
I will proceed, and as a skilful Doctor . 
In all the quirks belonging to the Game, 
Read over your Complexions; for you Captain, 
Being firſt in place, and therefore firſt to be ſery'd, 
| give my Judgment thus; for your Aſpect, 
You're much inclin'd to Melancholy, and that tells me 
The ſullen Saturn had predominance | 
At your Nativity, a were, Planet, 
And if not qualified by a {weet Conjunction 
Ofa ſoft and ruddy Wench, born under Yenus, 
It may prove fatal, therefore to your Arms 
| give this roſe-cheek'd Virgin. 

Cla. To my Wiſh; 
Till now I never was happy. 

Amin, Nor I accurs'd. 

Tih. Maſter, you are old, 
Yet love the Game, that I perceive too, 
And if not well ſpurr'd up, you may prove ruſty; 
Therefore to help ye here's a Bradamanta, : 
Or I am cozen'd in my Calculation. 

Co. A poor old Man allotted to my ſhare. 

Tib. Thou would'ſt have two, 
Nay, Ithink twenty ; but fear not Wench, 
Though he be old he's tough, look on's making, 
He'll not fail I warrant thee. | 

Riſe A merry Fellow, 

nd were not Man a Creature I deteſt 
could indure his Company. 

Tib., Here's a fair heard of Does before me, 
And now for a barren one: 
For, though I like the ſport, I do not love 
Lo Father Children; like the Grand Signior, 

hus I walk in my Seraglio, 
And view 'em as I paſs, then draw I forth 
My Handkerchief, and having made my choice, 

thus beſtow it. 

1 1 4 | Ro}. 
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Roſ. On me. 
Tib. On you, now my Choice is made; 
To it, you hungry Raſcals. 
Alb. Excellent. 
Amin, As you love Goodneſs, 
It makes me {mile 1'th' height of all my Fears. 
Cla. What a ſtrong Contention you may behold 
Between my Mother's Mirth and Anger. 
_ Tib. Nay, no coyneſs, be Miſtreſs of your Word, 
I muſt and will enjoy you. | 
Roſ. Be advis'd, Fool: Alas I am old; 
How canſt thou hope content from one that's fifty? 
Tip, Never talk ont; 
I have known good ones at threeſcore and upwards; 
Beſides the Weather's hot, and Men 
That have Experience, fear Feavers : 
A temperate Diet is the only Phyſick. 
Your Julipe, nor Guajacum prunello's, 
Camphire Pills, nor Goord-water, 
Come not near your old Woman; 
Youthful Stomachs are ſtill craving, 
Though there be nothing left to ſtop their Mouths with 
And believe me am no frequent giver of thoſe Bounties: 
Laugh on, laugh on, goed Gentlemen do, 
T ſhall make Holiday and ſleep, when you 
Dig in the Mines till your Hearts ake. 
Roſ. A mad Fellow. . e d 
Well, Sir, PIl give you hearing, and as Ilike 
Your Wooing, and Diſcourſe; but I muſt tell ye Sir, 
That rich Widows look for great Sums in preſent, | 
Or aſſurances of ample Jointures. „ 
Tib. That to me is eaſie, 
For inſtantly Il do it; hear me Comrades. 
Alb. What ſay'ſt thou, Tibalt? | | 
Tib. Why, that towooa Wench with cmpty Hands 
Is no good Heraldry,” therefore let's to the Gold, 
And ſhare it equally, twill ſpeak for us 
More than a thouſand Complements or Cringes, 


Ditties ſtolen from Perrarch, or Diſcourſe from Ovid 90 a 


aj , Had 


e. 
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Beſides, twill beget us reſpect, 
And if ever Fortune friend us with a Banquet, 
Largely ſupply us with all Proviſion. 
Alb. Well advis'd, defer it not. 
Tib. Are ye all contented. 
All. We are? 
Tib. Let's away then, 
Strait we'll return, 
And you ſhall ſee our Riches. [Exe. 
Foſ. Since Iknew what Wonder and Amazement was, 
| ne'er was ſo tranſported. 
Cla, Why weep ye, gentle Maid ? 
There is no danger here to ſuch as you ; 
Baniſh Fear, for with us 1 dare promiſe _ 
You ſhall meet all courtcous Entertainment. 
Jo. We eſteem our ſelves moſt happy in you. 
Hip. And bleſs Fortune that brought you hither. 
Cla. Hark in your Ear; 
love you as a Friend already, 
Eer long you ſhall call me by a nearer Name, 
I wiſh your Brother well; I know you apprehend me. 
Amin. Ay, to my Grief I do. | 
Alas good Ladies, there is nothing left me 
But Thanks, to pay ye with. 
(la. That's more 
Than yet you ſtand ingag'd for. 
Enter Albert, Tibalt, and the reſt with Treaſure, 
Rrſ. So ſoon return'd ! 
Alb. Here; ſce the Idol of the Lapidary. | 
Tib. Theſe Pearls, for which the ſlayiſh Negro 
Dives to the bottom of the Sea. 
Lam. To get which the induſtrious Merchant 
Touches at either Pole. 
Han. The never-failing purchaſe 1 
Of Lordſhips, and of Honours. * 
Mor. The Worlds Miſtreſs, . 
That can give every thing to the Poſſeſſors. | 
Aaſt. For which the Sailors ſcorn tempeſtuous Winds, 
Ard ſpit defiance in the Sea. 8 | 
775. Speak, Lady; Look we not lovely now? 


| Ref. 
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Be now for ever bleſt, that have brought 
To my revenge theſe Robbers; take your Arrows, 
And nail theſe Monſters to the | 
Alb. What mean ye, Lady? 
In what have we offended ? 
Roſ. O my Daughter! | 
And you Companions with me in all Fortunes, 
Look on theſe Caskets, and theſe Jewels, 
Theſe were our own, when firſt we put to Sea 
With good Sebaſtian, and. theſe the Pirats 
That not alone depriv'd him of this Treaſure, 
But alſo took his Life. 
Cro, Part of my Preſent 
] well remember was mine own. 
Hip. And theſe were mine. 
Ful. Sure I have worn this Jewel. 
Roſ. Wherefore do ye ſtay then, 
And not perform my Command ? 
Alb. O Heav'n! 
What cruel Fate purſues us. 
Tib. TI am well enough ſerv'd, 
That muſt be off ring Jointures, Jewels, | 
And precious Stones, more than I brought with me. 
Rof. Why ſhoot ye not? 
Cla. Hear me dear Mother; 
And when the greateſt Cruelty is Juſtice, 
Do not ſhew Mercy: Death to theſe ſtary'd Wretches 
Is a:Reward, not Puniſhment; let *em live 
To undergo the full weight of your Diſpleaſure. 
And that they have Senſe to feel the Torments 
They have deſerv'd allow 'em ſome ſmall Pittance, 
To linger out their Tortures, | 
_ Ro. *Tis well counſell'd. 
All. And we'll follow it. 
Alb. Hear us ſpeak. 
Roſ. Peace Dogs. 
Find 'em faſt; when Fury bath given way to Reaſon, 
I will determine of their Sufferings, Which 
ic 
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Which ſhall be horrid. Vengeance, though flow pac d; 


At length o ertakes the guilty; and the Wrath _ 
Of the incenſed Powers, will fall moſt ſure 
On wicked Men, when they are moſt ſecure. ¶ Exeunt. 


. 


ACTIV. SCENE I 


Eurer Raymond, Sebaſtian, Nicuſa, and Sailors. 


1 Gail. LIEREEs nothing, Sir, but Poverty and Hun- 
er; | 

No Promiſe of Inhabitance, neither track of Breaſt, 

Nor foot of Man; we have ſearcht 

All this rocky Deſart, yet cannot diſcover any Aſſurance 

Here is, or hath been ſuch Men. 

2 Sail, Not a Relique of any thing they wore ; _ 

Nor mark left by em, either to find Relief, 
Or to warn others from the like Misfortune. 
Believe it, theſe Fellows are both falſe, | 
And, to get a little Succour in their Miſery, 

Have fram'd this cunning Tale. 

Ray. The Ship, I know, is French, and own'd by Pi- 
If not by Albert my arch Enemy, + (rats, 
You told me too there was a Woman with 'em, 

A young and handſome Woman. 

Seb. There was ſo, Sir. h 
Ray. And ſuch and ſuch young Gallants. 

Nic. We told you true, Sir, 

That they had no means to quit this Iſland. 

Kay. And that amidſt their Mutiny to fave your Lives, 
You got their Ship. x 

deb. All is moſt certain, Sir. | 

Ray, Where are they then? Where are theſe Men 
Or Woman? we are landed, where your Faiths 
Did affure us we could not miſs their Sights. 

or this News we took ye to our Mercy, 
Reliey'd ye, when the furious Sea, and Famine 
Nrove, which ſhould firſt deyour ye; Cloath'd, 


| 
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Cloath'd, and cheriſht ye; us d ye as thoſe ye ſay ye are. 
Fair Gentlemen, now keep your words, £7; 
And ſhew us this Company, your own free Pities ſpoke 
Theſe Men ye left in Miſery; the Woman. (of; 


Men of thoſe noble Breedings you pretend to 
Should ſcorn to lie, or get their Food with Falſhood; 
Come, direct us. 
Seb. Alas, Sir, they are gone, | | 
But by what Means, or Providence, we know not. 
2 Sail. Was not the Captain 
A Fellow of a fiery, yet brave Nature, 
A middle Stature, and of brown Complexion ? 
Nic. He was, Sir. 
Ray. Twas Albert, 
And my poor wretched Siſter, 
2 Sail. Twas he certain, < 
I ha' been at Sea with him, many times at Sea. 
Ray. Come, ſhew us theſe Men; | 
She us preſently, and do nor dally with us. 
Seb. We left em here; What ſhould we fay, Sir? 
Here, in this Place. | ; 
2 Sail. The Earth cannot ſwallow 'em; | 
They have no Wings, they cannot fly ſure. 
Ray. You told us too | 
Of heaps of Treaſure, and of Sums conceal'd, 
That ſet their Heart a- fire; we ſec no ſuch thing, 
No ſuch ſign; What can ye ſay to purge ye? 
W hat have ye done with theſe Men ? | 
Nic. We, Sir? | | 
Ray. You, Sir; 
For certain I believe ye ſaw ſuch People. 
Seb. By all that's good, 
By all that's pure and honeſt, 
By all that's Holy. 
Ray. I dare not credit ye, 
Ye have fo abus'd my hope, that now I hate ye. 


1 Sail. Let's put em in their ragged Clothes again, 


Captain, 
For certain they are Knaves, let's een deliver em 


To their old fruitful Farm; here let em walk the * 
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Sab. If ye do ſo, we ſhall curſe your Mercies. 
Nic. Rather put us to Sea again. 
Ray. Not ſo. 
vet this I'll do, becauſe ye ſay ye are Chriſtians, 
Though I hardly credit it; bring in the Boat, 
And all aboard again, but theſe two Wretches 
vet leave em four Days Meat. If in that time 
(For I will ſearch all Nooks of this ſtrange Iſland) 
I can diſcover any Tract of theſe Men, 
Alive or dead, I'll bear ye off, and honour ye; 
If not, ye have found your Graves; ſo farewel.. [Exe. 
Nic. That Goodneſs dwells above, and knows us In- 
Comfort our Lives, and at his Pleaſure quit us. (nocent. 
Seb. Come Couſin, come; old time will end our Story 
But no time, (if we end well) ends our Glory. | Exit. 
Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Hippolita, and ſuletta. 
Roſ. Uſe 'em with all the Auſterity that may be, 
They are our Slaves; turn all thoſe Pities, 
Thoſe tender Reluctations that ſhould become your Sex, 
To ſtern Anger; and when ye look upon em, 
Look with thoſe Eyes that wept thoſe bitter Sorrows, 
Thoſe Cruelties ye ſuffer'd by their Rapines. 
Some five Days hence that bleſſed Hour comes 
Moſt happy to me, that knit this Hand to my dear Huſ- 


And both our Hearts in mutual Bands. (band's, 
That hour, Ladies. 


Cla. What of that hour? 
Roſ. Why, on that hour, Daughter, 
And in the height of all our Celebrations, 
Our dear Remembrances of that dear Man, 
And thoſe that ſufferd with him, our fair Kinſmen, 
Their Lives ſhall fall a Sacrifice to Vengeance, 
Their Lives that ruin'd his; tis a full Juſtice. 
| will look glorious in their Bloods 
And the moſt noble Spirit of Sebaſtian, 
That periſht by the Pride of theſe French Pirates, 
Shall ſmile in Heav'n, and bleſs the Hand that kill'd em. 
Look ſtrictly all unto your Priſoners ; | 
For he that makes a ſcape beyond my Vengeance, 
Or cntertains a hope by your fair Uſage; 1 
ake 
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Take heed, I ſay, ſhe that deceives my truſt, f 
Again take heed; her Life, and thht's but light neither; | 
Her Life in all the Tortures my Spirit can put on. I 
All. We ſhall be careful. 7 
Roſ. Do fo. [Ex. Roſella. A 
Cla. You are angry Mother, and ye are old too, ! 
Forgetting what Men are; but we ſhall temper ye. T 
How fare your Priſoners, Ladies? in what forms 
Do they appear in their Afflictions? | 
Jul. Mine fare but poorly | B 
For ſo I am commanded ; *tis none of their fault. 4 
Ca. Of what ſort are they? 
Jul. They ſay they are Gentlemen, A 
But they ſhew Mungrels. | I 
Cla. How do they ſuffer ? M 
Ful. Faith like Boys, | 
They are fearful in all Fortunes; when I ſmile Bu 


They kneel, and beg to have that Face continued; 
And like poor Slaves, adore the Ground I go on. 
When I frown, they hang their moſt dejected Heads, 
Like fearful Sheep-hounds ; ſhew 'em a cruſt of Bread 
They'll Saint me preſently, and skip like Apes 
For a ſup of Wine. Ill whip 'em like Hackneys, 
Saddle em, ride em, do what I will with 'em. 

Cla. Tuſn, theſe are poor things. 

Have they Names like Chriſtians? 

Jul. Very fair Names; Franville, Lamure and Morillat ; 
And brag of great kindreds too. They offer very hand- 
But that I am a Fool, and dare not venture. {(lomely, 
They are ſound too o'my Conſcience, - 

Or very near upon't. 
Cla. Fy, away Fool. 
Jul. They tell me, 
If they might be brought before you, | 
They would reveal things of ſtrange conſequence. 
Cla. Their baſe poor Fears. | | 
Jul. Ay, that makes me hate em too; 
For if they were but manly to their Sufferance, 
Sure I ſhould ftrain a point or two. 95 
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Cla. An hour hence Ill take a view of 'em, 
And hear their Buſineſs, Are your Men thus too? 
Gro. Mine? No, gentle Madam, mine were not caſt 
In ſuch baſe Molds ; Afflictions, Tortures, 
Are Names and Natures of Delight, to my Men; 
All forts of Cruelties they meet like Pleaſures. 
| have but two, the one they call Du- pont, 
Tibalt Du-font ; the other the Ship-maſter. 
Cla. Have they not Lives and Fears? 
Cro. Lives they have, Madam; 
But thoſe Lives ne'er linkt to ſuch Companions 
As Fears or Doubts. | 
Cla. Uſe *em nobly; 
And where you find fit Subjects for your Pities 
Let it become ye to be courteous z . 
My Mother will not always be thus rigorous. 
Hip. Mine are Sailors, Madam, | 
But they ſleep ſoundly, and ſeldom trouble me, unleſs 
it be when | 
They dream ſometimes of Fights and Tempeſts; 
Then they rore and whiſtle for Cans of Wine, 
And down they fling me; and in that Rage, | | 
(For they are violent Fellows) they play fuch Reaks. 
if they have Meat, they thank me; BY 
If none, they heartily deſire to be hang'd quickly. 
And this is all they care. | | | 
da. Lx, to 'em diligently, and where your Pities 
de e 
They wer bv give Comfort. . 
All. We will. Exe. 
da. Come hither, be not frighted: 
; Enter Aminta. 
Think not ye ſteal this Liberty, for we give it, 
our tender Innocence aſſures me, Virgin, 
Ye had no ſhare in thoſe wrongs theſe Men did us; 
find ye are not hardned in ſuch Miſchiefs. 
Your Brother was miſ-led ſure, 
Foully miſ- led. 
Amin. How much I fear theſe Pities! 
| a, Certain he was, fo much I pity him 


And 
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And for your ſake, whoſe Eyes plead for him; 
Nay, for his own ſake. 

Amin. Ha! ..- 

dla. For I ſee about him, 
Women have ſubtil Eyes, and look narrowly; 
Or I am much abus'd; many fair Promiſes ; 
| Nay beyond thoſe, too many ſhadowed Virtues, 
Amin. I think he is good. 

Cla. I aſſure my ſelf he will be; 

And out of that Aſſurance take this Comfort, 
For I perceive your fear hath much dejected ye. 
I love your Brother. 

Amin. Madam. 

Cla. Nay, do not take it for a dream of favour, | 
That comforts in the ſleep, and awake vaniſhes z 
Indeed I love him. f 

Amin. Do ye indeed? | 
Ca. You doubt till, becauſe ye fear his Safety; 
Indeed he is the ſweeteſt Man I e' er ſaw ; 

I think the beſt. Ye may hear without Bluſhes, 
And give thanks, if ye pleaſe, for my Courteſie. 

Amin. Madam, I ever muſt; 

Vet witneſs Heav'n, they are hard pulPd from me. 
Believe me, Madam, ſo many Imperfections I could find, 
(Forgive me, Grace, for lying) and ſuch wants, 
(Tis to an honeſt uſe) ſuch Poverties, 

Both in his main Proportion, and his Mind too 
There are a hundred handſomer ; (I lie leudly, 
Vour noble Ulage, Madam, hath fo bound me to ye, 
That I muſt tell ye. 

Cla. Come, tell your worſt. 

Amin. He is no Husband for ye. 
think ye mean in that fair way. 

Ca. Ye have hit it. 

Amin. I am ſure ye have hit my Heart. 

Vou will find him dangerous, Madam, 

As fickle as the flying Air, proud, jealous, 

Soon gluttcd in your Sweets, and ſoon forgetful; 
I could ſay more, and tell ye I have a Prother, 
Another Brother, that ſo far excells this, 


Both 
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Both in the Ornaments of Man, and making? 
Cla. If you were not his Siſter, I ſhould doubt ye mainly ; 
Doubt ye for his Love, ye deal ſo cunningly. | 
Do not abuſe me, I have truſted ye with more than Life, 
With my firſt Love; be careful of me. | 
Amin. In what uſe, Madam ? 
Cla. In this, Lady; 
Speak to him for me, you have Power upon him; 
Tell him 1 love him, tell him I dote on him; 
It will become your Tongue. | 
Amin. Become my Grave. 
O Fortune, O curſed Fortune! | 
Cla. Tell him his Liberty, 
And all thoſe with him; all our Wealth and Jewels. 
Good Siſter, for 1'll call ye fo. 
Amin. I ſhall, Lady, 
Even die, I hope, + 
Cla. Here's Meat and Wine, pray take it, 
And there he lies; give him what Liberty you pleaſe; 
But ſtill conceal'd. What Pleaſure you ſhall pleaſe, Siſter? 
He ſhall ne er want again. Nay, fee an you'll take it; 
Why do you ſtudy thus? 1 
Amin. To avoid Miſchiefs, if they ſhould happen. 
Ca. Go, and be happy for me. 
Amin. O blind Fortune; | 
Yet happy thus far, I ſhall live to ſee him, 
In what ſtrange Deſolation lives he here now? 
dure this Curtain will reveal. 
Enter Albert. 
Alb. Who's that? ha! 3 
Some gentle Hand, I hope, to bring me Comfort: 
Or if it be my Death, tis ſweetly ſhadowed. 
Amin. Have ye forgot me, Sir? 
Alb. My Aminta ? b 
Amin, She, Sir, : | 
That walks here up and down an empty Shadow, 
ne, that for ſome few Hours | 
But wanders here, carrying her own ſad Coffin, 
Secking ſome deſart Place to lodge her Griefs in. 
th V v1, VL K K 


8 


Do ve like Wealth, and moſt unequal'd Beauty? 


(Sorrow hath made me old.) O hearken, 


* 
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Alb. Sweet Sorrow welcome, welcome noble Grief: 

How got you this fair Liberty to ſee me? 

For Sorrows in your Shape are Strangers to me. 
Amin. 1 come to counſel ye. 
Alb. Ve are ſtill more welcome; 

For good Friends in Afflictions give good Councels. 

Pray then proceed. | 
Amin. Pray eat firſt, ye ſhew faint; 


Here's Wine to refreſh ye too. 5 
Alb. | thank ye, Dear. g 
Amin. Drink again. Us, 
Alb. Here's to our Loves. - a 

How! turn and weep! | 82 

Fray pledge it, this Happineſs we have yet left, Bu 

Our Hearts are free. Not pledge it? Why? ] . 

And though beneath the Ax this Health were holy. 9 

Why do ye weep thus? | | 4 
Amin. I come to woo ye. Taki 
Alb. To woo me, Sweet? | am woo'dand wonalready, "Ra 

You know I am yours. This pretty way becomes ye. Vet 


But you would deceive my Sorrows; that's your intent. 
Amin. l would 1 could, I ſhould not weep, but (mile Mut 
Do ye like your Meat and Wine? 
Alb. Like it? 
Amin. Do you like your Liberty ? 
Alb. All theſe 1 well may like. 
Amin. Then pray like her that ſent *em. 


Alb. Peace, indeed you'll make me angry. 
Amin. Would I were dead that ask it, 
Then ye might freely like, and I forgive ye. 
Alb. What like, and who? Add not more Miſery 
To a Man that's fruitful in Afflictions. 
Who is't you would have me like? 
Who ſent theſe Comforts ? | 
Amin. ] muſt tell. 
Alb. Be bold. 
Amin. But be you temperate. 50 
If you be bold, I die. The young fair Virgin; 


iel, 


ad, 
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And wiſely hark, the Governeſs Daughter: _ 
That Star that ſtrikes this Hland full of wonder, 
That blooming Sweetnels, Fan 
Alb. What of her? 
Amin. She (ent it; and with it, 
It muſt be our, ſhe dotes on ye, | 
And muſt enjoy ye, elſe no Joy mult find ye. 
Alb. And have you the Patience to deliver this? 
Amin. A Siſter may ſay much, and modeſtly. 
Alb. A Siſter ? A 
Amin. Ves, that Name undid ye, 
Undid us both; had ye nam d Wife, ſhe had ferr'd ye, 
And fear'd the Sin ſhe follow'd; ſhe bad ſhunn d, yea 
Her Virgin Modeſty had not touch'd at ye. 
But thinking you were free, hath kindled a Fire, 
L fear will hardly be extinguiſn d. 
Alb. Indeed I play'd the Fool. | 
Amin. O my beſt Sir, take heed, Wat 
Take heed of Lies. Truth, though it trouble ſome Minds, 
Some wicked Minds, that are both dark and dangerous, 
Yet it preſerves it ſelf, comes off pure, innocent, 
And like the Sun, though never fo eclips'd, 
Muſt break in Glory. O Sir, lie no more. 
Alb, Ye have read mea fair Lecture, 
And put a Spell upon my Tongue for feigning.” 
But how will you counſel now? 1 
Amin. Ve muſt ſtudy to forget me. 
Alb. How? 1 | 
Amin. Be patient. | 
be wiſe and patient, it concerns ye highly. 
Can ye lay by our Loves? But why ſhould I doubt it? 
le are a Man, and Man may ſhift A ffections, 
Tis held no Sin. To come to the Point, 
Ve muſt loſe me; viany and mighty Reaſons. 
Alb. Hear me, Amina; , 
ve youa Man that loves you too, that feeds xe, 
That ſends ye Liberty Has this great Governefſss 


A noble Son too, youngy and apr to catch ye? 
Am [, becauſe I am in Bonds, and miſerable, . 


My Health decay'd, my Youth and Strength balf blaſts 


# 
* 
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My Fortune, like my waining ſelf, for this deſpis'd ? 
Am ] for this forſaken? A new Love choſen, 
And my Affections, like my Fortunes, Wanderers? 
Take heed of lying, you that chid me for it; 
And ſhew'd how deep a Sin it was, and dangerous. 
Take heed your ſelf, you ſwore you lov'd me dearly ; 
No few, nor little Oaths you ſwore, Aminta, 
Thoſe ſeal'd with no ſmall Faith, I then aſſur' d my ſelf 
O ſeck nonew ways to cozen Truth. 

Amin. I do not. 
By Love it ſelf I love thee, 
And ever muſt, nor can all Deaths diſſolve it. 

Alb. Why do you urge me thus then ? 

Amin. For your ſafety, 
To preſerve your Life. 

Alb. My Life, I do confeſs, is hers, 

She gives it, 
And let her take it back, I yield it. 
My Love's entirely thine, none ſhall touch at it; 
None, my Aminta, none. 

Amin. Ye have made me happy, 
And now I know ye are mine, Fortune, I ſcorn thee. 
Go to your reſt, and Pl fit by ye; 
Whilſt I have time ll be your Mate, and comfort je, 7% 


For only. I am truſted : You ſhall want nothing, M 
Not a liberty that I can ſteal ye. Tisi 
Alb. May we not celebrate our Loves, Amints* Hang 
And where our Wiſhes cannot meet. | Cro 
Amin. You are wanton, _ | Ju 
But with cold Kiſſes Ill allay that Fever; Tih 
Look for no more, and that in private too. Cro, 
Believe me, I thall bluſh elſe. Th 
But, let's conſider, we are both loſt elſe. Your 
Alb. Let's in, and prevent Fate. [Ext There 
Eurer Crocale, Juletta, Tibalt and Maſter. F We ar 
Tib. You do well to air us, Ladies, we ſhall be muſty ell There 
What are your wiſe Wills now? Jul. 
Ero. You are very crank ſtill. A 
Tib. As crank as a Holy Frier fed with Hail tones. WI had r 


But do ye bring us out to bait, like Bulls? ud 


\ 
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Maſt. Or are you weary of the Charge ye are at? 
Turn us abroad again, let's jog, Ladies 
We are groſs, and courſe, unfit for your ſweet Pleaſures. 
Tib. Knock off our Shoes, and turn's to Graſs. 
Cro. You are determined 
Still to be ſtubborn then? it well becomes ye. 
Tib. An Humour, Lady, that contents a Priſoner, 
A ſullen fit ſometimes ſerves for a ſecond Courſe. 
Jul, Ye may as well be kind, | 
And gain our Favours; gain Meat and Drink, 
And Lodging to reſt your Bones. 
Tib. My Bones have bore me thus long, 
And had their ſhare of Pains and Recreations ; 
If they fail now, they are no fair Companions. 
Go. Are ye thus harſh to all our Sex? 
Maſt, We cannot be merry without a Fidler, 
Pray ſtrike "= your Tabors, Ladies. 
Co. The Fools deſpiſe us. 
Jul. We know ye are very hungry now. 
Tib. Ves, 'tis very wholſome, Ladies; 
For we that have groſs Bodies, muſt be careful. 
Have ye no piercing Air to ſtir our Stomachs? 
We are beholding to ye for our Ordinary. | 
Jul. Why Slaves, tis in our power to hang ye. 
_ Maſt. Very likely. | 
Tisin our powers then to be hang d, and ſcorn ye. 
2 4. ſweet to us, as dreaming to you. 
Co. Come, be more courteous. (Neceſſarics. 
Jul. Do, and then ye ſhall be pleas'd, and have all 
Lb. Give me ſome Ratsbane then. 
Go. And why Ratsbane, Monſieur? 
Lb. We live like Vermine here, and cat up your Cheeſe, 
our mouldy Cheeſe, that none but Rats would bite at; 
Therefore 'tis juſt that Ratsbane ſhould reward us. 
7 © are unprofitable, and our Ploughs are broken; 
here isno hope of Harveſt this Year, Ladies. 
Jul. Ye ſhall have all content. 
1 Ay, and we'll ſerve your Uſes. . 
ad rather ſerve Hogs, there's more delight in't; 
aur greedy Appetites are never ſatisfied; 
Kkz Juſt 
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Juſt like hungry Camels, ſleeping or waking 
You chew the Cud till. | 
Co. By this Hand we'll ſtarve ye. 
Maft. * tis a noble Courteſie. | 
I had as lief ye ſhou'd famiſh me, as founder me; 
To be jaded to Death, is only fit for a Hackney. 
Here be certain Tarts of Tarr about me, 
And parcels of Potargo in my Jerkin, 
As long as theſe laſt. 
Jul. Which will not laſt ever. 2 fig 
Tib. Then we'll Eat one another like good Fellows, 
A Shoulder of his for a Haunch of mine. 
Jul. Tis excellent. 2 ek tt) 
Tib. Twill be as we'll dreſs it, Ladies. 
Cro. Why ſure ye are not Men? 
Maſt. Ve had beſt come ſearch us, 
A Seaman is ſeldom without a ſalt Eele. 
Tib. I am bad enough, ? 
And in my nature a notorious Weneher ; 
And yet ye make me bluſh at your Immodeſty. 
Tell me, good Maſter, didſt ever ſee ſuch things 7 
Maſt. I could like em, tho' they were lewdly given, 
If they could ſay no. 52244 | 
Tib. Well, ye may hang, or ſtarve us; 
But your commanding Impudence ſhall never fear us 
Had ye by bluſhing. Signs, ſoft Cunnings, crept into 5 
And thew'd us your N eceſſities; we had met your pur: 
Supply'd your wants. We are no Saints, Ladies; (poles, 
I love a good Wench as I love my Life, 
And with my Life I will maintain my Love; 
Bur ſuch a ſordid Impudence I'll ſpit at. 
Let's to our Dens again, Come, noble Maſter. 
You know our Minds, Ladies: 
This is the Faith in which well die. [ Exe. Tib.and Maſt. 
Go. I do admire em. 
Jul. They are noble Fellows, 
And they ſhall not want, for this. 
Cro, But ſee, Clarinda comes. , 
F arewel, I'll to my Charge. i p 
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Euter Clarinda. 
Ca. Bring out thoſe Priſoners now, 
And let me ſce em, and hear their buſineſs. 
Jul. 1 will, Madam, 
Cla. I hope ſhe hath prevail'd upon her Brother. 


3355 


Exit. 


She has a ſweet Tongue, and can deſcribe the Happineſs 


My Love is ready to fling on him. | 
And ſure he muſt be glad, for certain, wonder, 


[long to hear the full Joy that he labouis with. 


And bleſs the hour that brought him to this Iſland. 


Enter Juletta, Morillat, Franville, and Lamure. 


Mor. Bleis thy Divine Beauty, 
Fran. Mirrorof Sweetnels. 
Lam. Ever-ſpringing Brightneſs. 


Cla. Nay, ſtand up Gentlemen, and leave your Flatteries. 


Mor. She calls us Gentlemen, ſure we 
Cla..I am a mortal Creature, 

Worthip Heav'n, and give theſe Attributes 

To their Divinities. Methinks ye look but thin. 
Aor. Oh we are ſtarv'd, immortal Beauty. 
Lam. We are all poor ſtarv'd Knaves. 


all have ſome 
(Meat now. 


Han. Neither Liberty nor Meat, Lady. (ſweet Men, 
Mor. We were handſome Men, and Gentlemen, and 


And were once gracious in the Eyes of Beauties; 
But now we look like Rogues, 
Like poor ſtary'd Rogues. / 


da. What would ye do, if ye were to die now? 


Fran. Alas, we were prepar'd. If you will hang us, 


Let's have a good Meal or two to die with, 
To put's in heart. | 
Mor. Or if you'll drown us, 
Let's be drunk firſt, that we may die merrily, 
and bleſs the Founders. 
(la. Ye ſhall not die ſo haſtily. 
hat dare ye do to deſerve my Favour? 
Lam. Put us to any Service. 
Han. Any Bondage, 
Let's but live. | 
Mar. We'll get a world of Children, 


for we know ye are hainouſly unprovided that way 
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And ye ſhall beat us when we offend ye; 
Beat vs abundantly, and take our Meat from ys. (ones, 
Ua. Theſe are weak abject things, that ſhew ye poor 
What's the great Service ye ſo oft have threatned, 
If ye might ſee me, and win my Favour? 
Jul. That buſineſs of Diſcovery. 
Mor. Oh I'll tell ye Lady. 
Lam. And ſo will J. 
Fran. And 1. 
Pray let me ſpeak firſt. 
r. Good, no confuſion. 
We are before a Lady that knows Manners; 
And by the next Meat I ſhall eat, tis certain, 
This little Gentlewoman that was taken with us. 
Ca. Your Captain's Siſter, ſhe you mean. 
Mar. Ay, ay, ſhe's the buſineſs that we would opentoye. 
You are cozeg'd in her. | 
Lam. How, what is't you would open? 
Fran. She is no Siſter. 
Mor. Good Sirs, how quick you are, 
She is no Siſter, Madam. | 
Fran. She is his | 
Mor. Peace, I lay. 1 
Cla. What is ſhe? 
Mor. Faith, ſweet Lady, 
She is, as a Man would ſay, his —— 
Cla. What? 
Lam. His Miſtreſs. | 
Mor. Or, as ſome new Tranſlators read, hi 
Clz. Oh me! 
Mor. And why he ſhould delyde you thus, 
Unleſs he meant ſome Villany? Theſe ten Weeks 
He has had her at Sea, for his own proper Appetite. 
Lam. His Cabin-mate, I'Il aſſure ye. 
Cla. No Siſter, ſay ye? | | 
Mor. No more than I am Brother to your Beauty. 
i know not why he ſhould juggle thus. 
Cla. Do not lie to me. 
Mor. If ye find me lie, Lady, hang me empty. 


£13. How am I food? | Away 
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Away with em Julerta, and feed em, 

But hark ye, with ſuch food as they have given me. 

New Miſery! | 
Fran. Nor Meat nor Thanks for all this. U.. 
Cla. Make 'em more wretched. ; 

Oh I could burſt! curſe and kill now, 

Kill any thing I meer. Juletta, follow me, 


And call the reſt along. 
Jul. We follow, Madam. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Albert and Aminta. 


Amin. I muſt be gone now, elſe ſhe may ſuſpe&.me z 

How ſhall I anſwer her? 5 
Alb. Tell her directly. 

Amin. That were too ſudden, too improvident; 
Fires of this Nature muſt be put out cunningly, 
They'll waſte all come near em elſe. 

Fare wel once more. 

Alb. Farcwel, 

And keep my Love entire. „ 

Nay, kiſs me once again, methinks we ſhould not part. 
Amin. Oh be wile, Sir. 

Alb. Nay, one Kiſs more. 

Amin. Indeed you're wanton 
We may be taken too. 

Enter Clarinda, Juletta, Crocale and Hippolita. 

Cla. Out, thou bake Woman- 

I'll ſhoot 'em both. 

 Cro. Nay ſtay, brave Lady, hold; 

A ſudden Death cuts off a nobler Vengeance. 
da. Am I made Bawd to your laſcivious Meetings? 

Are ye grown ſo wiſe in Sin? 

Shut up that Villany; and Sirrah, 
ow expect my utmoſt Anger, 

Let him there ſtarve. | | 
Alb. I mock at your Miſchiefs. [ Exit. 
Cla. Tie that falſe Witch unto that Tr 

There let that ſavage Beaſts | 

Gnaw off her Sweetneſs, and Snakes 

Embrace her Beauties; tie her, and watch 

That none relieve her. 
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Hip. We could with ye better Fortune, Lacy 

But dare not help ye. 

Amin. Be your own Friends, I thank ye. 
Now only my laſt audit, and my greateſt ; 
Oh Heav'n, be kind unto me, 
And if it be thy Will, preſerve. 

Enter Raymond. 

Ray. Who is this ? 
Sure 'tis a Woman, I have trode this Place, 
And found much footing ; now I know tis peopfd. 
Ha, let me ſee! 'tis her Face. 
Oh Heav'n! turn this way, Maid. 

Amin. Oh Raymond, oh Brother. 

Ray. Her Tongue too ; tis my Siſter; what rude | 
Nay kiſs me firſt, Oh Joy | (Hand! 

2 Fly, fly, dear Rother, f 
You are loft elſe. ' 

Ful. A Man, a Man, 2 new Man, 

Rays M hat are theſe 

Enter Juletta, Crocale, and Clarinda. 

CY. An Enemy, an Enemy. 

Cla. Diſpatch him, 
Take him off ſhoot him ſtraight. 

Ray. | dare not uſe my Sword, Ladies, 
Againſt ſuch comely Foes, 

Amin. Oh Brother, Brother! 

Cla. Away with em, and in dark Priſons bind em. 
One word reply'd, ye die both. | 
Now brave Mother, tollow thy noble Anger, 
And Pl help thee. [ Exennt. 


ACTY. SCENE! 


Enter Roſella, Clarinda, Crocale, Juletta, and Hippolita- Nei 


al | Am deaf to all your Intreaties ; ſhe that mov& Thi 
For Pity. or Compaſſion to theſe Pirats, (me Ho! 

Digs up her Father's, or her Brother's Tomb, T 
And ſpurns about their Aſhes, Could 


16 


J6 


Couldſt thou remember what a Father thou hadſt once, 
'Twould ſteel thy Heart againſt all fooliſh Pity. (braces, 
By his Memory, and the remembrance of his dear Em- 
I am taught, that in a noble cauſe Revenge is noble 
And they ſhall fall rhe Sacritices, to appeaſe 
His wandring Ghoſt, and my incenſed Fury. 
Cla. The new come Priſoner too? 
Roſ. He too; yet that we may learn 
Whether they are the ſame, or near ally'd 
To thoſe that forc'd me to this cruel Courſe, 
Better their poor Allowance, and permit 'em 
To meet together, and confer, 
Within the diſtance of your Ear; perhaps 
They may diſcover ſomething that may kill 4 
Deſpair in me, and be a means to fave em 
From certain Ruin. 
Cro. That ſhall be my Charge. 
Roſ. Yet to prevent 
All hope of reſcue; for this new- come Captain 
Hath both a Ship and Men not far from us, 
Though ignorant to find the only Port, 
That can yield Entrance to our happy Iſland, 
Guard the Place ſtrongly, and e'er the next Sun 
Ends his diurnal Progreſs, I will be 
Happy in my Revenge, or ſet em free. [ Exeunt. 
Eyre» Crocale, Juletta, and Hippolita. A Table furniſb d. 
G. So, ſerve it plentifully, 5 
And lu ſe not time to enquire the cauſe; 
There is a main deſign that hangs upon this Bounty. 
See the Table furniſht with Wine too, 


That diſcovers Secrets which Tortures cannot open; 


Open the Doors too of the feveral Priſons, 
And give all free Entrance into this Room: 
Undiſcover'd I can here mark all. 
Enter Tibalt and Maſter. 
Here's:Captain Careleſs, and the tough Ship-maſter, 
The Slaves are nos'd like Vultures, 8 
How wild they look! - 
Tib. Ha, the Myſtery of this, 
Some good Hob-goblin riſe and reveal. 
| Maſt. 
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Maſt. I'm amazed at it; nor can I found the Intent. 
Tib. Is not this Bread; | 
Subſtantial Bread, not painted ? 
Maſt. But take heed, 
You may be poiſoned, 
Tib, I am ſure I am famiſh'd; 
And Famine, as the wiſe Man ſays, 
Gripes the Guts as much as any Mineral. 
This may be Treacle ſent to preſerve me 
After a long Faſt; or be it Vipers Spittle, 
I'll run the hazard. 
Maſt. We are paſt all fear, Il take part with ye. 
Tib. Do; and now i'faith, how d' ye feel your ſelf? 
I find great caſe in t. What's here; | 
Wine, and it be thy Will; 
Strong luſty Wine. Well, Fools may talk 
Of Mytbridate, Cordials, and Elixirs; 
But from my Youth this was my only Phyſick. 
Here's a Colour, what Lady's Cheek, 
Though cerus'd over, comes near it? 
It ſparkles too; hangs out Diamonds. 
Oh my Sweet-heart, how I will hug thee, 
Again, and again! They are poor Drunkards, 
And not worth thy Favours, 
That number thy moiſt Kiſſes in theſe Cryſtals; 
Maſt. But Monſieur, 
Here are Suckets, and ſweet Diſhes. 
Tib. Tuſh, Boy's Meat, 
I am paſt it; here's ſtrong food fir for Men; 
Nectar, old Lad. Miſtreſs of merry Hearts, 


Once more I am bold with you. "4 


Maſt. Take heed, Man, 
Too much will breed Diſtemper. 

Tib. Haſt thou liv'd at Sea 
The moſt part of thy Life, where to be ſober, 
While we have Wine aboard, is capital Treaſon 
And doſt thou preach Sobriety ? 

aſt. Prethee forbear, 
We may offend in itz we know not for whom 


It was provided, Tib 
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Tib. I am ſure for me; therefore foorra, 
When I am full, let em hang me, I care not. 


Enter Albert, Aminta, Raymond, Lamure, Morillat, . 


and Franville, ſeverally. - 
Maſt. This has been his Temper ever. 
See, provoking Diſhesz candid Eringoes, 
And Potatoes. 8 
Tib. I'll not touch 'em, I will drink; 
But not a Bit on a March, I'll be an Eunuch rather. 
Maſt. Who are theſe? 
Tib. Marry, who you will; 
keep my Text here. 
Alb. Raymond ! 
Ray. Albert ! 
Tt, Away, I'll be drunk alone; 
Keep off Rogues, or P'Il belch ye into Air; 
Not a drop here. 
Amin. Dear Brother, put not in your Eyes ſuch Anger, 
Thoſe looks poiſon'd with Fury, ſhot at him, 
Reflect on me. Oh Brother, look milder, or 
The Cryſtal of his Temperance 
Will turn 'em on your ſelf. 
Alb. Sir, I have ſought ye — 
To find your Pardon; you have plough'd the Ocean, 
To wreak you Vengeance en me, for the Rape 
Of this fair Virgin. Now our Fortune guides us 
To meet on ſuch hard Terms, that we need rather 
A mutual Pity of our preſent State, 
Than to expoſtulate of Breaches paſt, 
Which cannot be made up. And though it be 
Far from your Power, to force me to confeſs 
That J have done ye wrong, or ſuch Submiſſion 
Failing to make my Peace, to vent your Anger; 
You being your ſelf ſlay'd, as I to others; 
Yet for you Siſter's ſake, her bleſſed ſake, 
In part of Recompence of what ſhe has ſuffer'd 
For my raſh Folly z the Contagion 
Of my black Actions, catching hold upon 
Her purer Innocence, I crave your Mercy; 
And wiſh however ſeveral Motiyes kept us a 
1 ; rom 
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From being Friends, while we had hope to live, 
Let Death, which we expect, and cannot fly from, 
End all Contention. | 

Tib. Drink upon't, 'tis a good Motion; 
Rati fie it in Wine, and 'tis authentical. 

Ray. When | confider 
The ground of our long Difference, and look on 
Our not to be avoided Miſeries, | 
It doth beget in me I know not how 
A ſoft religious Tenderneſs; which tells me, 
Though we have many faulrs to anſwer for 
Upon our own Account, our Father's Crimes 
Are in us puniſh'd. Oh Albert, the Courſe 
They took to leave us rich, was not honeſt, 
Nor can that Friendſhip laſt, which Virtue joyns not. 
When firſt they forc'd the induſtrious Portugalia 
From their Plantations in the Happy I/iand:. 

Cro. This is that I watch for. 

Ray. Anddid omit no Tyranny, 'which Men, 
Inured to Spoil and Miſchief, could inflict, 
On the griev'd Sufferers; when by lawleſs Rapine 
They reap'd the Harveſt, which their Labourers fow'd; 
And not content to force 'em from their dwelling, 
But laid for em at Sea, to raviſh from em 
The laſt remainder of their Wealth; then, then, 
After a long purſuit, each doubting other, 
As guilty of the Portugals eſcape, 
They did begin to Quarrel, like in Men; 
Forgive my Piety, that I call 'em ſo) 
No longer Love or Correſpondence holds, 
Than it is cemented with prey or profit: ; 
Then did they turn'theſe Swords they oft had bloody'd 
With innocent Gore, upon their wretched ſelves, 
And paid the forfeit of their Cruelry 
Shewn to Sebaſtian, and his Colony, 
By being fatal Enemies to each other. 
Thence grew Aminte's Rape, and my deſire 
To be reveng'd. And now obſerve the iſſue; 
As they tor ſpoil ever forgot Compaſſion 


To Women, ( who ſhould be exempted From 
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From the Extremities of a lawful. War) 
We now, young able Men, are fall'n into 
The Hands of Women; that, againſt the ſoft 
Tenderneſs familiar to their Sex, 
Will ſhew no Mercy. 
Enter Crocale. 

Co. None, unliſs you ſhew us 
Our long loſt Rusbands. 
Ve uc thoe Portugali you talk'd of. 

Ray. Sta, 
mat upon the Sea in a tall Shi 
Two Portugals, famiſh'd almoſt to Death. 

Tib Ovr Ship, by this Wine, 
And thoſe the Rogues that ſtole her, 
Left us to famiſh in the barren Iſlands. 

Kay. Some ſuch Tale they told me, 
And ſomething of a Woman, which I find 
To be my Siſter, 

Cro. Where are theſe Men? 

Ray. U left 'em, 
Suppoſing they had deluded me with forg'd Tales, 
In the Ilſland, where they ſaid 
They had liv'd many Vears, the wretched Owners 
Of a huge maſs of Treaſure. 

Alb. The fame Men; and that the fatal Muck 
We quarrell'd for. : 

Cr9, They were Portugals, you ſay. 

Ray. So they profeſs'd. 

Cro, They may prove ſuch Men as may ſave your Lives, 
And ſo much I am taken with fair hope, 
That I will hazard Life to be reſolv'd on' : 
How came you hither? 

Ray. My Ship lies by the River's Mouth, 
That can convey ye to theſe wretched Men, 
Which you deſire to ſee. 

Oo. Back to your Priſons, 
And pray for the Succeſs; if they be thoſe 
Which | deſire to find, you are fate 
If not, prepare to die to Morrow 
For the World cannot redeem-ye. 


Alb. 


| 


N 1 
bf 
g \ 
—_— 
» 
. 
i 
'% 
. 
N 
4 
* 
4 
. 
jj 
I! 
'4 
i 
. 
f 
ö 
4 


3364 The Sea-Voyag De 


Alb. However, we are arm'd 
For either Fortune. (Exit, 

Tib. What muſt become of me now, 
Fhat I am not diſmiſs'd? 

Cro. Oh Sir, I purpoſe 


To have your Company. 
Tib. Take heed, wicked Woman, 


I am apt to Miſchief now. 
Cro. You cannot be ſo unkind, 


To her that gives you Liberty. 
Tib. No, I ſhall be too kind, that's the Devil on't; 


J have had ſtore of good Wine; and when I am drunk, 
Joan is a Lady to me, and I ſhall 
Lay about me like a Lord; I feel ſtrange Motions 
Avoid me, Temptation. | 
Go. Come, Sir, [ll help ye in. [Exennt. 
Enter Sebaſtian and Nicuſa. | 
Nic. What may that be 
That moves upon the Lake? 
Seb. Still it draws nearer, 
And now I plainly can diſcern it. 
"Tis the French Ship. | 
Nic. In it a Woman, 
W ho ſeems to invite us to her. 
Seb. Still ſhe calls with Signs of Love to haſten to her 
So lovely hope doth {till appear; 
I feel nor Age, nor Weakneſs. 
Nic. Though it bring Death, 
To us 'tis Comfort; and deſerves a meeting. 
Or elſe Fortune tir'd with what we have ſuffer'd, 
And in it overcome, as it may be, | 
Now ſets a Period to our Milery. Exeum. 
[ Horrid Muſick, 


Enter ſeverally, Raymond, Albert, and Aminta. 
Ray. What dreadful ſounds are thele ? 
Amin. Infernal Muſick, 
Fit for a bloody Feaſt. 
Alb. It ſeems prepar'd 
To kill our Courages, cer they divorce. ds 
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Our Souls and Bodies. | 
Ray. But they that fearleſs fall, 
Deprive them of their Triumph. 


An Altar prepar d. 
Enter Roſſillia, Clarinda, Juletta, Hippolita, &c. 
Amin. Sce the Furies, 
In their full trim of Cruelty. 
Roſ. Tis the laſt 
Duty that I can pay to my dead Lord; 
Set out the Altar, I my ſelf will be 
The Pricſt, and boldly do thoſe horrid Rites 
| You ſhake to think on; lead theſe Captains nearer, 
For they ſhall have the Honour to fall firſt 
To my Sebaſtian's Aſhes; and now Wiretches, 
As I am taught already, that you are, 
. And lately by your free Confeſſion, 
French Pirates, and the Sons of thoſe I hate, 
Even equal with the Devil; hear with Horror, 
What 'tis invites me to this cruel Courſe, 
And what you are to ſuffer, no Amazons we, 
But Women of Portugal, that muſt have from you 
Sebaſtian and Nicuſa; we are they 
That groan'd beneath your Fathers Wrongs : 
We are thoſe wretched Women, 
\ Their Injuries purſu'd, and overtook ; 
And from the ſad Remembrance of our Loſles 
We are taught to be cruel; when we were forc'd 
From that ſweet Air we breath'd in, by their Rapine, 
And ſought a Place of being; as the Seas 
And Winds conſpir'd with their ill Purpoſes, 
To load us with Afflictions in a Storm 
That fell upon us; the two Ships that 2 us, 
a Jo ſeek new Fortunes in an unknown Wor!l 
Were ſevered ; the one bore all the able Men, 
Our Treaſure and our Jewels; in the other, 
Ve Women were embrark'd, and fell upon, 
After long toſſing in the troubled Main, 
Ibis pleaſant Iſland; but in few Months, 
The Men that did conduct us hitker, dy'd. 
ur Vor. VI. + L1 We 
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We long before had given our Husbands loſt: 
Remembring what we had ſuffer'd by the French, 
We took a ſolemn Oath, never to admit 

The curs'd Society of Men: Neceſſity 

Taught us thoſe Arts, not uſual to our Scx, 

And the fertile Earth yielding abundance to us, 

We did reſolve, thus ſhap'd ike Amazons 

To end our Lives; but when you arriv'd here, 

And brought as Preſents to us, our own Jewels, 

'T hoſe which were born in the other Ship, 

How can ye hope to ſcape our Vengeance ? 
Amint. It boots not then to ſwear our Innocence? 
Alb. Or that we never forc'd it from the Owners? 
Ray. Or that there are a Remnant of that Wrack, 

And not far off? 1 
Ao.. All you affirm, I know, 

Is but to win time; therefore prepare your Throats, 

The World ſhall not redeem ye; and that your Cries 

May find. no Entrance to our Ears, 

To move Pity in any, bid loud Muſick ſound 

Their fatal Knells; if ye have Prayers uſe 'em quickly, 

To any Power will own ye; but ha! 

Enter Crocale, Sebaſtian, Nicuſa and Fibalt. 
Who are theſe? M hat Spectacles of Misfortune ? 
Why are their Looks 1 | a 
So full of Joy and Wonder? 

Cy. Oh! Lay by 

Theſe Inſtruments of Death, and welcome 

To your Arms, what you durſt never hope to imbrace: 

This is Sebaſtian, this Nicuſa, Madam: 

Preſerv'd by Miracle: Look up, dear Sir 

And know your own Raſſella; be not loſt 

In Wonder and Amazement; or if Nature 

Can, by Inſtinct, inſtruct you what it is, 

To be bleſſed with the Name of Father, 

Freely enjoy it in this fair Virgin. 

Seb. Though my Miſeries, 

And many Ycars of Wants I have endur'd, 

May well deprive me of the Memory 

Of all Joys paſt; yet looking on this Building, 


ace 


This 
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This ruin'd Building of a heav'nly Form | 
In my Roflla; I muft remember, I am Sebaſtian, 
Roſ. Oh my Joys! 
Seb. And here, 
1 ſce a perfect Model of thy (elf, 3 
As thou wert when thy Choice firſt made thee mine: 
Theſe Cheeks and Fronts, though wrinkled now with 
Which Art cannot reſtore, had equal Pureneſs (Time 
Of natural white and red, and as much raviſhing : 
W hich by fair Order and Succeſſion, 
I ſee deſcend on her; and may thy Virtues 
Wind into her Form, and make her a perfect Dower, 
No Part of thy ſweet Goodneſs wanting to her. 
I will not now Ro#lla, ask thy Fortunes, 
Nor trouble thee with hearing mine 
Thoſe ſhall hereafter ſerve to make glad Hours 
In their Relation: All paſt Wrongs forgot; 
I'm glad to ſee you, Gentlemen; but molt, 


That it is in my Power to fave your Lives; 


You ſav'd ours, when we were near ſtary'd at Sea, 

And I deſpair not, for'if ſhe be mine, 

Ryflla can deny Sebaſtian nothing. 

Ro. She does give up her ſelf, 

Her Power and Joys, and all, to you, 4 

To be diſcharged of em as too burthenſdme; 

Welcome in any Shape. j 
Seb. Sir, in your Looks, 

| read your Suit of my Clarinds; ſhe is yours; 

And Lady, if it be in me to confirm 

Your Hopes in this brave Gentleman, 

Preſume I am your Servant: 
Alb. We thank you, Sir. 
Amin. Oh happy Hour! 
Alb. O my dear Aminta ; 
ow all our Fears are ended. 
Tib. Here I fix; ſhe's Mettle, - 

Steel to the Back, and will cut my leaden Dagger, 

lf not us d with Diſcretion. 

G0, You are ſtill no Changeling. 
| LI2 Seb. 


I 
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Seb. Nay, 
All look chearfully, for none ſhall be 
Deny'd their lawful Wiſhes; when a while 
We have here refreſh'd our ſelves, we'll return 
To our ſeveral homes; and well that Voyage ends, 


'T hat makes of deadly Enemies, faithful Friends. 
| Exeunt onne: 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


MEN. 


IR Perfidious Oldcraft, an old Knight, 4 
great Admirer of Mit. 
Witty-pate Olcicraft, his Father's own Son. 
Sir Gregory Fop, à witleſs Lord of Land. 
Cunningham, # diſcreet Gentleman, Sir Gregory's 
Comrade and Supplanter. 


RO . | 
Sir 1 Gentry, a decay 5 Two ſharking 
: Companions. 


Priſcian, @ poor Scholar, 

Pompey Doodle, 2 Clown, Sir Gregory's Man, 4 
piece of Puff-paſte, like his Maſter. 

Mr. Credulous, Nephew to Sir Perfidious, 4 ſpat 
low-brain'd Scholar. 


WOMEN. 


Neice to Sir Perſidious, a rich and witty Heir. 
Lady Ruinous, Mie to Sir Ruinous. 
Guardianeſs to Sir Perfidious his Neice, an old 
 duting Croane. 
Mirabell, zhe Guardianeſs's Niece. 


The SCENE LONDON. 
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ACI E£-SCENE LF 


Enter Sir Prefidious Old-craft, an old Knight, 
and Witty-pate his Sor. 


ITI 


R, I'm no Boy, I'm deep in one and 
twenty, 
The ſecond Year's approaching 
Old K. A fine time 
For a Youth to live by his Wits then, I 
ſhould think, 
If &er he mean to make Account of any. 
Witty. Wits, Sir? 
Old K. Ay Wits, Sir; if it be fo ſtrange to thee, 
I'm ſorry 1 ſpent that time to get a Fool, 
| might have imploy'd my Pains a great deal better; 
Thou knowſt all that I have, I ha' got by my Wits, 
And yet to ſee how urgent thou art too; 
Ir grieves me thou art 4 degenerate _ 
To trouble me for Means, 1 never offer'd it 
My Parents from a School-boy, paſt Nineteen once. 
See what theſe Times are grown to, before Twenty 
I ruſh'd into the World, which is indeed 
Much like the Art of ſwimmin he that will attain tot 
Muſt fall Plump, and duck him elf at firſt, 
And that will make him hardy and advent'rous, 
And not ſtand putting in one Foot, and ſhiver, 
L14 And 


* 


1 
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And then draw t' other after, like a Quake- buttock; 
Well he may make a Padler 1'th* World, 
From Hand to Mouth, but never a brave Swimmer, 
Born up by th' Chin, as 1 bore up my ſclt, 
With my ſtrong Induſtry that never fail'd me; 
For he that lycs born up with Patrimonies, 
Looks like a long great Aſs that ſwims with Bladders, 
Come but one Prick of adverſe Fortune to him 
He ſinks, becauſe he never cry'd to ſwim, 7 
When Wir plays with the Billows that choak'd him, 

Witty, Why is it not a Faſhion for a Father, Sir, 
Our of his yearly thouſands, to allow 
His only Son a competent Brace of Hundreds; 
Or ſuch a Toy ? 

Od K. Yes, if he mean to ſpoil him, 
Or mar his Wits he may, but never I, 
This is my Humour, Sir, which you'll find conſtant; 
I love Wit ſo well, becauſe I liv'd by't, | 
That I'll give no Man Power out of my Means to hurt it, 
And that's a kind of Gratitude to my Raiſer, 
W hich great ones oft forget; I admire much 
This \ge's Dulneis, when I ſcarce writ Man, 
The firtt Degree that e'er I took in thriving, 
I lay Intelligencer cloſe for wenching, 
Could give this Lord or Knight a true Certificate 
Of all the Maiden-Heads extant, how many lay 
Mongſt Chamber-maids, how many *mongft Exchange, 
Though never many there 1 muſt confeſs, 
They have a Trick to utter Ware fo faſt; - | 
I knew which Lady had a Mind to fall, (breaking, 
Which Gentlewoman new divorc'd, which Tradeſman 
The Price of every Sinner to a Hair, 
And where to raiſe each Price ; which were the Tearmers, 
1 hat would give Velvet Petticoats, Tiſſue Gowns, 
W hich Fieces, Angels, Suppers, and half Crowns; 
I knew how to match, and make my Market. 
Could give Intelligence where the Pox lay leidger, 
And then to ſec the Letchers ſhift a Point, 
Twas Sport and Profit too; how they would ſhun 


Their ador'd Miſtreſs's Chambers, and rue Raine 5 
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Like Rats from burning Houſes ; ſo brought I 

My Clyents the Game {till ſafe together, 

And noble Gameſters lov'd me, and l felt it. 

Give me a Man that lives by his Wits, ſay I, 

And's never left a Groat, there's the true Gallant. 
When I grew ſomewhat purſie, I grew then 

In Mens opiniqns too, and confidences, 

They put things call'd Executorſhips upon me, 

The charge of Orphans, little ſenſeleſs Creatures, 
Whom in their Childhoods | bound forth to Felt-makers, 
To make 'em loſe, and work away their Gentry, 
Diſguiſe their tender Natures with hard Cuſtom, 

So wrought 'em out in time, there I riſe ungently, 
Nor do I fear to diſcourſe this unto thee, 

I'm arm'd art all points againſt Treachery, 

hold my Humour firm; if I can ſee thee thrive by 


Thy Wits while I live, I ſhall have the more courage 


To truſt thee with my Lands when I dye; if not, 

The next beſt Wit I can hear of, carries em: 

For ſince in my time and knowledge, ſo many rich Children 
Of the City conclude in Beggary, I'd rather 

Make a wiſe Stranger my Executor, than a fooliſh 

Son my Heir, and to have my Lands call'd after my 
Wit, than after my Name; and that's my Nature. 

Witty. *Tis a ſtrange harſh one, muſt I {till ſhift then? 
come, brave Cheats, once to my Trade again, 
And L'II ply't harder now than cer 1 did for't; 
You'll part with nothing then, Sir? 

Old K. Not a jot, Sir. 

Witty. If I ſhould ask you Bleſſing e'er I go, Sir, 
| think you would not give't me. 

Od K. Let me but hear thou liv'ſt by thy Wits once 
Thou ſhalt have any thing, thou'rt none of mine elſe, 
Then why ſhould I rake care for thee ? 

Witty. Thank your Bounty. (Exit. 

O14 K. So Wealth love me, and long Life, I beſcech it, 
As do love the Man that lives by his Wits, 

He comes ſo near my Nature; I'm grown old now, 
And even arriv'd at my laſt Cheat I tear me, 


but twill make ſh'ft to bury me, by day-light too, ' 


And 
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And diſcharge all my Legacies, tis ſo wealthy, 
And never trouble any Intereſt Mony: 

I've yet a Neice to wed, over whoſe fteps 

I have plac'd a truſty watchful Guardianeſs, 


For fear ſome poor Earl ſteal her, 't has been threat ned, 


To redeem mortgag'd Land, but he ſhall miſs on't; 
To prevent which, I have ſought out a Match for her, 
Fop of Fip-Hall, he writes himlelf, I take it, 
The ancient'ſt F in England, with whom I've privately 
Compounded for the third part of her Portion, f 
Euter Sir Gregory Fop, and Cunningham. 
And the icems plcas d, ſo two parts reſt with me, 
He's come; Sir Greg'7y, welcome; what's he, Sir? 
Sir Greg. Young Cumningham, a Norfolk Gentleman, 
O e that has liv'd upon the Fops, my Kindred, 
Ever ſince my remembrance; he's a Wit indeed, 
And we all ſtrive to have him, nay, tis certain 
Some of our Name has gone to Law tor him; 
Nov tis my turn to keep him, and indeed 
He's plaguy chargeable, as all your Wits are, 
But I will give him over when I liſt, 
I ha' us'd Wits ſo before. (off. 
Old K. lhope when you're married, Sir, you'll ſhake him 
Sir Greg. Why what do you take me to be, old Father- 
1'Law that ſhall be, do you think ll have any of the i 
hang upon me after lam married once? none of my Kin- 


dred ever had before me; but where's this Niece? is't afa- 


ſhion in London to marry a Woman, and never ſee her? 

Old. Excuſe the niceneſs, Sir, that care's your Friend, 
Perhaps had ſhe been ſeen, you had never ſeen her; 
"There's many a ſpent thing call'd, and't pleaſe your Honne, 
That lies in wait for her, at firſt ſnap ſhe's a Counteb, 
Drawn with ſix Mares through Fleerſtreet, and a Coach: 
Sitting bare-headed to their Flanders Buttocks: (man, 
This whets him on. © 

Sir Greg. Pray let's clap up the buſineſs, Sir, 
I long to fee her, are you ſure you have her, 
Is ſhe not there already? Hark, hark, oh hart. 
O14 K. How now, what's that, Sir? 

TER Str Greg. 
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Sir Greg. Every Caroach goes by, 
Goes ev'n to th? Heart of me. | 
Old X. I'll have that Doubt eas'd, Sir, 
Inſtantly eas d, Sir Gregory, and now l think on't 
„ A Toy comes i' my Mind, ſeeing your Friend there, 
We'll have a little ſport, give you but way to'r, 
And put a trick upon her, I love Wit preciouſly, 
You ſhall not be ſeen yer, we'll ſtale your Friend firſt, 
If r pleaſe but him to ſtand for the Anti-mask. 
Sr Greg. Puh, he ſhall ſtand for any thing, why his Supper 
Lies i' my Breeches here, I'll make him faſt ele. 
014 K. Then come you forth more unexpectedly 
The Mask it ſelf, a thouſand a Year Joynture, 
The cloud, your Friends will be then drawn away, 
And only you the Beauty of the Play. (Fullers, 
Sir Greg. For Red and Black, l' put down all your 
Let but your Neice bring White, and we have three co- 
lours. | [ Exit Sir Greg. 
Old K. I'm given to underſtand you are a Wit, Sir. 
Cun. I'm one that Fortune ſhews ſmall favour to, Sir. 
Old. K. Why there you conclude it, whether you will 
or no, Sir, 
To tell you truth, I'm taken with a Wit. 
(un. Fowlers catch Woodcocks ſo, let not them know 
ſo much. 
Od R. A Peſtilence mazard, a Duke Humphrey Spark, 
Had rather loſe his Dinner than his Jeſt; 
ſay I love a Wit the beſt of all things. 
Gun, Always except your (elf. 
Od X. Has giv'n't me twice now. 
Enter Neice and Guardianeſs. 
All with a breath, I thank him; but that I love a Wit 
| ſhould be heartily angry; cuds, my Neice, | 
You know the buſineſs with her. 
un. With a Woman? 
Tis ev'n the very ſame it was, I'm ſure, 
Five thouſand Years ago, no Fool can miſs it. 
0/4 K. This is the Gentleman I promis'd Neice, 
To preſent to your Affection. | 46 
reg, Gm, Ware that Arrow. 


Old K. 
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Old K. Deliver me the truth now of your liking. 

Cur. I'm ſpoil'd already, that ſuch poor lean Game 
Should be found out as I am. 

Old K. Go ſet to her, Sir ha, ha, ha. 

Cun. How noble is this Virtue in you, Lady? 
Your Eye may ſeem to commit a thouſand flaughters 
On your dull Servants, which truly taſted 
Conclude all in comforts. 

Old K. Pu. 

Neice. It rather ſhews what a true Worth can make, 

Such as yours is. 
Old K. And that's not worth a Groat ; 

How like you him, Neice? 
Neice. Ir ſhall appear how well, Sir, 

I humbly thank you for him, | 

Old K. Ha, ha, good Gullery, he does it well i'faith, 
Light, as if he meant to purchaſe Lip-land there: 
Hold, hold, bear off I ſay, flid your Part hangs too long. 

Cun. My Joys are Mockeries. | 

Neice.Y ou've both expreſs'd a worthy care and love, Sir; 
Had mine own Eye been ſet at liberty, 
To make a publick choice (believe my Truth, Sir) 
It could not ha' done better for my Heart 
Than your good Providence has. 
Old K. You will ſay fo then, 
Alas ſweet Neice, all this is but the Scabbard, 
Now I draw forth the Weapon. 
Neice. How? 
Old K. Sir Gregory, 
Approach thou Lad of thouſands. 
Enter Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Who calls me? ; 

Neice. What Motion's this, the Model of Ninivie* 

Old K. Accoſt her daintily now, let me adviſe thee, 

Sir Greg. I was advis'd to beſtow dainty Coſt on you. 

_ You were ill advis'd, back, and take better eoun- 
el; 
You may have good for an Angel, the leaſt coſt 
You can beſtow upon a Woman, Sir, ; 


Trebles ten Counſellors Fees in Lady-yare, 


You're 


* 
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You're over Head and Ears, e' er you be aware: 
Faith keep a Batchelor ſtill, and go to Bowls, Sir, 
Follow your Miſtreſs there, and prick and fave, Sir; 
For other Miſtreſſes will make you a Slave, Sir. 
Sir Greg. So, ſo, 1 have my lerrepoop already. (you. 
Old K. Why how now, Neice, this is the Man I tell 
Mice. He, hang him, Sir, I know you do bat mock, 
This is the Man you would ſay. 
Old K. The Devil rides, I think. 
Cun. I muſt uſe cunning here. 
Old K. Make me not mad, uſe him with all reſpect, 
This is the Man I ſwear. 
Neice. Would you could perſwade me to that ; 
Alas, you cannot go beyond me, Unkle, 
You carry a Jeſt well, I muſt confels, 
For a Man of your Years, but 
' WW OAK. I'm wrought beſide my ſelf. 
. Cum, I never beheld Comlineſs *till this minute. 
| Guard. Oh good ſweet Sir, pray offer not theſe words 
To an old Gentlewoman. 
VNeice. Sir. 
Gm. Away Fifteen, 
Here's Fifty one exceeds thee. 
Neice. What's the buſineſs ? 
Cun, Give me theſe motherly Creatures, come, ne'er 
{mother it, 
| know you are a teeming Woman yet. | 
Guard. Troth a young Gentleman might do much ! 
think, Sir. | 
Gm, Go too then. 
Guard. And I ſhould play my part, orl were ingrateful. 
Neice. Can you ſo ſoon neglect me ! 
n. Hence, Tm buſie. (gage, 
Od K. This croſs point came in luckily; impudent Bag- 
Hang from the Gentleman, art thou not aſham'd 
* To be a Widow's hind'rance? 
(un. Are you angry, Sir? 
Old K. You're welcome, pray court on, I ſhall deſire 
Your honeſt wiſe Acquaintance z vex me not 
After my care and pains to find a Match for thee, 
e Leſt I confine thy Life to ſome Out. chamber, Where 


/ 
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W here thou ſhalt waſte the ſweetneſs of thy Youth, H 
Like a conſuming Light in her own Socket, | 
And not allow'd a Male-Creature about rhee; 

A very Monky, thy neceſſity | : 

Shall prize at a thouſand Pound, a Chimney-fweeper 

At fifteen hundred. | | 
Neice. But are you ſerious, Uncle? 

Old K. Serious. . 

Neice. Pray let me look upon the Gentleman 
With more heed; then I did but hum him over 
In haſte, good faith, as Lawyers Chancery Sheets; 
Beſhrew my Blood, a tolerable Man, 

Now I diſtinctly read him. 

Oi Greg. Hum, hum, hum. | 

Neice. Say he be black, he's of a very good pitch, 
Welt ankled, two good confident Calves, they look 
As it they would not ſhrink at the ninth Ghild; 

The Redneſs i' th“ Face, why that's in faſhion, 

Moſt of your high Bloods have it, fign of Greatneſsmarry; 

*Tis to be taken down too with Aay- butter, | 

I'll fend to my Lady Send-tail for her Medicine. 

Sir Greg. Lum te dum, dum, dum, de dum. 

Neice. He's qualified too, believe me. 

Sir Greg. Lum te dum, de dum, de dum. 

Neice. Where was my Judgment? 

Sir Greg. Lum te dum, dum, dum, te dum, te dum. 

Netce. Perfections cover'd meſs. | 

Sir Greg, Lum te dum, te dum, te dum. 

Neice. It ſmoaks apparantly : Pardon, ſweet Sir, 
The error of my Sex, 

Old K. Why, well ſaid, Neice; 

Upon Submiſſion you muſt pardon her now, Sir. 

Sir Greg. I'll do't by courſe, do you think I'm an Als, 

Knight? 

Here's firſt my Hand, now't goes to the Seal-Office. : 
Old K. Formally finiſh'd, how goes this Suit forward: 
cun. I'm taking meaſure of the Widow's Mind, Sir, 

I hope to fit her Heart. | 
Guard. Who would have dreamt ; 

Of a young Morſel now? things come in Minutes. 
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Sir Greg. Truſt him not, Widow, he's a younger Brother, 


He'll ſwear and lie; believe me he's worth nothing. 
Guard. He brings more Content to a Woman with that 
nothing, ; 
Than he that brings his thouſands without any thing; 
We have Precedents for that amongſt great Ladies. 

Old K. Come, come, no Language now ſhall be in faſhion, 
But your Love-phraſe, the Bell to Procreation. | Exe, 
Enter Sir Ruinous Gentry, Witty-pate, and Priſcian. 

Witty. Pox, there's nothing puts me beſides my W its, 

but this fourth, ty 

This laſt illiterate ſhare, there's no Conſcience in't. 

Ruin. Sir, it has ever been ſo, where I have praftis'd, 

and muſt be 

Still where I am, nor has it been undeſery'd at the Years 
End, and ſhuffle the Almanack together, Vacations and 
Term-times, one with another, tho' I ſay't, my Wife is a 
Woman of a good Spirit, then it is no lay-ſhare. 

Priſ. Faith for this five year, Ego poſſum probare, I have 


had (much 
A hungry penurious ſhare with 'em, and ſhe has had as 
As I always. 

| Profent, or not preſent. 


Witty. 

priſe Rejidens aut non refidens, per fidem. 

Witty. And what Precedent's this for me? becauſe your 
Hic & bac, Turpis and Qui mihi diſcipulus Brains (that ne- 
ver got any thing but by accidence and uncertainty) did 
allow it, therefore I muſt, that have grounded Concluſi- 
ons of Wit, Hereditary Rules from my Father to get by-L 

Ruin. Sir, be compendious, either take or refuſe, Iwill 
bate no token of my Wife's ſhare, make even the laſt 
reckonings, and cither ſounite, or here divide company. 

Priſ. A good Reſolution, profeo, let every Man beg his 
own way, and happy Man be his dole. 

Witty, Well, here's your double ſhare, and ſingle 
Brains, Pol, adipol, here's toward, a Caftor ecaftor for you, 
42 endure it a Fortnight longer, but by theſe juſt ſive 
ends 

Priſ. Take heed, five's odd, put both hands together, 
or ſeyerally, they are all odd unjuit ends. 


Witty. 


— 
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Witty. Medins filius, hold your Tongue, I depoſe you 
from half a ſhare preſently elſe, I will make you a Parti- 
ciple, and decline you, now you underſtand me, be you a NN 
quiet Conjunction amongſt the undeclined; you and your Si 
Latine ends ſhall go ſhift, Solus cum ſolo, together elſe, and 
then if ever they get ends of Gold and Silver, enough to If 
ſerve that Gerundine Maw of yours, that without Do will 
end in Di and Dum inſtantly. Ch 

Enter Old Knight and Sir Gregory. Mi 

Ruin. Enough, enough, here comes Company, weloſe 
five Shares in wrangling about one. 

Witty. My Father; put on Priſcian, he has Latine Frag- 
ments tco, but I fear him not, I'll caſe my Face with a 
little more Hair, and relieve. He 

Oid K. Tuſh, Nephew, (111 call you C>) for ifthere be 
No other Obſtacles than thoſe you ſpeak of 
They are but Powder-Charges without Pellets, 

Lou may ſafely front em, and warrant your own Danger. 

Sir Greg. No other that can perceive i faith, Sir, for l 
put her to't, and felt her as far as I could, and the ſtrong- 
eſt Repulſe was, the ſaid, ſhe would have a little Soldier in 
me, that, if need were, ſhould defend her Reputation. 

Old K. And ſurely, Sir, that is a Principle 
Amongſt your principal Ladies, they require 
Valour, either in a Friend or a Husband. 

Sir Greg. And Iallow their Requeſts 'faith as well as any 
Woman's Heart can deſire, if I knew where to get Va- 
lour,l would as willinglyentertain it as any Man that blows. 

Old K. Breaths, breaths, Sir, that's the ſweeter Phraſe. 

Sir Greg. Blows for a Soldier, faith Sir, and I'm in 
Practiſe that way. 

Old K. Fora Soldier, I grant it. 

Sir Greg. Slid, Pl ſwallow ſome Bullets, and good round 
ones too, but I'll have a little Soldier in me. 

Rain. Will you on and beg, or ſteal and be hang'd? 

Sir Greg. And ſome Scholar the would have me beſides, 
Tuſh, that ſhall be no Bar, 'tis a Quality in a 
Gentleman, but of the leaſt Queſtion. 


ri. 


ks 
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Priſ. Salvete Domini benigniſimi, munificentiſſimi. 
Old K. Salvete dicis ad nos? jubeo te ſalvere. 
Nay, Sir, we have Larne, and other Metal in us tool 
Sir, you ſhall ſee me talk with this Fellow now. 
Sir Greg. I could find in my Heart to talk with him 
If I could underſtand him. (too, 
Priſ. Chariſſimi, Doc iſimique, Domini, ex abundanti4 
Charitatis veſtre eſtote propitii in me jejunum 
Miſerum, pauporem, & onmi conſolatione exulem. | 
6 Old K. A pretty Scholar by my Faith, Sir, but I'll to 
him again. 
Sir Greg. Does he beg or ſteal in this Language, can 
a you tell Sir? z ned 
He may take away my good Name from me, and I ne'er 
x the wiſer. 7 N 
Old K. He begs, he begs, Sir. 
Priſ. Ecce, ecce, in occulis lachrymarum flumen, in ore 
r. Eames fitiſque ignis in vultu, pudor & impudentia, 
1 Wb 8 neceſſitas & indigentia. 3 
g- Old K. Audi tu bonus ſocius, tu es Scholaſticus, fic intellignz 
n 15 faciam argumentum. Mark now, Sir, now I fetch 
In. im up. | 
Sir Greg. J have been fetcht up a hundred times fer this, 
Yet I could never learn half ſo much. 4 
OI K. Audi, & reſponde, hoc eſt Argumentum, Nomen eft 
ny Wi Mmen, ergo, quod eſt tibi Nomen? Reſponde nunc, 
Va-. Reſconde Argumentum meum. Have I not put him to't, Sir? 
S. Kr Greg. Ves, Sir, I think fo. * 
Witty.Step in, the Raſcal is put out of his penn'd Speech; 
And he can get no farther. 15 
Old K. Cur non reſponde ss? 
Priſ. Oh Domine, tanta mea eſt miſeria. 


und WY Witty. So, he's almoſt in again. | 

Pri. Lr nocte mecum pernoctat egeſtas, luce quotidie 
d? MMPauperras babirar. | | | | 
des, i Old K. Sed quod eft tibi Nomen: & quis dedit ? Reſpmdt 


Argumentum. 
Priſ: Hem, hem. 
Witty, He's dry, he hems, on quickly: 


ri 3 
ol. VII. Mm Ruin. 


: 
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ſwer neither of them; his tron and Steel Tongue is as 


Charity. to kindle *em a new Fire. 


—— — — : Ss 


3382 Wit at ſeveral Weapons. 


Ruin. Courteous Gentlemen, if the Brow of a Milita 
Face may not be offenſive to your generous Eye-Balls, 
let his Wounds ſpeak better than his W ords, for ſome 
Branch or ſmall Sprig of Charity tobe planted uponthis 
poor barren Soil of a Soldier. 

Old K. How now, what, Arms and Arts both go abeging? 

Ruin. Such is the mur; of cold Charity now a- 
days, who (for Heat to her frigid Limbs) paſſes in ſo ſwiſt 
a Motion that two at the leaſt had need be to ſtay her. 

Sir Greg. Sir, let's reward 'em I pray you, and be gone. 
If any Quarrel ſhould ariſe amongſt us, I am able to an- 


hard as the t'other's Latine one. 

Old K. Stay, ſtay, Sir, L will talk a little with him firſt, 
Let me alone with both, I will try whether they 
Live by their Wits or no; for ſuch a Man I love. 

And what ? You both beg together then? 
Priſ. Conjunctis manibus, profecto, Domine. 
Ruin. With equal Fortunes, equal Diftriburion, there's 


not the Breadth of a Sword's Point une ven in our Diviſion. a 
Sir Greg. What two Qualitics are here caſt away upon 

two poor Fellows, if a Man had em that could maintain q 

em? What a double Man were that, if theſe two Fel- 

lows might be bought and ſodden, and boil to a Jelly, fr 

and eaten faſting every Morning, I do not think but a hi 


Man thould find ſtrange things in his Stomach. 

Old K. Come, Sir, join your Charity with mine, and 
we'll make up a couple of Pence betwixt us. 

Sir Greg. If a Man could have a penny worth for his 
Penny, I would beſtow more Mony with 'em. 

Witty. Save you Gentlemea, how now? What, are 
you encounter'd here? What Fellows are theſe? 

Old K. Faith, Sir, here's Mars and Mercury, a Pair of 
poor Planets it ſeems, that Jupiter has turn'd out to live 
by their Wits, and we are c'en about a little Spark of 


Witty. Stay, pray you ſtay, Sir, you may abuſe your Cup 
rity, nay, make that Goodneſs in you no better thana Vice; 
ſo many Deceivers walk in theſe. Shadow s now-4-0ays3 


that certainly better ſpilt, than 
certainly your Bounties were P. eſerx d 
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reſery'd to ſo lewd and vicious Uſes; which is he that 
profeſſes the Soldier? , 

Ruin. He that profeſſes his own Profeſſion, Sir, and 
the dangerous Life he hath led in it, this Pair of half- 
ſcore Years. 

Witty. In what Services have you been, Sir? 

Ruin, The firſt that fleſht me a Soldier, Sir, was 
that great Battel at Alcazar in Barbary, where the no- 
ble Engliſh Stukely fell, and where that Royal Portugal 
Sebaſtian ended his untimely Days. 

Witty. Are you ſure Sebaſtian dy'd there? 

Ruin, Faith, Sir, there was ſome other Rumour hop'd 
amongſt us, that he, wounded, eſcap'd, and touch'd on 
his Native Shore again, where finding his Country at 
home morediſtreſs'd by the Invaſion ofthe Saniara, than 
his Loſs abroad, forſook it, {till ſupporting a miſerable 
and unfortunate Life, which (where he ended) is yer 
uncertain, | 

Wity, By my. Faith, Sir, he ſpeaks the neareſt Fame 
of Truth in this. 

Ruin, Since, Sir, I ſerv'd in France, the Low Countries, 
Laſtly, at that memorable Skirmiſh at Newport, where the 
forward and bold Scor there ſpent his Life fo freely, that 
from every ſingle Heart that there fell, came home from 
his Reſolution, a double Honour to his Country. 

Witty. This ſhould be no Counterfeit, Sir. 

Old K. I do not think he is, Sir. 

Witty. But, Sir, methinks you do not ſhew the Marks 
of a Soldier, could you ſo freely ſcape, that you brought 
home no Scars to be your Chronicle? | 
Ruin. Sir, I have Wounds, and many; but in thoſe 
_— — Nature and Humanity bids me ſhame to 
publiſh. 

Witty. A good Soldier cannot want thoſe Badges. 

Sir Greg. Now am not I of your Mind in that, for ! 
hold him the beſt Soldier that ſcapes beſt; always at a 

Sing I give him the beſt that has the feweſt 
nocks. 8 | 

Wity. Nay, I'll have a bout with your Scholar, too; 
To ak you why youſhould be poor, yet richly learn'd, 

M m 2 Were 
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Were no Queſtion, at I:aſt, you can cafily - 
Anſwer it; but whether you have Learning enough 
To deſerve to be poor or no (ſince Poverty is 
Commonly the meed of Learning) is yet to be try'd : 
You have the Languages, I mean the chief, 
As the Hebrew, Syriack, Greek, Latine, &c. 
Priſ. Aliquantulum, non totaliter, Domine. 
Old K. The Latine I have ſufficiently rry'd him in, 
And I promiſe you, Sir, he is very well grounded. 
Witty. I will prove him in ſome of the reſt. 
Toia miois fatherois iſte Cock-ſcomboy ? 
Priſ. Kay yonkeron nigitton oy fouleroi Aſiniſoy. 
Witty. Cheateron ton biton? 


Priſ. Tous pollous ſtrikerous, Angelo to peeſs. [ 
Witty. Certainly, Sir, a very excellent Scholar in the : 
Old K. I do note a wondrous Readincls in him.{CGreek. A 


Sir Greg. I do wonder how the Trojans could hold out 
ten Years Siege, as tis reported, againſt the Greeks, if 
Achilles ſpoke but this Tongue? 1 do not think but he 80 
might have ſhaken down the Walls in a ſevennight, and 
ne er troubled the wooden Horſe. | 

Witty. J will try him ſo far as I can in the Syriack. 
Kircom bragmen, ſhag a dou ma dell mat hon. 

Priſ. Haſhagath rabgaboſh ſhobos onoriadka. 

Witty. Colpack Rubaſca, gnawerthem ſhig ſhag. U 

Priſ. Napſhamothem Rillſie bougomoſh Iaſhemech nagothi. J 

Witty. Gentlemen I have done, any Man that can go 


I confeſs my (elf at a Nonplus. f (farther, . 
Sir Greg. Faith not I, Sir, I was at my fartheſt in my : 
natural Language, I was never double-rongu'd, l thank Go. 
my hard Fortune. — 
Witty. Well, Gentlemen, 'tis pity, (walk farther off a | 


little my Friends) I ſay, 'tis pity ſuch Fellows ſo endow'd, 
ſo qualify'd with the Gifts of Nature and Arts, yet ſhould 
have ſuch a Scarcity of Fortune's Benefits, we mu 
blame our Iron-hearted Age for it. 
Old K. Tis pity indeed, and our Pity ſhall ſpeak a 
Come, Sir, here's my Groat. (little for em; 


ng. A Gros, ir; oh fi give nothing rather,'werc 
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better you rail'd on em for begging, and fo quit your ſelf; 
Iam a poor Gentleman, that have but little but my Wits 
to live on. | | | 

Old K. Troth, and I love you the better, Sir. 

Witty. Yer VII begin a better Example than fo; here 
Fellows, there's between you, take Purſe and all, and I 
would it were here heavier for your fakes, there's a Pair 
of Angels to guide you to your Lodgings, a poor Gentle- 
man's good Will, 

Priſ. Gratias, maximas gratias, benigniſime Domine. 

Old K. This is an ill Example for us, Sir, I would 
this bountiful Gentleman had not come this way to Day. 

Sir Greg. Pox, we mult not ſhame our ſelves now, Sir, 
[ll give as much as that Gentleman, though I never be 
Soldier or Scholar while I live; here Friends, there's a 
Piece, that if he were divided, would make a Pair of Angels 
for me too, in the Love I bear to theS word and the Tougues. 

Old K. My Largeſs ſhall be equal too, and much 
good do you; this Bounty is a little Abatement of my 
Wit though, I feel that. 

Ruin. May Soldiers ever defend ſuch Charities. 

Priſ. And Scholars pray for their Increaſe. 

Od K. Fare you well, Sir, theſe Fellows may pray 
for you, you have made the Scholars Commons exceed 
to day, and a Word with you, Sir, you ſaid you liv'd 
by your Wits, if you uſe this Bounty, you'll beggar 
your Wits, believe it. | 

Witty. Oh, Sir, I hope to encreaſe em by it, this Seed 
never wants his Harveſt ; fare you well, Sir. Exit. 

Str Greg. I think a Man were as good meet with a rea- 
ſonable Thief, as an unreaſonable Beggar ſometimes; | 
could find in my Heart to beg half mine back again: Can 
you change my Piece, my Friends? | 

iſ. Tempora mutantur, & nos mutannir in illis. 
dir Greg. My Gold is turn'd into Latinc. 
Enter Witty-pate. 

Witty. Look you good Fellows, here's one round 
billing more that lay conceal'd. 

014K. Sir, away, we ſhall be drawn farther into Da- 


wage elſe. 
M m 3 Sir Greg. 
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Sir Greg. A Pox of the Fool, he live by his Wits 2 If 

his Wits leave him any Mony, but what he'begs or ſteals 
very ſhortly, Fll be hang'd for him. 

| [Exeunt the two Knight, 

Ruin. This Breakfaſt Parcel was well fetch'd off i'faith. 

Witty. Tuſh, a by-blow for Mirth, we muſt have bet- 
ter Purchaſe, we want a fourth for another Project that 
I have ripened. 23 ugh 

Ruin. My Wife ſhe ſhares, and can deſerve it. 

Wirty. She can change her Shape, and be Maſculine. 

Ruin, *Tis one of the free'ſt Conditions, ſhe fears not 
the crack of a Piſtol, ſhe dares ſay, Stand, toa Grarzier, 

Priſ. Probatum fuit, profecto Domi ne. ; 

Wirry. Good, then you Sir Bacchus, Apollo ſhall be 
diſpatch'd with her Share, and ſome Contents to meet us 
to Morrow, at a certain Place and Time appointed, in 
the Maſculine Gender; my Father has a Nephew, and [ 
an own Couſin coming up from the Univerſity, whom he 
loves moſt indulgently, eaſie Maſter Gedulous Oldcraft, 
(for you know what your meer Academick is) your 
Carrier never miſſes his Hour, he muſt not be robb'd, 
becauſe he has but little to loſe; but he mult join with 
us ina Device that I have, that ſhall rob my Father of a 
hundred Pieces, and thank me to be rid on't, for there's 
the Ambition of my Wit, to live upon his profeſt Wit, 
that has turn'd me out to live by my Wits. 

Priſ. Cum bhirundinis alis tibi regratuloy. 

Witty. A Male Habit, a Bag of an hundred Weight 
though it be Counters, for my Alchimy ſhall turn em in- 
to Gold of my Father's; the Hour, the Place, the Action 
ſhall be at large ſet down; and Father, you ſhall know, 
that J put my Portion to uſe, that you have given me 
to live by; | 
And to confirm your ſelf in me renate, 

I hope you'll find my Wits legitimate. [Exemnt. 


& > W — 
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ACT IL SCENE I 


Enter Lady and Servants, 


Serv. AY Lady. 
Lady. Put me not in mind on't, prithee, 
You cannot do a greater wrong to W omen, 
For in our wants, tis the moſt chief Afflict ion 
To have that Name remembred ; *tis a Title 
That Miſery mocks us by, and the World's Malice: 
Scorn and Contempt has not wherewith ro work 
On humble Callings; they are ſafe, and lye 
Level with Pity ſtill, and pale Diftreſs 
Is no great ſtranger to em; but when Fortune 
Looks with a ſtormy Face on our conditions, 
We find Affliction Work, and Envy Paſtime, 
And our worſt Enemy than that, moſt abuſes us, 
Is that we are call'd by, Lady. Oh my Spirit, 
Will nothing make thee humble? I am well methinks, 
And can live quiet with my Fate ſometimes, 
Until I look into the World again, 
Then I begin to rave at my Stars bitterneſs, 
To ſee how many Muckhills plac'd above me; 
Peaſants and Droyls, Caroches full of Dunghills, 
Whoſe very Birth ſtinks in a generous Noſtril, (Streets, 
Gliſtring by Night like Glow-worms through the High 
Hurried by Torch-light in the Foot-mans Hands, 
That ſhew like running Fire-drakes through the City, 
And I put to my Shifts and Wits to live, 
Nay ſometimes Danger too; on Foot, on Horſeback, 
And earn my Supper manfully &er I get it, 
Many a Meal I have purchag'd at that rate, 
Enter Priſcian. 

Fed with a wound upon me, ſtampt at midnight, 
Ha, ＋. N are you? | 1 | 

Prif, Now you may tell your ſelf, Lady. 

22 7 y [ Pulls off 4 Beard. 

Lady. Oh Mr. Prifcian, what's the Project? 

For you ne'er come without one, 


Mm 4 Vi 
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Priſ. Firſt, your Husband, | EW? 
Sir Ruinous Gentry, greets you with beſt wiſhes, 
And here has ſent you your full ſhare by me 
In five Cheats and two Robberies. 

Lady. And what comes it too? 

Priſ. Near upon thirteen Pound. 

Lady. A goodly ſhare, | 
*T will put a Lady ſcarce in Philip and Cheyney, 
With three ſmall Bugle Laces, like a Chamber-maid, 
Here's precious lifting. ' * 

Prif. Las you mutt conſider, Lady, 
Tis but young Term, Attornies ha' ſmall doings yet, 
Then Highway Lawyers, they muſt needs ha' little, 
We've had no great good luck to ſpeak troth, Beauty, 
Since your ſtout Ladyſhip parted from's at Highgate, 
But there's a fair hope now for a preſent hundred, 
Here's Man's Apparel, your Horſe ſtands at Door. 
Lady. And what's the virtuous Plot now? 

Priſ. Marry Lady, + es: 
You, like a brave young Gallant, muſt be robb'd. 


Lady. I robb'd? 
Priſ. Nay then 1 
Lady. Well, go on, let's hear, Sir. 

Priſ. Here's a ſeal'd Bag of a Hundred, which indeed E 
Are Counters all, only ſome ſixteen Groats | L 
Of white Mony ith* Mouth on' t. T 
| Lady. So, what Saddle have I? 1 

Priſ. Monſieur Leroon's the Frenchman's. T 

| Lady. Thas again, BEN 7 
You know ſo well it is not for my ſtride,  - T 
How oft have I complain'd on't ? 225 A 
' Priſ. You may have Focky's then, the little Scoth one, WM I. 
_ You muſt diſpatch. | (Exit? rl *. 

Lady. FI ſoon be ready, Sir, 
Before you ha' ſhifted Saddles. Many Women Ii 
Have their Wealth flow to 'em, I was made, I ſee, | Pri 
To help my Fortune, not my Fortune me. (Exit. WJ Gir 
' .**,.'. + Enter, Cunningham. 5 


Cun. My ways are Goblin · led, and the N ight-Elf 
Still draws me from my home, yet I follow; - Sure 
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Sure *ris not altogether fabulous, 
Such Haggs do get Dominion of our Tongues 
So ſoon as we ſpeak, the Inchantment binds 
I have diſſembled ſuch a trouble on me, 
As my beſt Wits can hardly clear again; 
Piping through this old Reed, the Guardianels, 
With purpoſe that my Harmony ſhall reach 
And pleaſe the Lady's Ear, the ſtops below, 
And ecchoes back my Love unto my Lips, 
Perſwaded by molt violent Arguments 
Of ſelf-love in her ſelf; I am to ſelf-fool, 
To doat upon her hundred wrinkl'd Face; 
I could beggar her to accept the Gitts 
She would throw upon me; 'twere Charity, 
But for pity's ſake I will be a Niggard 
And undo her, refuſing to take from her; 
I'm haunted again, if it take not now 
I'll break the Spell. 

| Enter Guardianeſs. 

Guard. Sweet Cunningham, welcome; | 
What? a whole day ablent ? Birds that build Neſts 
Have care to keep 'em. 

Cun. Thar's granted, 

But not continually to fit upon em; 

Leſs in the youngling Seaſon, elſe they deſire 
To fly abroad, and recreate their Labours, 
Then they return with freſher Appetite 

To work again. | 

Guard. Well, well, you have / built a Neſt 
That will ſtand all Storms, you need not miſtruſt 
A weather-wrack, and one day it may be 
ne, The Youngling ſeaſon too, then I hope 
pril. WW You'll ne'er fly out of ſight. 

Cun. There will be pains 
I ſce to ſhake this Bur off; and ſweeteſt, ' 

| Prithee how fares thy Charge? has my good Friend, 
it. Sir Gregory, the Countenance of a Lover? | 

Guard. No by my troth, not in my Mind, methinks 
(Sting his Worſhip aſide) he looks like a Fool. 


> 2 
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Cun. Nay i' faith, ne'er divide his Worſhip from him for 
Small matter; Fool and Worthip are no fuch (that 
Strangers now-a-days; but my Meaning is, | 
Has he thy Lady's countenance of Love? 

Looks ſhe like a welcome on him? plainly, 
Have they as good hope of one another, 
As, Cupid bleſs us, we have? 
| Guard. Troth I know not, 
I can perceive no forwardneſs in my Charge, 
Bur I proteſt I wiſh the Knight better 
For your ſake, Bird. DILL 

Cin. Why thanks ſweet Bird, and with my Heart wiſh, 
That he had as ſtrong and likely hope of her, 

As thou haſt of me. 

Guard. Well, he's like to ſpeed 
Ne'cr the worſe for that good wiſh, and I'll tell you, 
Bird, (for Secrets arc not to be kept betwixt us two) 
My Charge thinks well of you. 

cun. Of me? for what? 

Guard. For my fake, I mean fo; I have heard her 
A hundred times, ſince her Unkle gave her 
The firſt bob about you, that ſhe'd do ſome what A 


hy gg, a» tfrod uw. aa 


For my fake, if things went well together; ke 
We have ſpoke of Doors and Bolts, and things, and things, V 
Go too, I'll tell you all, but you'll find T 
Some Advancement, for my fake, I do believe. BL 
Om. Faith be not ſparing, tell me, 
Guard. By my Lady la 
You thall pardon me-for that, *twere a ſhame 
If Men ſhould hear all that Women ſpeak behind By 
Their Backs ſometimes. 
Cm. You muſt give me leave yet, 
At leaſt to give her thanks. Ou 
_ Guard, Nor that neither, 
She muſt not take notice of my blabbing, a 
It is ſufficient you ſhall give me thanks, 0 
. For tis for my fake if the be bountifal, \ 


She lovesme, and loves you too for my fake. 
Cn. How ſhall I, knowing this, but be ingrate, af 
Not to repay her with my deareſt Duty. Guard 
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r Guard. I, but you muſt not know it; if you tell 

t All that I open to you, you'll ſhame us both; 

Afar off you may kiſs your Hand, bluſh or fo, 

But I'll allow no nearer Conference. 

(un. Whoop! you'll be jealous I perceive now. 
Guard. Jealous? why there's no true Love without it, 
| muſt be jealous of thee, but for her, ; 

(Were it within my Duty to my Maſter) 

durſt truſt her with the ſtrongeſt Tempter, 

And I dare ſwear her now as pure a Virgin 

As e' er was welcom'd to a Marriage-Bed; 

If Thoughts may be untainted, hers are ſo. | 
Cin. And where's the cauſe of your fear then? 
Guard, Well, well; 

When things are paſt, and the Wedding Torck es 

Lighted at Matehes, to kindle better fire, 

Then I'll tell you more. 

m. Come, come, I ſee farther, 

That if we were married, you'd be jealous. E 
Guard. 1 proteſt I ſhould a little, but not of her 

It is the married Woman (if you mark it) 

And not the Maid that longs, the Appetite 

Follows the firſt Taſte, when we have reliſht 

We wiſh cloying, the Taſte once pleas'd before, 

Then our deſire is whetted on to more, 

But I reveal too much to you, i faitk Bird. 
un. Not a whit, i'faith, Bird, betwixt you and I, 

am beholding for bettering of my knowledge. 

Guard. Nay, you ſhall know more of me, if you'll berul'd, 

But make not things common. 

Cun. Ud' fo, your Lady? F 
Grard. I, *tis no matter, ſhe'll like well of this, 
Our Familiarity is her Content. | 
Enter Neice and Clown. © 
Mice. This Preſent from Sir Gregory? ; 
Clown, m_ my Maſter, the W orſhipful, right Sir Gre- 
gy Top. | 
Neice. A Ruff? and what might be his high Conceit 
In ſending of a Ruff? | | | 


Clown. 
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Clown, I think he had two Conceits in it forſooth, too 
high too low, Ruff high, becauſe. as the Ruff does em- 
brace your Neck all-Day, ſo does he deſire to throw his 
Knightly Arms. | 

Neice. But then I leave him off a-nights. | 

Clown. Why then he is Ruff low, aRuffian, a boldad. 
venturous Errand to do any rough Service for his Lady. 

Neice. A witty and unhappy Conceit; does he mean 
As he ſeems to ſay unto that Reyerence? [| Toward Cun. 
He docs wooe her lure. 25 

Clown. To tell you truth, Lady, his Conceit was far 
better than l have blaz d it yet. | 

Neice. Do you think ſo, Sir? 

Clown. Nay, I know it, Forſooth, for it was two dajs 
ecr he compaſs'd it, to find a fitting Preſent for your La- 
dyſhip, he was ſending once à very tine Puppy to you. 

Neice. And that he would have brought himſelf. 

Clown. So he would indeed, but then he alter'd his De- 
vice, and ſent this Ruff, requeſting withal, that when- 
ſoever it is foul, you (with your own Hands) would be- 
ftow the ſtarching of it. | 

Neice. Elſe ſlie wooes him, now his Eyes ſhoot this way; 
And what was the Reaſon for that, Sir? | Toward Cun. 

Clown. There lies his main Conceit, Lady, for ſays he, 
in fo doing ſhe cannot chuſe but in the ſtarching to clap 
it often between her Hands, and fo ſhe gives a great Li- 
king and Applauſe ro my Preſent ; whereas, if I ſhouldſend 
a Puppy, ſhe ever calls it to her with hiſt, hiſs, hiſs, which 
is a icartul diſgrace; he drew the Device from a Play at 
the Bull, t'other Day. | 

Neice. Ay marry, Sir, this was a rich Conceit indeed. 

Clown. And far fetch'd, therefore good for you, Lady. 

Guard. How now? which way look you, Bird? 

Cn. At the Fool, Bird, ſhall I not look at the Fool? 

Guard. At the Fool, and I here? what need that? pray 

look this way. 5 5 

Neice. I'll fit him aptly, either I'll awake 
His Wits (if he have any;) or force him 
To appear (as yet I cannot think him) 
Without any. Sirrah, tell me one thing true 


That 
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00 That I (hall ask you now; Was this Device 
Your Maſter's own? I doubt his Wit in it; 
He's not ſo ingenious, _ 

Clown. His own, | aſſure you, Madam. 

Neice. Nay, you mult not lye. 

Clown. Not with a Lady? I'd rather lye with you, than 
lye with my Maſter, by your Leave in ſuch a Caſe as this. 

Guard. Vet again your Eye? | 

Cun. The Fool makes Mirth i'faith, 
| would hear ſome. 4 | 

Guard, Come, you ſhall hear none but me. 

Neice. Come hither, Friend, nay, come nearer me; 
Thy Maſter ſend thee ro me? He may be wile, (did 
But did not ſhew it much in that; Men ſometimes 
May wrong themſelves unawares, when they leaſt think 
Was Yulcan ever ſo unwiſe to ſend Mars (on't ; 
To be his Spokeſman, when he went a wooing ? 

Send thee? Hey-ho, a pretty rowling Eye. 

Clown, I can turn up the white and the black too, and 

need be, Forſooth. 

Niece, Why, here's an amorous Noſe. 2 

Clown. You ſee the worſt of my Noſe, Forſooth. 

Niece, A Cheek, how I could put it now in Dalliance 3 
A Pair of Lips, oh that we were uney'd, | 
could ſuck Sugar from em; what a Beard's here? 
When will the Knight thy Maſter have ſuch a | 
Stamp of Manhood on his Face? Nay, do not bluſh. 

' Clown. *Tis nothing but my Fleſh and Blood that riſes ſo; 

Gm, Death, the courts the Fool. 

Guard. Away, away, tis Sport, do not mind it. 

Mice. Give me thy Hand, come be familiar; 
ady. Here's a promiſing Palm; what a ſoft | 
25 Handful of Pleaſure's here, here's Down compar'd 
ool' With Flocks and quilted Straw, thy Knight's Fingers 
pra WM Are lean Mattrice Rubbers to theſe Feathers, 

| prithee let me lean my Cheek upon't. 

What a ſoft Pillow's here? 
Gown, Hum, umh, hu, hum. 5 5 
Niece, Why there's a Courage in that lively Paſſion, 


ealure thee all o'er, there's not a Limb 
That | x But 
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But has his full proportion, it is my Voice, 
There's no compare betwixt the Knight and thee, 
The goodlicr Man behalf, at once now 

] ſee thee all over. 

Clown, If you had ſeen me ſwim tother day on my 
Back, you would have ſaid you had ſeen; there was two 
Chambermaids that ſaw me, and my Legs by chance 
were tangled in the Flags, and when they oo how I was 
hang'd, they cryed out, Oh help the Man for fear he be 
drown'd. 

Neice. They could do no leſs in pity, come thine Arm, 
we'll walk together. 

Cun. Blindneſs of Love and Women, why ſhe dotesup- 

'on the Fool. 

Guard. What's that to you, mind her not. 

Cun. Away you Burr. 

Guard, How's that? 

Cun. Hang of Fleſhook, faſten thine itchy claſpe 
On ſome dry Toad-ſtool, that will kindle with thee, 
And burn together. 

Guard. Oh abominable, 

Why do you not love me? 

Cun. No, never did; 


I rook thee down a little way to * 
Enforce a Vomit from my offended Stomach, 
Now thou'rt up again, I loath thee filthily. 

Guard, Oh Villain. | F 
Om. Why doſt thou nor ſee a ſight, As 
Would make a Man abjure the fight of Women. No 
Neice. Ha, ha, ha, he's vext; ha, ha, ha. c 
Clown. Ha, ha, ha. n. 
Neice. Why doſt thou laugh? F 


Clown, Becauſe thou laugh'ſt, nothing elſe i faith. W. 
cun. She has but mockt my folly, elſe ſhe finds not G 
The Boſom of my purpoſe, ſome other way, | 
Muſt make me know; I'll try her, and may chance quit 
The fine dexterity of her Lady- wit. En. Ane 
Neice. Ves in troth, I laught to think of thy Maſter, \ 
Now, what he would think if he knew this? Wo 
Clown. By my troth | laugh at him too, faith Siu Wai 


he's but a Fool to ſay the Truth, though I ſay't that 
ſhould not ſay t. 

Neice. Vet, thou ſhouldſt ſay truth, and I believe thee 
Well, for this time we'll part, you perceive ſomething, 
Our Tongues betray our Hearts, there's our weakneſs, - 
But pray be ſilent. 

Clown. As Mouſe in Cheeſe, or Gooſe in Hay i'faith; 


my 
cWo 
ce 


Lips would be. | 
Clown. I'll wink, and think em thy Lips, farewel. Ex. 
Neice. Now Guardianeſs, I need not ask where you have 
Guard, Oh Lady, never was W oman ſoabus'd. (been. 
Enter Clown, 
Clown. Doſt thou hear, Lady, Sweet- heart, I had forgot 
totellthee, if you will, I will come back in the Evening. 
Neice, By no means, come not till I ſend for you. 
Clown. If there be any need, you may think of things 
when I am gone, I may be convey'd into your Chamber, 
Il lye under the Bed while Midnight, or fo, or you 
ſhall put me up in one of your little Boxes, I can creep 
in at a ſmall hole. | 
Neice. Theſe are things I dare not venture, I charge 
you on my Love, never come *rill I ſend for you. 
Clown. Verbum inſapienti, tis enough to the wiſe, nor 
[think it is not fit the Knight ſhould know any thing yer. 
Neice. By no means, pray you go now, we are ſuſpected. 
Clown. For the things that are paſt, let us uſe our Secrets. 
Neice. Now Ill make a firm tryal of your Love, 
As you love me, not a word more at this time, 
Not a Syllable; 'tis the Seal of Love, take heed. © 
down. Hum, hum, hum, hum 
He hums loath to depart. [ Exit Clown, 
Neice, So, this pleaſant trouble's gone; now Guardianeſs, 
"ot What; your Eyes eaſing your Heart, the cauſe, Woman? 
| Guard. The cauſe is falſe Man, Madam, oh Lady, 
- quil have been gull'd in a ſhining Carbuncle, 
Exit A very Glo- worm, that I thought had fire int, 
ter, and dis as cold as Ice. we 
Mice. And juſtly ſerv'd, 5 
irrab, I Mouldſt thou once think that ſuch an early Spring 
hel Would dote upon thy Autumn? Guard, 
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Neice, Look, we are cut off, there's my Hand where my 


1 


2 — —_ cc ES 
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Guard. Oh, had you heard him but proteſt; 
Neice. I would not have believ'd him. 
Thou might'ſt have perceiv'd how I mock'd thy Folly 
In wanton Imitation with the Fool. | 
fy Go weep the {in of thy Credulity, 
3 Not of thy Loſs, for it was never thine, 
| And it is gain to miſs it; wert thou fo dull? 
Nay, yet thou'rt ſtupid and uncapable, 
Why, thou wert but the Bait to fiſh with, not 
The Prey, the ſtale to catch another Bird with. 
Gnard. Indeed he call'd me Bird. | 
Neice. Vet thou perceiv'ſt not, 
It is your Neice he loves; wouldſt thou be made 
A ſtalking Jade? *tis ſhe, examine it, | 
I'll hurry all awry, and tread my Path 


SSF 'Z n= Oer 


Over unbeaten Grounds, go level to the mark, If 
Not by circular bouts, rare things are pleafing, As 
And rare's but ſeldom in the ſimple Senſe, 
But has her Emphaſis with Eminence. Eri 4 

e 


Guard. My Neice? ſhe the Rival of my abuſe? 
My Fleſh and Blood wrong me? Il Aunt her fort; 
Enter Mirabel. 
Oh Opportunity, thou bleſleſt me. 
Now Gentlewoman, are you parted ſo ſoon ? 
Where's your Friend, I pray? your Cunningham? 
Mir, What ſay you, Aunt ? 1 
Guard, Come, come, your Gunningbam? 
I am not blind with Age, yet, nor deaf. 
Mir. Dumb] am ſure you are not; what ail you, Aunt? 
Are you not well? 5 | 
Guard. No, nor ſick, nor mad, nor in my wits, nor ſleep- 
ing, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing; I know not 
what I am, nor what I am not. 
| Mir, Mercy cover us, what do you mean, Aunt? 
Guard, I mean to be reveng'd. 
Mir. On whom? 
Guard. On thee Baggage. 
Mir. Revenge ſhould follow Injury, | 
Which never reach'd ſo far as Thought in me 
Towards you,. Aunt, | 


Guard, 
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Guard. Your cunning, Minion, 
Nor your Cunningham; can either blind me, 
„be gentle Beggar loves you. 
Mir. Beſeech you, 
| 7 
Let me ſtay your Error, I begin to hear, 
And ſhake off my Amazement; if you think 
That ever any Paſſage treating Love 
Hath been betwixt us yet commenc'd, any 
Silent Eye-Glance that might bur ſparkle Fire, 
So much as Brother and Siſter might meet with, 
The Lip-ſalute, ſo much as Strangers might 
Take a Farewel with, the commixed Hands, 
Nay, but the leaſt Thought of the leaſt of theſe; 
In troth you wrong your Boſome, by that Truth 
Which I think yer you durſt be Bail forin me, 
Ifit were offer'd ye; I am as free 
As all this Proteſtation, | 
Guard, May I believe this? n 
Mir. If ever you'll believe Truth; Why, I thought 
he had ſpoke Love to you, and if his Heart prompted 
bis Tongue, ſure I did hear ſo much. A 
Guard. Oh falſeſt Man, Ixon's Plague fell on me, 
Never by Woman, ſuch a Maſculine Cloud, 
90 airy and ſo ſubtle was embrac d. 
Mio. By no cauſe in me, by m Life, dear Aunt. 
Guard, | believe you, then help in my Revenge, 
And you ſhall do't, or loſe my Love for ever, 
11 have him quitted at his equal Weapon 
ou art young, follow him, bait his Deſires 
With all the Engines of a Woman's Wit, 
retch Modeſty even to the higheſt Pitch; 
e cannot freeze ut ſuch a flaming Beauty; 
ind when thou haſt him by th' amorous Gills, 
hink on my Vengeance, choak up his Deſires, 
hen let his Banquettings beTantaliſme. 
et thy Diſdain ſpurn the Diſſembler out; 
Vh I ſhould climb my Stars, and fir above, 
Lo ſee him burn to Aſhes in his Love. 


Mir. This wi ſt Taſte, Aunt, and an 
ri is will be a N aſte, »Uaw ling 


Juard, 


| 
| 
| 
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Unwilling Labour, yer in your Injunction 
lam a Servant to't. 
Guard: Thou'lt undertake't? 

Mir. Ves, let the Succeſs commend it ſelf hereafter 
Guard. Effect it Girl, my Subſtance is thy Store, 
Nothing but want of Will makes Woman poor, [Ex 

Enter Sir Gregory, and Clown. 

Sir Greg. Why Pompey, thou art not ſtark mad, an 
Wilt thou not tell me how my Lady does? (thou! 

Clown. Your Lady? (kindly, or no? 

Sir Greg. Did ſhe receive the thing that I ſent her 

Clown. The thing that you ſent her, Knight, by the 
thing that you ſent, was for the things ſake that was ſent 
to carry the thing that you ſent, very kindly receiv'd; 
firſt, there is your Indenture, now go ſeek you a Servant: 
Secondly, you are a Knight; thirdly and laſtly, I an 
mine own Man; and fourthly, farc you well. 

Sir Greg. Why Pompey? Pritheelet me ſpeak with thee, 
Pll lay my Life ſome Hare has croſt him. | 

Clown. Knight, if you be a Knight, ſo keep you; # 
for the Lady, who ſhall fay that ſhe is not a fair Lady, 
{ſweet Lady, an honeſt and a virtuous Lady, I will ſay he 


is a baſe Fellow, ablab of his Tongue, and I will make 


him eat theſe Fingers Ends. 

Sir Greg. Why, here's no Body ſays ſo, Pompey. 

Clown. Whatſoever things have paſt between the La 
dy and the other Party, whom I will not name at this 
time, I fay ſhe is virtuous and honeſt, and I will main. 
tain it, as long as I can maintain my ſelf with Bread and 
Vn... - | | 

Sir Greg. Why I know no Body thinks otherwiſe. 

Clown. Any Man that does but think it in my hea 
ing, Iwill make him think on't while he has Trag 
in his Boſom; ſhall we ſay that Kindneſſes from Ladis 
are common ? Or that Favours and Proteſtations are thin 
of no Moment betwixt Parties and Parties? I ſay {th 
whatſoever has been betwixt theLady and theParty,whicl 
Iwill not name, that ſhe is honeſt, and ſhall be honel, 


V hatſoever ſhe does by Day or by N ight, by Light 0 


by Darkneſs, with cur SG, long Tail. 87 Gre 
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Sir Greg. Why, I ſay ſhe is honeſt. k 
Clown. Is ſhe honeſt? In what Senſe do you ſay ſhe 
is honeſt, Knight? 


after Sir Greg. If | could not find in my Heart to throw 
ty my Dagger at thy Head, Hilrs and all, I'm an Aſs, and 
E no Gentleman. N 
Clown. Throw your Dagger at me! Do not Knight, I 
„ at give you fair Warning, tis but caſt away if you do, for 
hou! you ſhall have no other Words of me ; the Lady is an ho- 
Wh I Lady,whatſocyer Reports may go of Sports and Toys, 
t ber and Thoughts, and Words, and Deeds, betwixt her and 
y thei the Party which I will not name; this I give you to un- 
den derſtand, That another Man may have as good an Eye, as 
110; worous a Noſe, as fair a Kampt Beard, and be as proper 
rant: Man as a Knight, (I name no parties) a Servingman may 
| an be as good as a Sir, a Pompey as a Gregory, a Doodle as a 
F'y; fo Servingman Pompey Doodle may be refpected 
thee, As well with Ladies, (though 1 name no Parties) as 
air Gregory Fop z, ſo farewell. [ Exit. 
1; 8 Sir Greg. If the Fellow be not out of his Wits, then 
i will I never have any more Wit while I live; either the 
ay be WW Sioht of the Lady has gaſter'd him, or elſe he's drunk, or 
male he walks in his Sleep, or elſe's a Fool, or a Knave, or 
both, one of the three I'm ſure tis; yet now I think 
on't ſhe has not us'd me ſo kindly as her Unkle promis'd 
e Li- ne he ſhould ; but that's all one, he ſays I ſhall have her, 
chu nd dare take his Word for the beſt Worſe I have, and 
an that sa weightier thing thana Lady, Pm ſure on't.  [ Exit. 


Enter Lady Ruinous Jar 4 Man) Witty-Pare, Sir Rui- 
nous, Priſcian, aud Maſter Credulous, binding and rob- 
bing her, and in Scarfs, Credulous finds the Bag. 


0 L Ruin. Nay, I am your own, tis in your Pleaſure 
Up" How you'll deal with me; yet I would intreat, 
A You will not make that which is bad enough, 

_ Vorſe than it need be, by a ſecond Ill, 

oy hen it can render ycu no ſecond Profit; 

jo If it be Coin you ſeek, you have your Prey, 


ll wy Store 1 vow, (and it weighs a hundred,) 
Life, or any Hurt you give my Body, 
11nrich you no more. | 
Nn 2 Witty, 
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Witty. You may purſue. 
L. Ruin. As I am a Gentleman, I never will, 
Witty. Only we'll bind you to quiet Behaviour 
Till you call out for Bail, and on th'other 
Side of the Hedge leave you; but keep the Peace 
Till we be our of hearing, for by that 
We ſhall be out of Danger; if we come back, 
We come with a Miſchief. 
L. Ruin. You need not fear me, 
Priſ. Come, we'll beſtow you then. | 
| Exe. Ruin. Prif. and Lac 
Witty. Why law you, Sir, is not this a ſwifter Revenue 
than, Sic probas, ergo's & igitur's can bring in? Why i 
not this one of your Sy llogiſmes in Barbara? Omne uli 
le eft Honeſtum. TP | 
Cred. Well, Sir, a little more of this Acquaintance 
Will make me know you fully, I proteſt 
; You have (at firſt ſight) made me conſcious 
Of ſuch a Deed my Dreams ne'er prompted, yet 
I could almoſt have wiſh'd rather ye'ad rob'd me 
Of my Cloak, (or my Purſe, "tis a Scholat's) 
Than to have made me a Robber. 
I had rather have anſwer'd three difficult Queſtions, 
Than this one, as eaſie as yet it ſeems. . (fort; 
Witty. Tuſh, you ſhall never come to faither anſve 
Can you confeſs your penurious Uncle, 
In his full Face of Love, to be fo ſtrict 
A Nigard to your Commons, that you are fain 
To ſize your Belly out with Shoulder Fees ? 
With Rumps and Kidnies, and Cues of ſingle Beer, 
And yet make Daymy to feed more daintily, 
At this eaſier Rate? Fie Maſter Credulous, 
Ir © Wer 
Cred. This is a Truth undeniable. 
Witty. Why go to then, I hope I know your Unc| 
How does he uſe his Son, nearer than you? 
Crad. Faith, like his Jade, upon the bare Comm 
Turn'd out to pick his living as he can get it; 


N 
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e would have been glad to have ſhar'd in ſuch 

\ Purchaſe, and thank'd his good Fortune too. 

Enter Ruinous and Priſcian. 

zut mum, no more is all ſafe, Bullies? (his Loſs, 
Ruin. Secure, the Gentleman thinks him moſt happy in 
Vich his ſafe Life and Limbs, and redoubles 

is firſt Vow, as he is a Gentleman, 

ever to purſue us. | 

Wit, Well away then. 

diſperſe you with Maſter Gedulius, who ſtill 


40 dhall bear the Purchaſc, Priſcian and I | 
en ill take ſome other Courte: You know our Meeting 
by s Pt che Three Cups in St. Gile's, with this Proviſo, 

 uti- For 'tis a Law with us) that nothing be open d 


[1]] all be preſent, the Loſer ſays a hundred, 
ind it can weigh no leſs, 29 
Ruin. Come, Sir, we'll be your Guide. . 
Ged. My Honeſty, which till now was never forfeited, 
ill ſhall be cloſe*till-our Meeting. | Exe. Crd. and Ruin. 
Witty, Tuſh, I believe t, 0 
\nd then all ſhall out; where's the Thief that's robb'd? 
Enter Lady Ruinous. 4 > 
L. Ruin. Here, Maſter Oldcraft, all follows now. 
Witty. Twas neatly done, Wench, now to turn that 
Pay of Counterfeits to current Pieces, & attum eft. 
L. Ruin. You are the Chymiſt, we'll blow the Fire ſtill, 
It you can mingle the Ingredients. | 
Witty. 1 will not miſs a Cauſe, a Quantity, a Dram; 
ou know the Place. © 
Friſ. 1 have told her that, Sir. 
Witty, Good, turn Ruinows to be aConſtable, I'm ſure 
e want not Beards of all forts, from the 
Vorſhipful Magiſtrate to the under Watchman; 
becauſe we muſt have no Danger of Lite, 
Put a cleanly Cheat, attach Credulous, 
[ne Cauſe is plain, the Theft found about him; 
[hen fall I in his own Couſin's Shape | 
by meer Accident, where finding him diſtreſt, 
with ſome Difficulty muſt fetch him off, 
Vith Promiſe that his Uncle ſhall ſhut up all 
Nn 3 With 
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With double Reſtitution: Maſter Conſtable, Ruin Ml 7 
His Mouth ſhall be ſtopt; you Miſtreſs rob-rhief, 


Shall have your ſhareof what we can gull my Father of; A 
Is't plain enough? | 7 


L. Ruin. As plain a Cozenage as can be, faith. 1 
Witty, Father, I come again, and again when this is 
Paſt too, Father, one will beget another; | | 


Eq be loath to leave your poſterity barren; 

You were beſt come to Compoſition, Father, C 

Two hundred Pieces yearly allow me yet, I Os A 

It will be the cheaper; ' Father, than my Wit, N 

For I will cheat none but you, dear Father. | Exeunt. N 
| = v7 1 197 | 4. Sul ; , V 


7 
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ACTI. SCENE I 


A 
Enter Old Knight and Sir Gregory. : 
Old KY HY now you take the Courſe,Sir GregoyFy: 
I could inforce her, and I liſt; but Love 
That's gently won, is a Man's own for ever; 
Have you prepar'd good Muſick? a N 
Sir Greg. As fine a Noiſe, Uncle, as Heart can wiſh. 
Old K. Why that's done like a Suitor, ' 
They muſt be woo'd a hundred ſeveral Ways, 
Before you obtain the right 'way in a Woman, 
'Tis an odd Creature, full of Creeks and Windings, 
The Serpent has not more; for {tas all his, 
And then her own beſide came in by her Mother. 
Sir Greg. A fearful Portion for a Man to venture of. 
Old K But the way found once by the Wits of Men, 


— 


— 2 yg 


There is no Creature lyes ſo tame again. ; B 
Sir Greg. I promiſe you, not a Houſe-Rabbit, Sir. 
Old & No ſucker on 'em all. e 78 
Sir Greg. What a thing's that? I; 
They're pretty Fools I warrant, when they're tame, 
As a Man can lay his Lips to. 2 5 
O14 K. How were you bred, Sir? 


* 


Did 
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ou Did you never make a Fool of a Tenant's Daughter? 
Sir Greg. Never i'faith, they ha made ſome Fools for me, 
r of; And brought em many a time under their Aprons. - 
Old K. They could not thew you the way plainlier, 1 
"I To make a Fool again. (think, 
8 15 Sir Greg. There's Fools enough, Sir, 
Leſs they were wiſer. | 
Old K. This is wondrous rare, wy 
Come you to London with a Maiden-head, Knight * 
A Gentleman of ycur Rank ride with a Cloak-bag ? 
Never an Hoſteſs by the way to leave it with ? 
Nor Tapſter's Siſter? Nor Head- Oftler's Wife? 
What, no Body? 
Sir Greg. Well mock'd, old Wit-monger, 
keep it for your Neice. i 
Old K. Do not ſay fo for ſhame, ſhe'll Iaugh at thee; 
A Wife ne'er looks for't, tis a Batchelor's Penny, 
He may giv't to a Beggar-wench, i'th' Progreſs time. 
And ne'er be call'd to account for't. [ Exit, 
Sir Greg. Would I had known ſo much, 
I could ha' ſtopt a Beggar's Mouth by th' wa 
Euter Page and Fidler's Boy. « + 
That rail'd upon me, cauſe 1'd give her nothing 
What, are they come? 
Page. And plac'd directly, Sir, 
Under her Window, | 
Sir Greg. What may I call you, Gentleman? 
Boy. A poor Servant to the Viol, I'm the Voice, Sir. 
Sir Greg. In good time, Maſter Voice. 
Boy. Indeed good time does get the Maſtery. 
Sir Greg. W har Countryman, Maſter Voice? 
Boy. Sir, born at Ely, we all ſet up in Ela, 
But our Houſe commonly breaks in Rurlandſbire. 
Sir Greg. A ſhrewd Place by my Faith, it may well 
break your Voice, | 
It breaks many a Man's Back; come, ſet to your Buſineſs. 


PUN. 


Nn 4 S0 N. 


— 
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Fain would I wake yw, Sweet, but fear 

T ſhould invite you to worſe Cheer; 

In your Dreams you cannot fare 

 Meaner than Muſick ; no compare ; 

None of your Slumbers are compil'd 

Under the Pleaſure makes a Child; 

Tour Day-delights, ſo well compat, 

That what you think, turnt all to at: 
Pd wiſh my Life no better Play, 
Tour Dream by Night, your Thought by Day. 
Wake gently, wake, | 
Part ſofily from your Dreams; 

Morning flies 
To your fair Eyes, 
To take ber ſpecial Beams. 


Sir Greg. I hear her up; here Maſter vice, 
Pay you the Inſtruments, fave what you can, 
2 Enter Neice above. 
To keep you when you're crackt. Exit 309. 
Neice. Who ſhould this be, 
That l'm ſo much beholding to, for ſweetneſs? 
Pray Heav'n it happens right. 
Sir Greg. Good morrow, Miſtreſs. 
Neice. An ill Day and a thouſand come upon thee, 
Sir Greg. Light, that's fix hundred more than any A, 
manack has. | 
Neice. Comes it from thee? it is the mangieſt Muſick 


That ever Woman heard. 


Sr Greg. Nay, ſay not fo, Lady, 
There's not an itch about 'em. 

Neice. | could curſe 
My attentive Powers, for giving entrance to't 
There is no boldneſs like the Impudence 4 
That's lockt in a Fool's Blood; how durſt you do this: 


In Conſcicnce [ abus'd you as ſufficiently 


As Woman could a Man; inſatiate Coxcomb, 


The 


] 
| 
1 
| 
/ 


V 


Remembred her great Boy? ſhe ſeldom fails em. 
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The mocks and ſpiteful Language I have given thee, 
Would o' my Life ha' ſerv'd ten reaſonable Men, 
And riſe contented too, and left enough for their Friends. 
Thou glutton at Abules, never ſatisfied ? a 
am perſwaded thou devour'ſt more flouts 
Than all thy Body's worth, and ſtill a hungred! 
A miſchief of that Maw, prithee ſeek elſewhere, 
In troth I am weary. of abuſing thee; HI 
Get thee a freſh Miſtreſs, thou'dft make work enough 
do not think there's ſcorn enough in Town 
To ſerve thy turn, take the Court-Ladies in, 
And all their Women to em, that excced em. 

Sir Greg. Is this in earneſt, Lady? 

Neice. Oh unſatiable WIT 
Doſt thou count all this but an Earneſt yet? 
I'd thought I'd paid thee all the whole Sum, truſt me; 
Thou'lt beggar my Deriſion utterly 
If thou ſtay it longer, I ſhall want a Laugh: 
If I knew where to borrow a Contempt (then : 
Would hold thee tack, ſtay and be hang'd, thouſhouldſt 
But thou'ſt no Conſcience now to extort hate from me, 
When one has ſpent all ſhe can make upon thee; 
Muſt 1 begin to pay thee hire again, - 
Aſter I have rid thee twice? faith 'tis unreaſonable. 

Sir Greg. Say you ſo? I'll know that preſently. ¶ Exit. 

Neice. Now he runs | | 
To fetch my Uncle to this muſty Bargain, 
But I have better ware always at hand. 
And lay by this ſtill, when he comes to cheapen. 

Enter Cunningham. 

Cun. I met the Muſick now, yet cannot learn 
What Entertainment he receiv'd from her. 

Mice. There's ſome Body ſer already, I muſtto't, I fee. 
Well, well, Sir Gregory? 

Cun, Ha, Sir Gregory? 

Neice. Wherg-e'cr you come, you may well boaſt your 

Conqueſt. | = 
cun. She's loſt i'faith, enough, has Fortune then 


Neice. 
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Neice. H'was the unlikelieſt Man at firſt, methought, 
To have my Love, we never met but wrangled. 
Cun. A pox upon that wrangling, ſay 1 ſtill, 
I never knew it fail yet, where-c'er't came; 
It never comes but like a ſtorm of Hail, 
"Tis fure to bring fine weather at the Tail on't, 
There's not one match *mongſt twenty made without it, 
I. fights i'th* Tongue, bur ſure to agree i th Haunche, 
* Netce. That Man that ſhould ha'told me when time ws, 
I ſhould ha' had him, had been laugh'd at piteouſly, 
Bur ſee how things will change? | 
un. Here's a Heart feels it Oh the deceitful pro- 
miſes of Love! | 7 ; 
What truſt ſhould a Man put 'th' Lip of Woman? 
She kiſs'd me with that ſtrength, as if fn ad meant 
To ha' ſer the fair print of her Soul upon me. 
Neice. I would ha' {worn *twould neꝰ er ha* been a Match 
once. Weng! 

Cn. VI hear no more, Pm mad to hear ſo much, 
Why ſhould 1 aim my Thoughts at better fortunes 
Than younger Brothers have? that's a Maid with nothing, 
Or ſome old Soap-boiler's Widow, without Tecth, 
There waits my Fortune for me; ſeek no farther. 

| [ Exit Cun. 
Enter Old Knight, and Sir Gregory. 

Old K. Youtell me things, Sir Gregory, that cannot be, 
She will not, nor ſhe dares not. 

Sir Greg. Would I were whipt then. 

Neice. I'll make as little ſkew of love, Sir Gregory, 
As ever Woman did, you ſhall not know 
You have my Heart a good while. 

Old RK. Heard you that? | 

Neice. Man will inſult ſo ſoon, *tis his condition, 
is good to keep him off as long as we can, 
I've much ado I ſwear; and love th* end 
Will have his courſe, let Maids do what they can, 
They are but frail things 'till they end in Man. 

Old K. What ſay you to this, Sir? 

Sir Greg. This is fomewhat handſome. 9850 

Neice. And by chat little wrangling that I feign — 


5 


] d, 
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Now I ſhall try how conſtant his Love is, 1 

Although't went fore __ my Heart to chide him. 

Sir Greg. Alas poor Gentlewoman. 8 
Old K. Now you're ſure of Truth, 25 

You hear her own Thoughts ſpeak. | * 
Sir Greg. They ſpeak indeed. | ow 
Old K. Go, you're a brainleſs Coax, a Toy, a Fop, 

Igo no farther than your Name, Sir Gregory, 

Il right my ſelf there; were you from this place, 

You ſhould perceive I'm heartily angry with you; 

Offer to ſow ſtrife twixt my Neice and I? 

Good morrow, Neice, good morrow. 3 
Neice. Many fair ones to you, Sir. (Morning ? 
Old K. Go, you're a Coxcomb. How doſt Neice, this 

An idle ſhallow Fool : Sleep'ft thou well, Girl? 

Fortune may very well provide thee Lordſhips, 

For Honeſty has left thee little Manners. 

Sir Greg. How am I hangs o* both ſides? _. 
Old K. Abuſe kindneſs? Will't take the Air to day, Neice? 
Mice. When you pleaſe, Sir, 

There ſtands the Heir behind you I muſt take, 

(Which I'd as lieve take as take him, I ſwear.} (now? 


OK La" you; do you hear't continued to your Teerh 


A pox of all ſuch Gregories; what a hand . 
Have I with you? ¶ Neice lets fall ber Scarf. 
Sir Greg. No more i'feck, I ha' done, Sir: 
Lady, your Scarf's fall'n down. 
Neice. Tis but your luck, Sir, 
And does preſage the Miſtreſs muſt fall ſhortly 
You may wear it, and you pleaſe. | 
Od K. There's a trick for you, 
You're parlouſly-beloy'd, you ſhould complain. 
Sir Greg. Yes, when I complain, Sir, 
Then do your worſt, there I'll deceive you, Sir. 
Cd R. Vou are a Dolt, and ſo I leave you, Sir. [Exit. 
S Greg. Ah Sirrah, Miſtreſs were you caught, i faith: 
e overheard you all; I muft not know 
have your Heart, take heed o that, 1 pray, 
| knew ſome Scarf would come, © 
| | , Neice, 
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Neice. He's quite gone ſure: 
Ah you baſe Coxcomb, couldſt thou come again? 
And ſo abus'd as thou waſt? 

Sir Greg. How? 

Neice, 'T would ha' kill'd 
A ſenſible Man, he would ha“ gone to his Chamber 
And broke his Heart, by this time. | 

Sr Greg. Thank you heartily. _ 

Neice. Or fixt, a naked Rapier in a Wall, | 
Like him that earn d his Knighthood e'er he had it, 


And then refus d uporyt, ran up to th' Hilts. (to't, 
Sir Greg. Ves, let him run for me, I was never brought up 

I never profeſs d running 1 my Life, (Vermin. 
Neice. What art thou made on? thou tough Viilainous 

Will nothing deſtroy thee? | 
Sir Greg. Yes, yes, aſſure your ſelf, 

Unkind Words may.do much. 


Neice. Why, doſt thou want em? Hl 
I've Cen conſum'd my Spleen to help thee. to em: 
Tell me what ſort of words they be would Fr thee? 
I'll ſee what I can do yet. | | 

Sir Greg, I'm much beholding to you, | 
You're willing to beſtow huge pains upon me. 

Neice. I ſhould account nothing too much to rid thee. 

Sir Greg. 1 wonder you'd not offer to deſtroy me, 
All the while your Uncle was here. | 

Neice. Why there thou betray'ſt thy Houſe z we of the 

Old-Crafts 
Were born to more Wit than ſo. 

Sir Greg. I wear your Favour here. 

Neice. Would it might rot thy Arm off: If thou kneuſt 
Wich what contempt thou haſt it, what Hearts bitternels, 
How many cunning Curſes came along with it, 
Thou'dſt quake to 2 74 it. 

Sir Gree: A pox, takc't again then; 

Who'd be thus plagu'd of all Hands? 
Neice. No, wear't ſtill, 

Bur long I hope thou ſhalt not, *tis but caſt 

Upon thee, purpoſely to ſerve another 

That has more right tot; as in ſome Countries they con- 
g vey The iſ 


wo 


e? 


ce. 


On- 
1c it 


With juſtifying your Fortune, and your Joys? 
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Their Treaſure upon Aſſes to their Friends; 
If mine be but ſo wiſe, and apprehenſive, 
As my Opinion gives him to my Heart, 
It ſtays not long on thy deſertleſs Arm 
ll make thee, c'er I ha' done, not dare to wear 
Any thing of mine, although I give't thee freely; 
Kiſs ir you may, and make what ſhew you can, 
But ſure you carry't to a worthier Man, A 
And ſo good morrow to you. [ Exit. 
Sir Greg. Hu hum, ha hum; 
] han't the Spirit now to daſh my Brains out, 
Nor the Audacity to kill my ſelf, 
But I could cry my Heart out, that's as good, 
For ſo't be out, no matter which way it comes, 
If I can dye with a fillip, or depart 
At hot-cockles, what's that to any Man? 
If there be ſo much Death that ſerves my turn there. 
Every one knows the ſtate of his own Body, 
No Carrion kills a Kite, but then agan 
There's Cheeſe will choak a Daw ; time were dead i' faith, 
If I knew which way, without hurt or danger. 
I am a Maiden-Knight, and cannot look 
Upon a naked Weapon with any Modeſty, 
Elſe *rwould go hard with me, and to complain 
To Sir Perfidions the old Knight again, 
Were to be more abus'd; perhaps be would beat me well, 
But ne'er believe me. 
Enter Cunningham. 
And few Men dye o' beating, that were loſt too: 
Oh, here's my Friend, I'll make my moan to him. 
un. I cannot tear her Memory from my Heart, 
That treads mine down; was ever Man ſo fool'd 
That profeſs'd Wit ? | 
dir Greg. O Cunningham? 
Cun. Sir Gregory? 


The Choice, the Victor, the Town's happy Man? 


Sir Greg. Snigs, W hat doſt mean? come I to thee for 
Comfort, and do'ſt abuſe me too? 
Cun. Abuſe you? How, Sir? 


Sir Greg. 


3410 Mit at feveral Weapons. 
Sir Gr. Pray hold your hand, Sir, I've been bob'd enough, 


You come with a new way now; ſtrike me merrily, 

But when a Man's ſore beaten o both fides already, 

Then the leaſt tap in Jeſt goes ro the Guts on him, 
- Wilt ha' the Truth? I'm made the rankeſt Aſs 
That cer was born to Lordſhips. ty. 

Cun. What? no Sir? 770 

Sir Greg. I had not thought my Body could a yielded 
All thoſe foul ſcurvie Names that ſhe has call'd me, 

I wonder whence ſhe fetch'd em. 

Cun. Is this credible? 

Sir Greg. She pin'd this Searf upon meafore her Uncle; 
But his Backturn'd, ſhecurs'd me fo for wearing ont, 
The very brawn of mine Arm has ak'd ever ſince, 
Yet in a manner forc'd me to wear't ſtill, 

But hop'd I ſhould not long; if good Luck ſerve 
Iſhould meet one that has more Wit and Worth 
Should take it from me, twas bur lent to me, 
And ſent to him for a Token. 

Cun. I conceit it, I know the Man 
That lies in wait fort, part with't by all means, 

In any caſe, you are way- laid about it. FR 

Sir Greg. How Sir, way · laid? 4 

Cun. Pox of a Scarf, ſay I, * yu 
I prize my F riend's Life *bovea Million on em, 

You ſhall be rul'd, Sir, I know 'more than you. 

Sir Greg. If you know more than I, let me be rid on't, 
'Laſs, *tis not for my wearing, ſo ſhe told me. | 

Cun, No, no, give me't, the Knave ſhall miſs his purpoſe, 

And you ſhall live. 

Sir Greg. I would as long as I could, Sir. * 

un. No more Replies, you ſhall, I'll prevent this, 
Pompey ſhall March without it. | | 

Sir Greg. What, is't he? | 
My Man that was? 

Gun. Call him your deadly Enemy; | 
You give him too fair a Name, you deal too nobly, 
He bears a bloody Mind, a no Foe, Sir; 

I care not if he heard me. Py 97 
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Sir Greg. But, do you hear, Sir? 
Can't found with Reaſon ſhe ſhould affect him? | 
Cun. Do you talk of Reafon? I never thought to have 
Such a Word come from you, Reaſon in Love? Cheard 
Would you give that no Doctor could e'er * | 
Has not a Deputy married his Cook Maid! 
An Alderman's Widow, one that was her turn-broach ? 
Nay, has not a great Lady brought her Stable 
Into her Chamber: Lay with her Horſe-keeper ? 
Sir Greg. Did ever Love play ſuch Jades tricks, Sir? 99 
un. Oh thouſands, thouſands; beware a ſturdy Clown | 
cer while you live, Sir; | 
'Tis like a Huſwifery in moſt Shires about us; 
You ſhall ha' Farmers Widows wed thin Gentlemen 
Much like your ſelf, but put em to no ſtreſs : 
What Work can they do, with ſmall Trap-ſtick Legs, 
They keep Clowns to ſtop Gaps and drive in Pegs, 
A drudgery fit for Hinds; e' en back again, Sir, 
You're {feſt at returning. 
Sir Greg. Think you ſo, Sir? 
Cin. But how came this Clown to becali'd Pompey firſt ? 
Sir Greg. Puſh, one Goodman Ceſar, a Pump-maker, 
kerſen'd him; . 
ey he writes himſelf, but his right Name's Pumpey, 
And ſtunk too when I had him, now he's crank. 
cun. Pm glad I know ſo much to quell his Pride, Sir, 
Walk you till that way, I'll make uſe of this 
To reſolve all my Doubts, and place this Favour 
On ſome new Miſtreſs, only for a try, 
And if it meet my Thoughts, I'll ſwear *tis I. [Exit. 
Sir Greg. Is Pompey grown ſo malepert, ſo frampel? 
The only cutter about Ladies Honours ? | 
Enter Old Knight. 
And his blade ſooneſt out. 
Od K. Now, what's the News, Sir ? 
Str Gr. I dare not ſay but good, oh excellent good, Sir. 
O. K. I hope now you re reſolv d ſhe loves you, Knight 3 
Sir Gr. Cuds me, what elſe, Sir? that's not to do now. 
O K. You would not think how deſperately you an- 


ger'd me, $ 
When 


P * . * 
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Worthy wiſe Friend, I doat upon thy cunning, 


Will be born Counſellors; is't poſſible ? _ 


I'll make him, &er I ha' done, take her with nothing. 
I love a Man that lives by his Wits alive; 
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When you bely'd her Goodneſs, oh you vext me 
Even to a Palſey. 
Sir Greg. What a thing was that, Sir? 
Enter Neice. 
Neice, "Tis, that 'tis; as I have hope of Sweetneſß, 


the Scart's gone; 
We two ſhall be well match'd, our Iſſue Male ſure 


Thou ſhalt have another token out of hand for't; 
Nay, ſince the way's found, pity thou ſhouldſt want, 
O my beſt joy and deareſt. (y'kith. 
Old K. Well ſaid, Niece, 
So violent fore your Uncle? What will you do 
In ſecret then? 
Sir Greg. Marry call me Slave and Raſcal. 


Neice. Your Scarf — the Scarf I gave you—— 8 

O14 K. Mals that's true, Neice, how 
I ne'er thought upon that; the Scarf ſhe gave you---Sir, WM talk; 
What, Dumb? No Anſwer from you? the Scarf? anot 

Sir Greg. | was way aid about it, my Life threatened ; ¶ befo 
Life's Lite, Scarf's but a Scarf, and Pl | parted from tt. has ; 

Neice. Unfortunate Woman ! My firſt Favour too? be ſi 

Old K. Will you be ſtill an Aſs? no Reconcilement WM | loo 
*T'wixt you and Wit? Are you ſo far fallen out lily, 
You'll never come together? I tell you true, ſeen, 
I'm very lowſily aſham'd on you, 4 


That's the worſt Shame that can be: 
Thus baiting on him: Now his Heart's hook'd in, 


Nay leave, ſweet Neice, tis but a Scarf, let it go. 
Neice. The going of it never grieves me, Sir, 
It is the manner, the manner 


| Sir Greg. O diſſembling Marmaſet! If Idurſt ſpeak, 
Or could be believ'd when I ſpeak, NF A 
What a Tale could I tell, to make Hair ſtand upright 


now? 


Neice. 


＋ 


ice. 


Wit at ſeveral Wi eapons. 3413 


Mice. Nay, Sir, at your Requeſt you ſhall perceive, 
With what renewing Love I forgive this: (Uncle, 
Here's a fair Diamond, Sir, I'll try how long 
You can keep that? 

Sr Greg. Not very long, you know't too, 

Like a cunning Witch as you are. 

Neice. V'are beſt let him ha' that too, 5 

Sr Greg. So J were, I think, there were no living el”, 
[thank you, as you have handled the Matter. 

Od K. Why this is muſical now, and Tueſday next 
dhall tune your Inſtruments, that's the Day ſer. 

Neice. A Match, good Uncle. 

Old K. Sir, you hear me too? 

Sir Greg. Oh very well, I'm for you. 

Mice. What cer you hear, you know my Mind. 

Exe. Old Knight and Neice. 

Sir Greg. Ay, a —on't, too well, if I do not wonder 
how we two ſhall come together; I'ma Bear-Whelp? He 
talks of Tueſday next, as familiarily as if we lov'd one 
another, but 'tis as unlikely to me, as twas ſeven Year 
before I ſaw her; I ſhall try his Cunning, it may be he 
has a way was never yet thought on, and it had need to 
be ſuch a one, for all that I can think on will never do't; 
look to have this Diamond taken from me very ſpee- 
diy, therefore I'll take it off o my Finger, for if it be 
ken, I ſhall be way-laid for that too. [ Exit, 


* — 
63 
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ACT IW. $SCENE-F 


Enter Old Knight and Witty-Pate. 

Vd K. H Torture! Torture! Thou catry'ſt a Sting 
i'th' thy Tail, N | 

Thou never brought'ſt good News i'thy Life yet, 

ind that's an ill Quality, leave it when thou wilt. 


Vol. VI. Oo Watty. 
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Witty. Why you receive a Bleſſing the wrong way, Sir, 


Call you rot this good News? to fave at once, Sir, 
Your Credit and your Kinſman's Life together? 
Would it not vex your Peace, and gaule your Worth, 
T'Have one of your Name hang d? 

CK Peace, no ſuch Words, Boy. 


1/:1ty. Ee thankfulfor the Bleſſing of Prevention then, 
C14 M Le'me ſee, there was none hang d out of our 


Houſe ſince Brute, 
T ha' ſearch'd both Som, and Hollingſbead. 

Het O Sir. 

O11 K. ll fee what Polychrouicon ſays anon too 

Witty. Twas a miraculous Fortune that L heard on't. 

O/4 K. I would thou'dſt never heard on't. 

Mit. That's true too, 

So it had ne'er been done; to ſee the Luck on't, 

Fe was even brought to Juſtice Aurum's Threſhold, 

1 here had flown forth a Mittimus ſtraight for Newgate; 
And note the Fortune too. Seſſions a Thurſday, 

Jury call'd out a Friday, Judgment a Saturday, 
Dungeon a Sunday, Tyburn a Monday, 

Miteries quotidian Ague, when't begins once, 

Every Day pulls him, 'till he pull his laſt. 

Old K. No more, I ſay, *tis an ill Theam; where 

left you him ? | 

Witty. He's i'th* Conſtables Hands below i'th' Hall, Sir, 
Poor Gentleman, and his Accuſer with him. 

Old K, What's he? 

Witty. A Judge's Son 'tis thought, ſo much the worle 
He'll hang bis Enemy, and't ſhall coſt him nothing, (too, 
That's a great Privilege. 

Cid K. Within there? 

5 Enter à Servant. 
Ser. Sir? 
O14 K. call up the Folks ith? Hall. I had ſuch Hope 
on him, ä T8 
For a Scholar too, a thing thou ne'er wal fit ſor, 
Therefore erected all my Joys in him, 
Get a Welch Bencfice in Reverſion for him, 


Dean 
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Dean of Cardigan, has his Grace already, 
He can marry and bury, yet ne'er a Hair on's Face, 
Enter Credulous, Sir Ruinous (as a Conſtable) and 
Lady Gentry, as a Man. 
Like a French Vicar, and docs he bring ſuch Fruits to 
Town with him ? 
-W A Thief at his firſt lighting? Oh good den to you. 
[ Witty. Nay, ſweet Sir, you're io vext now, you”"! 
grieve him, 
And hurt your ſelf. 
Od K. Away, I'll hear no Counſel; 
Come you but once in ſeven Year to your Uncle, 
And at that time mult you be brought home roo? 
And by a Conſtable ? 
Witty. Oh ſpeak low, Sir,' 
Remember your own Credit, you profeſs 
You love a Man o' Wit, begin at home, Sir, 
» Wl Expreſs it 1'your ſelf. 
Lady. Nay, Maſter Conſtable, 
Shew your ſelf a wiſe Man, *gainſt your Nature too. 
Ruin. Sirzno Diſh Porridgement, we have brought home 
As good Men as ye. 
Cid K. Out, a North-Britain Conſtable, that Tongue 
eim publiſh all, it ſpeaks fo broad already; 
are you the Gentleman? 
L Rain. The unfortunate one, Sir, 
That {ell into the Power of mercileſs Thieves, 
Whercof this Fellow, whom l'd call your Kinſman 
A little as I could, for the fair Reverence 
lowe to Fame and Years, was the prime Villain. 
014 K. A wicked Prime. - 
Witty, Nay, not ſo loud, ſweet Father. 
L. Ruin. The reſt are fled, but 1 ſhall meet with 'em, 
Hang one of 'em I will certain, I ha' ſwore it, 
And twas my Luck to light upon this firſt. 
OR. A cambridge Man for this? theſe your De- 
„ gr es, Sir? 
Nine Years at Univerſity for this Fellowſhip? 
Witty. Take you Voice lower, dear Sir. 


Oo 2 Old K. 
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Old K. What's your Loſs, Sir? 4 

L. Ruin. That which offends me to repeat, the Mo- 
ny's whole, Sir, | PI. 
> *Tis 'th' Conitable's Hands there, a ſeal'd hund: eJ, 0 
Bur | will not receive it. Tha 
OI. K No? Not the Mony, Sir, 1 


Having conſeſt *ris all? 
Ruin. Yis all the Mony, Sir, 
But 'tis not all I loſt, for when they bound me, 
They took a Diamond hung at my Shirt String, 
Which fear of Life made me forget to hide; 
It being the ſparkling Witneſs of a Contract 
Ti ixt a great Lawyer's Daughter and my ſelf. 
Witty. I told you what he was : What does the Dia- 
Concern my Ccuſin, Sir? (mond 
L. Ruin No more did the Mony, 
zut he ſhall anſwer all now. 
Witty. There's vour Conſcience, 
It ſhes from whence you ſprung. 
L Ruin. Spiung? I had leapt a Thief, 
Had I leapt ſome of your Alliance. 
Witty. Slave! 
L. kin. You prevent me ſtill. 
O/d K. ?*2}d, Son, are you mad? 


L. Ruin. Come, come, il take a legal Courle. .. 

Oli K. Will you undo us al!? What's your Demand, Theſe 

Now we're in's Danger too. (Sir? Oed 

L. Ruin. A hundred Mark, Sir, by filt 

| I will not bate a Dait. Wit 
| Witty. A hundred Raſcals. | (rake em. Ls ey 
L. Ruin. Sir, find 'em out in your own Blood, and I Var 

| Wiity. Go take your Courſe, follow the Law, and Gel 
| ſpare not. They \ 
| 014K. Does Fury make you drunk? Know you what Witt 
you ſay? Cel. 
Witty A hundred Dogs dungs, do your worſt. They N 

OK. You do, I'm ſure: Who's loud now? iti 


I:izty, What, his own asking? 
Od K. Not in ſuch a Caſe ? 
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IWitty. You ſhall have but threeſcore Pound; ſpite a 
your Teeth, 
Til ee you hang'd firſt, 

Ola K. And what's ſeven pound more, Man? 

That all this coil's about? ſtay, I ſay, he ſhall ha't. 

Witty. It is your own, you may do what you plcaſe 

with it; 
Pardon my Zeal, I would ha' ſav'd you Mony; 
Give him all his own asking? 
Od K. What's that to you, Sir? 
Be ſparing of your own, teach me to pinch 
In ſuch a cate as this? go, go, live by your Wits, go. 
Witty. I practiſe all I can. 
Old K. Follow you me, Sir, 
And, Maſter Conſtable, come from the Knave, 
And be a witneſs of a full Recompence. 

Witty. Pray ſtop the Conſtabic's Mouth, what e'er you 

do, Sir. 

Od K. Vet again? as if I meant not to do that my ſelf, 
Without your Counſel? As for you, precious Kinſmen, 
Your firſt Years Fruits in Wales ſhall go to rack for this; 
You he not in my Houle, Ill pack you out, 

And pay for your Lodging rather. 
[Exeunt Knight, Ruin. an Lady. 

Wity. Oh fie, Coufin, 

Thele are ill courſes, you a Scholar too? 

Oed. I was drawn into't molt unfortunately, 
by filthy deboiſt Company. 

Witty. I, I, I. 

Lis even the ſpoil of all our Youth in England. 
hat were they, Gentlemen? 

Ced. Faith ſo like ſome on em, 

They were ev'n the worle again. 

Witty. Hum. 

Oed. Great Tobacco whiffers, 

They would go near to rob with a Pipe in their Mouths. 

IVitry, What, no? 

Cred. Faith leave it, Couſin, becauſe Raſcals uſe it. 

Witty. So they do Meat and Drink; muſt worthy Gen- 


Y. tlemen 
O 0 3 Refrain 
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Refrain their Food-for that? an honeſt Man 

May cat of the fame Pig ſome Parſon dines with, 

A Lawyer and a Fool feed of one Woodcock, 

Yet one nc'er the ſimpler, rother ne'er the wiſer; 
Tis not Meat, Drink, or Smoak, Diſh, Cup, or Pipe, 
Co-oper.tes to the making of a Knave, 

Tis the condition makes a Slave, a S ave, 

There's London Pliil-{ophy for you; I tell you Couſin, 
Lou cannot be too cautelous, nice, or dainty, 

in vour Society here, eſpecially 

When you come raw from the Univerſity, 

Before che World has hard ned you a little; 


For as 2 butter'd Loa! is a Scholar's Breakfaſt there, All r 
So a poacht Scholar is a Cheater's Dianer here; Cu 
I ha' known ſeven of em ſupt up at a Meal. 
Cred. Why a poacht Sholar? You! 
Witty, Cauſe he pours himſelf forth, This 
And all his Secrets, at the firſt Acquaintance, | am 
Never ſo crafty to be eaten i'th' Shell, Of tl 


But is out- ſtript cf all he has at firſt, 1 
And goes down glib, he's ſwallowed with ſharp Wit, 1150 


Stead of Wine Vizegar. I. 
Oed. I ſhall think, Couſin, Cu 
O' your poacht Scholar, while I live. ih 
Enter Servant. | | Cu, 

Ser. Maſter Credulous, Rum 
Your Uncle wills you to forbear the Houſe, pray 
You muſt with me, Pm charg'd to ſee you plac'd With 
In ſome new Lodging about Thieving-Lane. M; 
What the Conceit's, I know not, but commands you WM Ang t 
To be ſcen here no more, till you hear further. Cu 
Ged. Here's a ſtrange welcome, Sir. But p. 
Witty. This is the World, Couſin; | feig! 


When a Man's Fame's once poiſon'd, fare thee well, Lu Bur n 
| Exit Cred. and Servant N 


This is the happieſt Cheat Ie er claim d ſhare in, Altho 
t has a two-fold Fortune, gets me Coin, To rig 
And puts him out of Grace, that ſtood between me, Cun 
My Father's Cambridge Jewel, much ſuſpected Mir 
Jo be his Heir, now there s a Bar ins hopes. I Cann 


Eu 
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Euter Ruinous and Lady Gentry. 
Ruin. It chinks, make haſte. 
Lady. The Goat at Smithfield Pens. 
Enter Cunningham. 
Wit. Zo, 20, Zufhcient. Maſter cumningbam? 
never have ill luck when I meet a Wit. 
Cn. A Wit's better to meet, than to follow, then, 
For 1 ha' none ſo good I can commend yet; 
Bu: commonly Men unfortunate to themſelves, 
Are luckieſt to their Friends, and ſo may I be. 
Wit. I run o'er ſo much Worth, going but in haſte 
from you, 
All my deliberate Friendſhip cannot equal. 
Gun, *Tis but to ſhew, that you can place ſometimes 
Enter Mirabell. | 
Your Modeſty a top of all your Virtues, [Exit Wit. 
This Gentleman may pleaſure me yet again; 
am ſo haunted with this broad-brim'd Hat, 
Of the laſt progreſs block, with the young Hat-band, 
Made for a ſucking Devil of two years old, 
| know not where to turn my ſelf. 
Mir. Sir? 
Cun, More Torture? 
Mir, Tis rumour'd that you love me. 
Cun. A my troth Gentlewoman, 
Rumour's as falſe a Knave as ever piſt then, 
Pray tell him ſo from me; I cannot feign 
With a ſweer Gentlewoman, I muſt deal downri2hrt. 
Mir. I heard, though you diſſembled with my Auat, Sir, 
And that makes me more confident. 
Cun, There's no falſhood, 
But pays us our own ſome way; I confeſs 
| feign'd with her, 'twas for a weighticr purpoſe, 
but not with thee, I ſwear. 
Mir. Nor I with you then, 
Although my Aunt enjoin'd me to diſſemble, 
To right her Spleen, I love you faithfully. ; 
Cm. Light, this is worſe than 'twas. 
Mir. I find ſuch Worth in you, 
cannot, nay I dare not dally with you, 


Oo 4 


ad, 


l. 


tf 
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For fear the flame conſume me. 

Cun. Here's treſh trouble, 15 95 
This drives me to my Conſcience, for tis foul 
To injure one that deals directly with me. 

Mir. I crave but ſuch a truth from your Love, Sir, 
As mine brings you, and that's proportionable. 

un. A good Geometrician, threw my Heart; 
Why are you out o'your Waits, pretty plump Gentle 

woman, 
You tak ſo deſperately? tis a great Happineſs, 
Love has made one on's wiſer than another, 
We ſhould be both caſt away elſe; 
Vet ] love Gratitude, I mult requite you, 
Iſhall be ſick elſe; but to give you me, 
A thing you muſt not take, if you mean to live, 
For a' my troth I hardly can my ſelf; 
No wiſe Fhyſician will preſcribe me for you. 
Alas, your State is weak, you had need of Cordials, 
Some rich Electuary, made of a Son and Heir, 
An elder Brother, in a Culliſſe, whole, 
T mult be ſome wealthy Gregory, boil'd to a Jelly, 
Thar muſt reſtore you to the ſtate of new Gowns, 
French Ruffs, and mutable Hcad-tires, 

Mir. Put, where is he, Sir? | 
One that s ſo rich will ne'er wed me with nothing. 

cin. Then ſce thy Conſcience, and thy Wit together, 
Would'ſt thou have me then, that has nothing neither! 
W hart ſay you to Fop Gregory the firſt, yonder? : 
Will you acknowledge your time amply recompenc'd: 
Full Satisfact on upon Love's Record? 

Without any more Suit, if I combine you? 

Mir. Yes, by this honeſt Kiſs. 

Cun. You're a wiſe Clyent. 
To pay your Fee before-hand, but all do ſo, 
You know the worſt already, that's the beſt too. 

Mir. I know he's a Fool. 

Cin. You're ſhrewdly hurt then; | 
This is your Comfort, your great wiſeſt Women 


Pick their firſt Husband ſtill out of that Houle, And 
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And ſome will have em to chuſe, if they bury twenty. 
Mir. I'm of their Minds, that like him for a Husband 
To run Youths Race with, 'tis very pleaſant, 
But when I'm old, I'd always with for a wiſer. 
un. You may have me by that time: 
For this firſt Buſineſs, 
Reſt upon my Performance, 
Mir. With all thankfulneſs. 
Cun. I have a Project you mult aid me in too. 
Mir. You bind me to all lawful Action, Sir. 
Cun. Pray wear this Scarfe about you. 
Mir. 1 conjecture now 
Gm. There's a Court Principle for't, one Office muſt 
help another; 
As for Example, for your caſt o' Manchits out o'th'Pantry, 
III allow you a Gooſe out o'th* Kitchin. 
Mir. Tis very ſociably done, Sir, farewel Performance, 


* I hall be bold to call you fo. 


Cn. Do, ſweer Confidence. 
Enter Sir Gregory. 

If I can match my two broad brim'd Hats; 
'Tis he, I know the Maggot by his Head ; | 
Now ſhall I learn News of him, my precious Chief. 

Sir Greg. I have been ſeeking for you 1'th' Bowling- 

Green, 

Enquir'd at Netrletons and Anthonies Ordinary, 
Tha's vext me to th? Heart, look, I've a Diamond here, 
And it cannot find a Maſter. 

(un. No? that's hard iꝰfaith. 

Sir Greg. It does belong to ſome Body, a 
would he had it, does but trouble me, 
And ſhe that ſent it, is ſo waſpiſh too, 
There's no returning to her 'till't be gone. 

Gun. Oh, ho, ah Sirrah, are you come? 

Sir Greg. What's that, Friend? 

(un. Do you note that Corner Sparkle? 

Sir Greg. Which? Which? Which, Sir? 

Cun. At the Weſt End o'th' Coller. | 

vr Greg, Oh I ſee't now. 


on him, 


; 


| | 
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Cun. *Tis an apparent mark; this is the Stone, Sir, 
That ſo much Blood is threatned to be ſhed for. 
Sir Greg. | pray. 
Cun. A Tun at leaſt. 
Sir Greg. They muſt not find't i'me then, they muſt 
Go where 'tis to be had. 
Gun. Tis well it came to my Hands firſt, Sir Gregory, 
i now where this muſt go. 
Sir Greg. Am I diſcharg'd on't? 
Cun. My Life for yours now. [ Draws. 
Sir Greg. What now? 
Cun. Lis Diſcretion, Sir, 
I'll ſtand upon my Guard all the while I ha't. 
Sir Greg. Troth thou tak'ft roo much danger on thee 
ſtill, 
To preſerve me alive. 
Cun. Tis a Friend's Duty, Sir, 
Nay, by a Toy that I have late thought upon, 
III undertake to get your Miſtreſs for you. 
Sir Greg. Thou wilt not? wilt? 
Cun. Contract her by a trick, Sir, 
When ſhe leaſt thinks on't. 
Sir Greg. There's the right way to't, 
For if ſhe think on't once, ſhe'll never do't. 
un. She does abuſe you ſtill then? 
Sir Greg. A damnably, 
Every time worſe than other; yet her Uncle 
Thinks the day holds a Tueſday; ſay it did, Sir, 
She's ſo familiarly us'd to call me Raſcal, 
Shell quite forget to wed me by my own Name, 
And then that Marriage cannot hold in Law, you know. 
Cun. Will you leave all to me? 
Sir Greg. Who ſhould I leave it to? N 
Cn. Lis our luck to love Neices; I love a Neice too. 
Sir Greg. I would you did i faith. 
Cun. Bur mine's a kind Wretch. 
Sir Greg. Ay marry Sir, I would mine were ſo too. 
(an. No Raſcal comes in her Mouth. 


ir Greg. 
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Sir Greg. Troth, and mine has little elſe in hers. 
Cun. Mine ſends me Tokens, 

All the World knows not on. 

Sir Greg. Mine gives me Tokens too, very fine Tokens, 

But I dare not wear 'em. | Ko 
Cun. Mine's kind in ſecret. 

Sir Greg. And there mine's a Hell-cat. 
(un. We have a day ſet too. 42 
Sir Greg. Slid, ſo have we Man, 

But there's no ſign of ever coming together. 

Cum. I'll tell thee who 'tis, the old Woman's Neice. 

Sir Greg. Is't the ? 

Cm. I would your luck had been no worſe for Mild- 
nels ; 

But mum, no more words on't to your Lady. 
dr Greg. Foh ! 

Cim. No blabbing, as you love me. 
Sir Greg. None of our Blood 

Were ever Bablers. 

Cm. Prithee convey this Letter to her, 

But at any hand let not your Miſtreſs ſee't. | i 
Sir Greg. Yet again, Sir ? } 
Gm, There's a Jewel in't, N 

The very Art would make her doat upon't. 7 
Sir Greg. Say you ſo? 14 

And ſhe thall ſee't for that trick only. | F 1 
(un. Remember but your Miſtreſs, and all's well. t 
dir Greg. Nay, if I do not, hang me. [ Exit. | 
Cen, 1 believe you; | 

This is the only way to return a Token, 

[ know he will do't now, cauſe he's charg'd to th' con- 

trary, 

He's the neareſt kin to a Woman, of a thing 

Made without Subſtance, that a Man can find again, 

me Petticoat begot him, I'll be whipt elſe, 

Fnz-ndring with an old pair of paund Hoſe, 

Hing in ſome hot Chamber o'er the Kitchen, 

Very Steam bred him, 
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He never came where Rem in Re cer grew; 


Pick out a Bawdy buſineſs for Bridewell in't; 


Jo uſe her Name as little as you can, though. 
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The Generation of a hundred ſuch | 
Cannot make a Man ſtand in a white Sheet, 
For 'tis no act in Law, nor can a Conſtable 


Enter Clown (as.a Gallant.) 
A lamentable caſe, he's got with a Man's Urine, like a 
_ Mandrake. 
ow now? Hah? What prodigious Bravery's this ? 
A molt prepoſterous Gallant, the Doubler fits 
As if it mock'd the Breeches. 
Clow. Save you, Sir. | 
Can. H' as put his Tongue in the fine ſuit of Words too. 
Clow. How does the Party? 
Cun. Takes me for a Scrivener. Which of the Parties? 
Claw. Hum, Simplicity betide thee 
I would fain hear of the Party; I would be loath to go 
Farther with her; Honour is not a thing to be dallied 
withall, | : 
No more is Reputation, no nor Fame, I take it, I muſt not 
Have her wrong'd when I'm abroad; my Party is not 
To be compell'd with any Party in an oblique way; 
"Tis very dangerous to deal with Women 
Muy prove a Lady too, but ſhall be nameleſs, 
I'll bite my Tongue out, cer it prove a Traitor. 
Cun, Upon my Life I know her. 
Clow. Not by me, | 
Know whar you can, talk a whole Day with me, 
Yare ne'er the wiſer, the comes not from theſe Lips. 
Cun. The old Knight's Neice. WOT 
Clow. *Slid he has got her, Pox of his Heart that told 
him. 
Can nothing be kept ſecret? Let me entreat you 


Cun, *T'will be ſmall Pleaſure, Sir, to ule her Name. 
Cl;w, had Intelligence in my ſolemn Walks, 
Twixt Paddington and Paucridge, of a Scarf 
gent for a Token, and a Jcwel follow'd, 


But I acknowledge not the Reccipt of any, 1 
| OW. 
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Howe'er tis carricd, believe me, Sir, 
Upon my Reputation I receiv*d none. 8 1 

(un, What, neither Scarf nor Jewel? — 

Clow. Twould be ſeen 
Some where about me, you may well think that, 
| have an Arm for a Scarf, as others have, 

An Ear to hang a Jewel too, and that's more 

Then ſome Men have, my Betters a great deal; 

| muſt have Reſtitution where-c'er it lights. 
cun. And reaſon good. 

Clow. For all theſe Tokens, Sir, 

Pals i' my Name. 

Cun. It cannot otherwiſe be. 

Clow, Sent to a worthy Friend. 

Cum, Ay, that's to thee. 

Clow. l'm wrong'd under that Title. 

Cn. I dare ſwear thou art, 

Tis nothing but Sir Gregory's Circumvention, 
His envious Spite, when thou'rt at Paddington, 
He meets the Gifts at Pancridge. 

dom. Ah falſe Knight? 

Falle both to Honour, and the Law of Arms? 

Cm. What wilt thou ſay if Ibe reveng'd for thee ? 
Thou ſit as Witneſs ? 

Cm. I ſhould laugh in ſtate then. 

Cm. I'll tob him, heres my Hand. 

Cow. I ſhall be as glad as any Man alive, to ſee him 
well fob'd, Sir; but now you talk of fobbing, I wonder 
the Lady ſends not for me according to Promiſe? I ha' 
kept out o' Town theſe two Days, a purpoſe to be ſent 
for; J amalmoſt ftary'd with Walking. 

Um, Walking gets Men a Stomach. 

CU. *'Tis moſt true, Sir, I may ſpeak it by Experi- 
ence, for { ha' got aStomach fix times, and loſt it again, 
5 ren as a Traveller from Chelſea ſhall loſe the ſight of 
Pauls, and get it again. 

(un. Go to her, Man. | © 

Cow, Not for a Million, enfringe my Oath ? Theresa 
Toy call'da Vow has paſt between us, a poor trifle, — 

ray 


1 


| toward 
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kies, 


Neice. Is' 
dͤir Greg. Nay, here's his Letter too, there's a fine 
Jewel in't, 
Therefore I brought it to you. 
Neice. You tedious Mongril ! Is't not enough 
To prace thee, to receive this from thy Hand, 
A thing which makes me almoſt fick to do, 
But you muſt talk too? 

Sir Greg. I ha' done. 

Neice. Fall back, 
Vet backer, backer yet, you unmannerly Puppy, 

Do you not ſee I'm going about to read it? 

Sir Greg. Nay, thele are Golden Days, now I ſtay by't, 
She was wont not to endure me in her ſight at all, 
The World mends, I ſee that. 

Neice. What an ambiguous Superſcription's here? 
To the beſt of Neices. Why that Title may be mine, 
And more than her's : 
Sure I much wrong the neatneſs of his Art; 
"Tis certain ſent to me, and to requite 
My Cunning in the carriage of my Tokens, 
Us'd the fame Fop for his. E 

Sir Greg. She nodded now to me, *rwill come in time. 

Neice. Wut's here? An entire Ruby, cut into a Heart, 
And this the Word, I/tud Amoris 
Sir Greg. Ves, yes, I have heard 

the beſt Stone - cutter. 
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Pray do me the part and office of a Gentleman, if you 
chance to meet a Footman by the way, in Orange 
tawny Ribbands, running before an empry Coach, with 
on't, direct him and his Horſes 
the new River by Ilington, there they ſhall 
have me looking upon the Pipes, and whiſtling. 
Exit Clow. 

Cun. A very good Note; this Love makes us all Mon- 


a Buzzard i'th' Poop 


poſſible? 


us 2 


But to my Work: Scarf firſt? And now a Diamond! 
Theſe ſnould be ſure ſigns of her Affection's Truth, 
Yet Vil go forward with my ſurer proof. 


[ Exit, 
Enter Neice and Sir Gregory. 


him ſay, that Love is 


Netce. 


Neice. Why thou ſawcy iflue of ſome travelling Sow- 


gelder, 
What makes Love in thy Mouth? Is it a thing 
That ever will concern thee ? I do wonder 
How thou dar'ſt think on't ? Haſt thou ever hope 
To come i' the ſame Room where Lovers are; 
And*ſcape unbrain'd with one of their Velvet Slippers? 
Sir Greg. Love Tricks break out I ſee, and you talk of 
Slippers once, 
Tis not far off to Bed time. "og. 
Neice. Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? 
would ha' undertook to ha' kill'd a Spider 
With leſs Venom far, than | have ſpit at thee. 
Sir Greg. You muſt conceive, 
AKnight's another manner a piece of Fleſh. 
Neice. Back, Owl's Face. 
Within. Old K. Do, do. 
Neice. *Tis my Uncle's Voice, that. 
Why keep you ſo far off, Sir Gregory ? 
Areyoua'raid, Sir, to come near your Miſtreſs ? 
Sir Greg. Is the proud Heart come down? Ilookt for 
this ſtill. 
Neice. He comes not this way yet: Away, you Dog- 
whelp, | 
Would — offer to come near me, though I ſaid ſo? 
Il make you underſtand my Mind in time; 
You run in greedily, like a Hound to his Breakfaſl, 
That chops in Head and all to beguile his Fellows; 
m to be eaten, Sir, with Grace and Leiſure, 
Behaviour and Diſcourſe, things that neer trouble you; 
After I have pelted you ſufficiently, 
tro you will learn more Manners, 
dir Greg. I'm wondring ſtill when we two ſhall come 
together ? 
Treſday's at hand, but I'm as far off, as I was at firſt, 
{| {wear. X 
Enter Guardianeſs. | 
ard, Now Gmmningham, I'll be reveng'd at large: 
Lady, what was but all this while Suſpicion, , 
$ 
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] Is Truth full blown now, my Neice wears your Scarf, Ne 
Neice. Ha? / Cun 
Guard. Do but follow me, I'll place you inſtantly Nei 

Where you ſhall ſee her courted by Guzningham. Cu 
Neice. I go with greedineſs; we long for things Nie 
That break our Hearts ſometimes, there's Pleafure's Miſery, Cun 


Exe. Neice and Guard. Net 
Sir Greg. Where are thoſe Gad- flies going? To ſome Cun 


Junket now 3 | | Net 
Thar ſome old Humble-bee toles the young one forth As you 
To Sweet-meats after kind, let*em look to'r, our 
The thing you wot on be not miſt or gone, Now 
I bring a Maiden-head, and I look for one. Before 


Which is only a Puppet ſo dreſt. [ Exit. Gun, 
Enter Cunningham (in Diſcourſe with 7 Mast d Gen- Upon 


tlewoman in a broad Hat, and Scarfed) Neice at am- Net 
ther Door. Gm. 
Cun. Yes, yes. When 
Neice. Too manifeſt now, the Scarf and all. This v 
Cun. It cannot be, you're ſuch a fearful Soul. How) 


Neice. Ill give her cauſe of Fear e' er I part from her. 
cun. Will you ſay ſo? Ist not your Aunt's deſire too? Jo tak 
Neice. What a diſſembling Croane's that? She'll for- Now! 


{wear't now. I'm pre 

Cun. I ſee my Project takes, yonder's the grace ont. For a; 
Neice. Who would put Confidence in Wit again, Netc 
I'm plagu'd for my Ambition, to deſire and I | 
A wiſe Man for a Husband, and I (ee 3 bring r 
Fate will not have us go beyond our ſtint, Cun, 
We are allow'd but one Diſh, and that's Woodcock, Nec 
It keeps up Wit to make us Fr ends and Servants of, Fe 
And thinks any thing's good enough to make us Husbands; Next 
Oh that Whore's Hat o' thine, o' the riding Block, Om. 
A Shade for letcherous Kiſſes. ſw 
Cun, Make you doubt ont? Neic 
Is not my Love of force ? we 
Neice. Yes, me it forces | Always 
To tear that ſorcerous Strumpet from th' Imbraces. ws 


cun. Lady? 


Mice. Vor 
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Neice. Oh thou haſt wrong'd the exquiſit'ſt Love - 
Cun. W hat mean you, Lady? 
Neice. Mine, you'll anſwer fort. 
Cun. Alas, What ſeek ye? 
Niece. Sir, mine own with Loſs. 
Cun. You ſhall. | 
Neice. I never made ſo hard a Bargain. 
cun. Sweet Lady? 
Neice. Unjuſt Man, let my Wrath reach her, 
As you owe Virtue Duty; [ Cun. falls on purpoſe. 
Your Cauſe trips you. 
Now Minion, you ſhall feel what Love's Rage is, 
Before you taſte the Pleaſure. Smile you, falſe Sir? 
Gm, How can I chuſe? to ſee what Pains you take, 
Upon a thing will never thank you for't. 
Neice. How? 
Gm. See what things you Women be, Lady, 
When Cloaths are taken for the beſt part of you ? 
This was to ſhew you, when you think I love you not; 
How y are deceiv'd ſtill, there the Moral lyes, 
Twas a Trap ſet to catch you, and the only Bait 
To take a Lady nibling, is fine Cloaths: 
Now 1 dare boldly thank you for your Love, 
Im pretty well reſoly'd in't by this Fit, 
For a jealous Ague always uſhers it. 
Neice. Now Bleſſings ſtill maintain this Wit of thine, 
and I have an excellent Fortune coming in thee, 
bring nothing elſe I charge thee. 
(un. Not a Groat I warrant ye. 
Niece, Thou ſhalt be worthily welcome, take my 
Faith for't, | 
Next Opportunity ſhall make us. 
_ The old Gentlewoman has fool'd her Revenge 
weetly. | | 
Neice, Lab, tis her part, ſhe knows her Place ſo 
well yonder; 5 
Always when Women jump upon threeſcore, 
o es ſhoves em from the Chamber to the Door. 
dun. Thou art a precious ſhe-W it. [ Exeunt. 
Vol. VI. P p ACT 
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Ac v. SCENE I. 


Enter Cunningham, at one Door; Witty-Pate, Ruinous, 
Lad) Ruinous, and Priſcian, at rhe other. 
Cun. L Riend, met in the Harveſt of our Deſigns, : 
Not a Thought bur's buſie. 

Witty. I knew it Man, Aab 1491 
And that made me provide theſe necdful. Reapers, 
Hooks, Rakers, Gleaners ; we'll ſing it home 
With a melodious Horn- pipe; this is the Bond, 
That as we further in your great Affair, 
You'll ſuffer us to glean, pick up for Crums, 
And if we ſnatch a Handful from the Sheaf, 
You will not look a Churl on's. 


Cun. Friend, we'll ſhare 1 Has 
The Sheaves of Gold, only the Love Acr 7 
Shall be peculiar. Is en 

Witty. Much good do you, Sir, Cl 
Away, you know your way, and your ſtay; get you I hay 
The Muſick ready, while we prepare the Dancers, hat 

Ruin. We are a Conſort of our ſelves. there 

Priſ. And can ſtrike up luſtily. 5 Cu 

Witty. You muſt bring, Sir Fp. Clo 

Cun. That's perfect enough. | 
Ruin. Bring all the Fops you can, the more the bet- W F m 
ter Fare, | Cun 

So the Proverb runs backwards. 1 5 | Clos 
„ Exeunt Ruin and Priſ. G 

L. uin. ll bring the Ladies. 4 bo 0 

Witty. Do fo firſt, and then the Fops will follow; Cloy 
I-muſt to my Father, he muſt make one. (Exit. WF not a 

Enter two Servants with a Banquet. in my 
- Gan, While I diſpatch a Buſineſs with the Knight, Cum. 


And I go with you. Well ſaid, I thank you; 
This ſmall Banquet will furniſh our few Gueſts 
With taſte and ſtate enough; one reach my Gon, 


The Action craves it, rather than the Weather. * 
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1 Ser. There's one ſtays to ſpeak with you, Sir. 

Cun. What is he? | 

1 Ser, Faith I know not what, Sir, a Fool, I think, 
That ſome Broker's Shop has made half a Gentleman; 
Has the Name of a Worthy too. - 

Cun. Pompey? Is't not? 

1 Ser. That's he, Sir. | ke I 

Gm. Alas, poor Fellow, prithee enter him, he w 

need too, | 
Enter ſecond Servant with a Gown. 
He ſhall ſerve for a Witneſs. Oh Gramercy, 
If my Friend Sir Gregory comes, you know him, 
| Enter Clown. | 
Entertain him kindly. Oh Maſter Pompey, how is't Man? 
Clown. Snails, I'm almoſt ftary'd with Love, and Cold, 
and one thing or other; 
Has not my Lady ſent for me yet? 

Gm. Not thar I hear; ſure ſome unfriendly Meſſenger 
Is employ'd betwixt you. f 

Clown. I was ne' er ſo cold in my Life, in my Conſcience 
have been ſeven Miles in length, alon - the New River; 
I have ſeen a hundred Tickle Bags: I do not think but 
there's Gudgeons too; twill ne er be a true Water. 

cun. Why think you ſo? : 

Clown. I warrant you, I tolda thouſand Millers Thumbs 

in it, . 
bl make a little bold with your Sweet -· meats. 

Cm. And welcome, Pompey. e 

Clown. Tis a ſtrange thing, I have no taſte in any thing. 

. that's Love, that diſtaſtes any thing but it 

elf. EIN. 

Clown. *Tis worſe than Cheeſe in that Point, may 
not a Man break his Word with a Lady? 1 could find 
in my Heart and my Hoſe too. | 

Cm By no . Sir, that breaks all the Laws 

of Love. . CO 
= Well, I'll ne'er paſs my Word without ay 
eed to | 
A Lady, while I live again I would fain recover my 


* Taſte. | 
| Pp 2 o: 
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Cun. Well, I have News to tell you. 
Clown. Good News, Sir? 17 
Cun. Happy News, I help you away with a Riyal f) 


your Maſter beſtow'd. 
Clown, Where, for this Plumb's fake — $; 
Cun. Nay, liſten me. $2 You 
Clown, I warrant you, Sir, I have two Ears to one | an 
Mouth. And 
- hear more than I eat, I'd ne'er row by Queen- Hive 
While I liv'd elſe. 2 
Cun. IL have a Wife for him, and thou ſhalt witneß f Thi: 
the Contract. | But 


Clown. The old one I hope, tis not the Lady? 
Cun. Choak him firſt, tis one which thou ſhalt ſee, 
See him, ſee him deceiy'd, ſee the Deceit, only 
The Injunction is, you ſhall ſmile with Modeſty. 
Clown, 1'll ſimper i'faith, as cold as I am yet, the 
old one I hope. 
| Enter Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's Sir Gregory. | 
Cn. U'd ſo, ſhelter, ſhelter, if you be ſeen 
All's rayell'd out again; ſtand there private, 
And you'll find the very Opportunity 
To call you forth, and place you at the Table. 
Enter Sir Gregory. 
You are welcome, Sir, this Banquet will ſerve, 


When it is crown'd with ſuch a Dainty as you Leſs it 
Expect, and muſt have. | Clon 
Sir Greg. Tuſn, theſe Sweet-Meatsare but Sauce to that. Cu. 
Well, if there be any Honeſty, or true Word in a Dream We me 
She's mine own, nay, and chang'd extreamly, Leanne 
Not the ſame Woman. | Mir 
Gm. Who, not the Lady? Si 
Sir Greg. No, not to me, the Edge of her Tongs =_ 
277. 


is taken off, 1 | | 

Gives me very good Words, turn'd up- ſide down to me * 

And we live as quietly as two Torzoiſes, if ſhe hold 2 4 fla 

I As ſhe began in my Dream. [Soft Mac Mall } 
1 un. Nay, if Love ſend forth ſuch Predictions, 

3 You are bound to believe 'em, there's the W arch · Wos 
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Of her coming; to your practis d now, 
fk you hit it, Aquus Cupido nobis. 27 | | 
[ Both go into the Gown. 

Sir Greg. I will warrant you, Sir, I will give Arms to 
Your Gentry, look you forward to your Buſineſs, : 
| am an Eye behind you, place her in that Chair, 

And let me alone to grope her out. 
Enter Mirabel. 

Cun. Silence, Lady, your ſweet Preſence illuſtrates 

This homely Root, and, as courſe Entertainment; 
But where Affections are both Hoſt and Gueſt, 
They cannot meet unkindly ; pleaſe you fir, 

Your ſomething long Stay made me unmannerly, 

To place before you, you know this Friend here, 
He's my Gueſt, and more eſpecially, 

That this our Meeting might not be too ſingle, ' 
Without a Witneſs to't. 

Mir. ] came not unreſolv'd, Sir, 

And when our Hands are claſp'd in that firm Faith 
Which 1 expect from you; Fame ſhall be bold 

To ſpeak the loudeſt on't: Oh you graſp me 
Somewhat too hard, Friend. | 

Gun. That's Love's eager Will, 

Il touch it gentlier. [Kiſſes ber Hand. 

Mir. That's too low in you, $327 
Leſs it be doubly recompenc'd in me. She kiſſes his Hand. 

Clown, Puh, I muſt ſtop my Mouth, I ſhall be choakt 

cun. Come, we'll not play and trifle with Delays, (elſe. 
Ve met to join theſe Hands, and willingly 
[ cannot leave it *till Confirmation. x ; 
Mir. One Word firſt, how does your Friend, kind 
Sir Gregory ? 5 
vl Cm. Why do you mention him? You love him not. 
Air. ſhall love you the leſs if you ſay fo, Sir, 


hat: 
alm, 


me" troth I love him, but 'tis you deceive him, 
ob's flattering Hand of yours does rob him, and I know 
ich al! have Hate for't, his Hate extreamly. 


(un. OP I thought you had not come ſo weakly 
arm” . 


Pp3 Upon 
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- Upon my Life the Knight will love you for't, Sir 
Exceedingly love you, for ever love you. Cn 
Mir. Ay, you'll perſuade me ſo. Sir 
Cun. Why, he's my Friend, e t 
And wiſhes me a Fo: tune equal with him, For a 

i know and dare ſpeak it for him. Mir 
Mir, Oh, this Hand betrays him, you might remem- Now, 

er him in ſome Courteſie yet at leaſt. Clon 
Cun, I thank your Help in't; here's to his Health, Str 
Where &er he be. This i 
Mir. Tl pledge it, were it againſt my Health. (un. 


Clown. Oh, oh, my Heart hops after twelve Mile 1 That 
Day, upon a good Return, now could I walk three Hr 
hundred Mile a- foot, and laugh forwards and backwards. Wnore 


Mir. You'll take the Knight's Health, Sir. Came. 

Clown, Yes, yes, forſooth, oh my Sides! Such a Banquet Cn. 
once a Week, would make me grow fat ina Fortnight. dt 

Cun. Well, now to cloſe our Meeting, with the cloſe Sir C 
Of mutual Hands and Hearts, thus I begin, un. 
Here in Heav'ns Eye, and all Loves ſacred Pow'rs, That! 
(Which in my Prayers ſtand propitious) for a p 
I knit this holy Hand faſt, and with this Hand Sir G 
The Heart that owes this Hand, ever binding ye 
By force of this initiating Contract Cun, 


Both Heart and Hand in Love, Faith, Loyalty, 
Eſtate, or what to them belongs, in all the Dues, 
Rights and Honours of a faithiul Husband, 


And this firm Vow; henceforth *till Death, to ſtand ay cu 
Irrevocable, ſeal'd both with Heart and Hand. With a 
Mir. Which thus I ſecond; but oh, Sir Gregory. And ſuf 
Cun. Again? This Interpoſition's ill, believe me. | would 
Mir. Here, in Heav*ns Eye, and all Love's ſacred I Lour ſp 
Pow'rs, bras an be and to 

I knit this holy Hand faſt, and with this Hand Hear th 
The Heart that owes this Hand, ever binding Air. 
Both Heart and Hand in Love, Honour, Lopalty, Hu 
Eſtate, or what to them belongs in all the Dues, un. 
Rights and Duties of a true faithful Wife Mir. 
And this firm Vow, henceforth till Death, to ſtand, In all th 


Irrevocable, ſcal'd both with Heart and Hand. 
Sir Gr'$ 
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Sir Greg. A full Agreement on both parts. 

un. Ay, here's Witneſs of that. 

Sir Greg. Nay, I have over-reach'd you Lady, and 

that's much, | J | 2 
for any Knight in England to over- reach a Lady. 

Mir. 1 rejoice in my Deceit, I am a Lady 
Now, I thank you, Sir. 

Clow. Good Morrow, Lady Fp. 

dir Greg. Snails, I'm gull'd, made a worſhipful Ai, 
This is not my Lady. | 

Cum. But it is, Sir, and true as your Dream told you, 

hat your Lady was become another Woman. 

Sir Greg. Il have another Lady, Sir, if there were no 
nore Ladies in London, blindman Buff is an unlawful 
Came. | | 

WH CG. Come down on your Knees firſt, and thank your 
Stars. 
dir Greg. A fire of my Stars, I may thank you, I think. 
Cm. So you may pray for me, and honour me, 
That have preſerv'd you from a laſting Torment, 
For a perpetual Comfort; did you call me Friend? 
Sir Greg. I pray pardon me for that, I did miſ-call 
you, I confeſs. . 
Cm. And ſhould I, receiving ſuch a thankful Name, 
Abuſe it in the act? Should I fee my Friend 
bafled, diſgrae'd, without any Reverence 
To your Title, to be call'd Slave, Raſcal ? 
Nay curſt to your Face, fool'd, ſcorn'd, beaten down 
With a Woman's peeviſh Hate, yet I ſhould ſtand 
\nd ſuffer you to be loſt, caſt away? | 
| would have ſeen you buried quick firſt, 
four ſpurs of Knighthood to have wanted Rowels, 
and to be kick'd from your Heels; Slave, Raſcal ? 
Hear this Tongue: 
Mir. My deareſt Love, ſweet Knight, my Lord, my 
Husbanc. | | 
Cun, So, this is not Slave and Raſcal then. + 
| Mir. What ſhall your Eye command, but ſhall be done, 
1 all the Duties of a loyal Wife? 
Pp4 un. 
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Cun. Good, good, are not Curſes fitter for you? wert 
not better 
Your Head were broke with the handle of a Fan, 
Or your Noſe bord with a filver Bodkin? 

Mir. W hy, 1 will be a Servant in your Lady. 

Cun. Pox, but you ſhall not, ſhe's too good for you, 
This Contract ſhall be a nullity, I'll break't off, 

And ſee you better beſtow'd. | 

Sir Greg. *Slid, but you ſhall not, Sir, ſhe's mine own, and 
I am hers, and we are one anothers lawfully, and let me 
ſee him that will take her away by the Civil Law: If you 
be my Friend, keep you ſo, if you have done me a good 
turn, do not hit me th' Tecth with'r, that's not the part 
of a Friend. ä | 

Cum, If you be content 

Sr Greg. Content? I was never in better contention 

in my Life. | 
Ell not change her for both the Exchanges, New or the Ola; 
Come, kiſs me boldly. _ 

Clown. Give you joy, Sir. | 

Sir Greg. Oh Sir, I thank you as much as though I did, 
you are belov'd of Ladies, you ſee we are glad ot under- 
Women. 

Clown. Ladies? let not Ladies be diſgrac'd, you are as i 
were a Married Man, and have a Family, and for the Par- 
ty's ſake that was unnam'd before, being Peaſe- cod time, | 
am appeas'd, yet I would with you make a Ruler of your 
Tongue. --_. 

Cun, Nay, no diſſention here, I muſt bar that 
And this, Friend, I entreat you, and be advis'd, 

Let this private Contract be yet conceal'd, 

And ſtill ſupport a ſeeming Face of Love 

Unto the Lady; mark how it avails you, 

And quits all her Scorus: Her Uncle is now hot 

In purſuit of tke Match, and will enforce her, 
Bend her proud Stomach, that ſhe ſhall proffer 

Her ſelf to you, which when you haye flouted, 

And Jaugh'd your fill at, you ſhall ſcorn her off, 
With all your diſgraces trebled upon her, 


For 


Or 
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For there the Pride of all her Heart will bow, 
When you ſhall foot her from you, not ſhe you. 
Sir Greg. Good I'faith ; I'll continue it. I'd fain laugh at 
the old Fellow too, for he has abus'd me as ſcurvily as his 
Neice, my Knighthood's upon the Spur, we'll go to 
Bed, and then to Church as faſt as we can. 
| | [ Exe. Sir Greg. and Mirab, 
Clown, I do wonder I do not hear of the Lady yet 
Cun. The fone Minute may come ſooner than we are 
aware of, 
[do not think but "twill &er Night yet, as near as 'tis. 
Clown. Well, I will go walk by the Nem-River, in that 
Meditation, Iam o'er Shoes, I'm ſure upon the dry Bank; 
this gullery of my Matter will keep me company this 
two hours too, if Love were not an Enemy to Laughter, 
| ſhould drive away the time well enough; you know 
my Walk, Sir, if ſhe ſends, I ſhall be found Angling, for 
| will try what I can catch for luck fake, I will fair 
for t. | 
Oh Knight, that thou ſhouldit be gulÞFd ſo; ha, ha, it does 
me good at Heart, 
But oh, Lady, thou tak'ſt down my merry part, ¶ Exit. 
Enter Witty- pate. 
Witty. Friend. 
Cen. Here Friend. | 
Witty. All's afoot, and will go ſmooth away, 
The W oman has conquer'd the Women, they are gone, 
Which I have already complain'd to my Father, 
Suggeſting that Sir Gregory is fall'n off 
From his Charge, for Neglects and ill Uſage, 
And that he is moſt violently bent 
On Genzry's Wife (whom I have call'd a Widow) 
And that without moſt ſudden Prevention 
He will be married to her. 
Cin. All this is wrong, 
This Wings his Purſuit, and will be before me; I am 
loſt for ever. | 
Witty. No, ſtay, you ſhall not go 
Put with my Father, on my Wit let it lie, 


You 


\ 
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ou ſhall appear a friendly Aſſiſtant, 
o help in all Affairs, and in Execution 
Help your ſelf only. | 
Cin. Would my Belief 
Were ſtrong in this Aſſurance. 
Mitty. You ſhall credit it, 
And my Wit ſhall be your Slave if it deceive you. 
Eiter Old Knight. 
ay £© ather 


Old K. Oh Sir? Youare well met, where's the Knight 
your Friend? | ; 

Cun. Sir, I think your Son has told you. 

Witty. Shall I ſtand to telPtagain? I tell you he loves, 
But not my Kinſwoman; her baſe Uſage, 
And your ſlack Performance, which he accuſes moſt 
Indeed, has turn'd the Knight's Heart upſide down. 
Old K. [ll curb her for't ; can he be but recover'd, 
He ſhall have her, and ſhe ſhall be dutiful, 
And love him as a Wife too. 

Witty. With that condition, Sir, 
J dare recal him were he enter'd the Church, 
So much intereſt of Love I aſſure in him. 

Old K. Sir, it ſhall be no loſs to you if you do. 

Witty. Ay, but theſe are Words ſtill, will not the Deeds 
Be wanting at the Recovery, if it ſhould be again. 

Old K. Why here, Fool, Iam provided, five hundred 

in carneſt, | 
Of the thouſands in her Dower; but were they married 
once, | 


I'd cut him ſhort enough, that's my Agreement. 
Witty. Ay, I now perceive {ome purpoſe in you, Father. 
Old K. But wherefore is ſhe then ſtol'n out of Doors 

to him? | | | 

Mitt. To him? oh fie upon your Error, ſhe has ano- 

ther Object, believe it, Sir. | 

Old K. I never could perceive it. 

Cu. I did, and to her Shame I ſhould ſpeak it, 

To my own Sorrow ſaw it, Dalliance, 


Nay, Dotage with a very Clown, a Fool. 
Y 3 y , O11 K 
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Ola K. Wit and Wantons? nothing elſe? nothing elſe 
She love a Fool ? ſhe'll ſooner make a Fool | 
Of a wiſe Man. 
Cur. Ay, my Friend complains ſo, 
Sir Gregory ſays flatly, ſhe makes a Fool of him, 
And theſe bold Circumſtances are approv'd : 
Favours have been ſent by him, yet he ignorant 
Whither to carry em; they have been underſtood, 
And taken from him: Certain, Sir, there is 
An unſuſpected Fellow lies conceal'd, 
What, or where-c'er he is, theſe flight neglects 
Could not be of a Knight elſe. 
Old K. Well, Sir, you havepromis'd (if we recover him 
Unmarried) to falve all theſe old bruiſes ? 
Cir. 1'!l do my beſt, Sir. 
Old K. I ſhall thank you, coſtly Sir, and kindly too. 
Witty. Will you talk away the time here, Sir, and come 
behind all your purpoſes ? Sd 
Old K. Away good Sir. 
Witty. Then ſtay a little, good Sir, for my Advice. 
Why Father, are you broke? your Wit beggar'd, 
Or are you at your wits end? or out of 
Love with Wit? no trick of Wit to ſurprize 
Thoſe deſigns, but with open Hue and Cry, 
For all the World to talk on? this is ſtrange, 
You were not wont to {lubber a Project fo. 
Old K. Can you help at a pinch now? ſhew your {c! 
My Son? go too, I leave this to your Wit, 
Becauſe f make a proof ont. 
Witiy. Tis thus then, 
have had late Intelligence, they are now 
Buckſom as Bacchus Froes, Revelling, Dancing, 
Telling the Muſick's numbers with their Feet, 
Awaiting the meeting of permoniſh'd Friends, 
That's queſtionleſs, little dreading you: 
Now Sir, with a dextrous trick indeed; ſudden 
And ſufficient were well, to enter on em 
As ſomething like the Abſtract of a Maſque; 


What though few Perſons? if beſt for our r . 
| at 


-. 
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That commends the Project. 
Old K. This takes up time. 
Witty. Not at all, I can preſently furniſh 
With looſe Diſguiſes that ſhall fit that Scene. 
Old K. Why what wants then? 
Witty. Nothing but charge of Muſick, 
That muſt be paid, you know. : 


JAK. That ſhall be my Charges, I'll pay the Muſick, 


-y hatc'er it coſt. 
Witty. And that ſhall be all your Charge, 
Now on, I like it, there will be Wit in't, Father. 
[ Exe. Old K. and Witty. 
Cun. I will neither diſtruſt his Wit nor Friendſhip, 
Yet if his Maſter's Brain ſhould be o'erthrown, 

My Reſolution now ſhall ſeize mine own. [ Exit. 
Enter Neice, Lady Ruinous, Guardianeſs, Ruinous and 
Priſcian, (with Inſtruments maſqued.) 

L. 3 Nay, let's have Muſick, let that ſweet breath 
at lea 
Give us her airy welcome, twill be the beſt 
I fear this ruin'd Receptacle will yield, 
But that moſt freely. 
Niece. My Welcome follows me, 
Elfe 1 am ill; come hither, you aſſure me 
Still Mr. Cunningbam will be here, and that it was 
His kind entreaty that wiſh'd me meet him. 
L. Ruin. Elſe let me be that ſhame unto my Sex, 
That all belief may fly 'em. | 
Nee. Continue ſtill 
The Knight's Name unto my Guardianeſs, 
She expects no other. 
Ruin. He will, he will, aſſure you 
Lady, Sir Gregory will be here, and ſuddenly 
This Muſick fore-ran him; is t not ſo Conſorts? 
Ruin. Ves Lady, he ſtays on ſome Device to bring along 
Such a labour he was buſie in, ſome witty Device. 
Neice. Twill be long cer he comes then, for Wit's 
A great Labour to him. 
Guard. Well, well, you'll agree better one Day. 
Neice. Scarce two, I think. ck 
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Guard. Such a mock-beggar Suit of Cloaths as led mc 
Into the Fool's pair of Dice, with Dewze Ace, 
He that would make me Miſtreſs Cun, Cun, Cunnie, 
He's quite out of my Mind, but I ſhall nc'er 
Forget him while I have a hole in my Head; 
Such a one Ithink would pleaſe you better, 
Though he did abuſe you. | | 
Rum: Fye, ſpeak well of him now, 
Your Neice has quitted him. 
Guard. I hope ſhe has, 
Elſe ſhe loſes me forever z bur for Sir Gregory, 
Would he were come, I ſhall ill anſwer this 
Unto your Uncle elle. | 
Neice. You know tis his Pleaſure 
I ſhould keep him Company. 
Guard. Ay, and ſhould be your own, 
If you did well too; Lord, I do wonder 
At the Niceneſs of you Ladies now a-days, N 
They muſt have Husbands with ſo much Wit forſooth. 
Worſhip and Wealth were both wont to be 
In better requeſt I'm ſure, I cannot tell, 
But they get ne'er the wiſer Children that I ſee. 
L. Ruin. La, la, la, la, Sol, this Muſick breaths in vain, 
Methinks 'tis dull to let it move alone, | 
Let's have a Female Motion, tis in private, | 
And we'll erace*r our ſelves, however it deſerves. 
Neice. What ſay you, Guardianeſs ? 
Guard. Las P'm weary with the Walk, 
My jaunting Days are done. 
L. Ru. Come, come, we'll fetch her in by courſe, or elſe 
She ſhall pay the Muſick. ER. 
Guard. Nay, I'll have a little formy Mony then. 
Dance, a Cornet is winded. 
L. Ru. Hark? upon myLite the Knight; tis your Friend, 
This was the warning- piece of his Approach. 
Euter Old Knight, Witty-pate, and Cunningham, 
Maſqu d, and take them to Dance. 
L. Ru. Ha ? No Words but mum ? Well then, 
We ſhall need no Counſel-keeping. 


Neice. 
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Neice. Cunningham ? — | Is 
Cun. Yes, fear nothing. | ( 
Neice. Fear? Why do you tell me of it ? 

un. Your Uncle's here. Wh 

| Ne ice. Aye me. ̃ 1 
| n. Peace. C 

Ol K. We have caught em. | | 

ty. Thank my Wit, Father. | No 

Gund. Which is the Knight, think you? To 

Neice. I know not, he will be found when he ſpeaks * 

No Maſque can diſguiſe his Tongue. | 
. Witty. Are you charg d! ? For 
Old K. Are you awake? 0 
N Witty. l'm anſwer'd in a Queſtion. Her, 
Cum. Next Change we wb A nega our Hands no more. L. 
Neice. Are you prepar'd to tie em? R 
(un. Yes. Ol 

You mult go with me. has r 


Guard. W hirher, Sir? Not from my Charge, believe me. . N. 


Cun. She goes along. To te 
Nice. Will you venture, and my Uncle here? Mui, 
Cun. His Stay's prepar'd for. Aboy 
Guard, Tis the Knight ſure, I'II follow, - Ol; 
Exe. Cun. Neice. Guard, I Am 1 

Old K. How now, the Mulick tir d before us? Is not 
Ruin. Yes, Sir, we muſt be paid now. Wit 
Wirry. Oh that's my Charge, Father. _ 
Old A. But ſtay, where are our wanton Ladies gone? Here | 
Son, where are they ? And n 
Witty. Only _ the Room in a Change, that For ot 
all ſure. Old 
Old K. Tl make em all ſure elſe, and then return to Witt 
you. Ola: 


Ruin. You muſt pay for your Muſick firſt, Sir. nome 
O14 K. Muſt ? Are there muſty Fidlers ? Are Beggm ITbats 
Chuſers now ? With 
Ha? Why Mitty-pate, Son, where am |? Rein 
Witty. You were dancing een now, in good Meaſure, — 


Sir, 
kW Pri/. 
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our Health miſcarried ſince? What ail you, Sir? 
"by K. * N I may be gull'd to my Face, where's 
Neice? 
What a are you? 
L. Ruin. None of your ae Sir. 
Old K. How now? Have you loud Inſtruments too? 
111 hear 
No more, I thank you; what have 1 done tro 
To bring theſe Fears about me? Son, where am? 
Mit. Not where you ſhould be, Sir, yos ſhould be 
paying 
For your Muſick, and you arc in a maze. 
000 K. Oh, is't ſo, put up, put up, Lpray you, 
Here's a Crown for you. 
L. Ruin. Piſh, a Crown? =P 
Ruin. Priſ. Ha, ha, a Crown? | 
O14 K. Which way do you laugh? I have ſeen a Crown 
has made a Conſort laugh beartily. 
Witty: Father. 
To tell you truth, theſe are no ordinary 
Muſicians, they expect a Bounty 
Above their punctual deſert. 
Old K. A——on your Punks and their Deſerts too. 
d. Am I not cheated all this * think you ? 
I; not your Pate in this? 4 
Witty. If you be cheated, 
You are not to be indicted for your own Goods; 
e? MW Here you trifle time to market your Bounty 
And make it baſe, when it mult needs be free 
1's For ought I can perceive. 
O K. Will you know the loweſt price, Sir? 
to Wit. That I will, Sir, with all my Heart. 
Old x. Unleſs I was diſcover'd, and they now fled 
Home again for fear, I am abſolutely beguil'd, 
par That's the beſt can be hop'd for. 
Witty, Faith *tis ſome what too dear yet, Gentlemen. 
Ruin. There's not a Denier to be bated, Sir. 
ir Old K. Now, Sir, how dear is it? 
Witty, Bate but the t'other ten Pound? 
Bi. Not a Bawbee, Sir. 


Old 


7 


1 


Muſick, do you ſee, Sir? And I can ſing without it too; 


Ha, ha, am I ſnapt i' faith? 
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Old K. How ? Bate ten Pound? What's the whole 


Sum then? 
Witty. Faith, Sir, a hundred Pound, with much ado 

I got fifty bated, and faith Father, to ſay truth, | 

*Tis reaſonable for Men of their Faſhion. ( 


Old K. La, la, la, down, a hundred Pound? la, la, la, 


Vou are a Conſort of Thieves, are you not? 


Witty. No Muſicians, Sir, I told you before. 
, ny on faddle, isitnot a Robbery? a plain Rob- 
* 
Witty. No, no, no, by no means Father, you hare 
receiv'd * 
For your Mony, nay and that you cannot give back, 
Tis ſomewhat dear I confeſs, but who can help it? 
If they had been agreed with before-hand, 
Twas ill forgotten. 
Old K. And how many Shares have you in this? I ſec 
my force, | | 
Caſe up your Inſtruments, I yield, here, as robb'd and 
Taken from me, I deliver it. 
Witty. No, Sir, you have perform'd your Promiſe now, 
Which was, to pay the charge of Muſick, that's all. 
Ola K. I have heard no Muſick, I have receiv'd none, Sit, 
There's none to be found 4n me, nor about me. 
Witty. Why, Sir, here's Witneſs againſt you, you 
have danc'd, | 
And he that dances acknowledges a Receipt of Muſick. 
Old K. 1deny that, Sir; look you, I can dance without 


you are a Conſort of Thieves, do you hear what Ido? 
Witty. Pray take you heed, Sir, if you do move the 
Muſick again, it may coſt you as much more. 
Old K. Hold, hold, Il depart quietly, I need not bid 
you farewel, I think now, ſo long as that hundred Pound 
laſts with you. | | 
Enter Guardianeſs. 


Guard, Oh, Sir Perfidious, 
Old K 


damnable dear. 

Guard. Oh Sir, my Heart-ſtrings are broke, if I can but 
live to tell you the Tale, I care not, your Neice my 
Charge 1s | | 

Old K. What, is ſhe ſick? 

Guard. No, no, Sir, ſhe's luſtily well married. 

Old K. To whom? © | 

Guard. Oh, to that cunning Diſſembler Cunningham. 

Old K. I'll hang the Prieſt firſt, what was he? 

Guard, Y our Kinſman, Sir, that has the Welch Benefice. 

Old K. I fav'd him from the Gallows to that end, 
good; is there any more ? 

Guard. And Sir Gregory is married too. | 

Ola K. Tomy Neice too, I hope, and then I may hang her. 

Guard. No, Sir, to my Neice, thank Gepid; and that's all 
that's likely to recover me, ſhe's Lady Fop now, and I am 
one of her Aunts, I thank my Promotion. 

Enter Credulous, Cunningham, Neice, Sir Gregory, 

and Mirabel. 

Ged. I have perform'd your beſt, Sir. 

Old K. What have you perform'd, Sir? 2 . 

Mitty. Faith, Sir, I muſt excuſe my Couſin in this act, 
f you can excuſe your ſelf for making him 
A Prieſt, there's the moſt difficult Anſwer. 
| put this practice on him, as from your deſire: 

A truth, a truth, Father. | 143 

ed. I proteſt, Sir, he tells you truth, he mov d me 
cot in your Name. 

OK. I proteſt, Sir, he told youa Lie in my Name; 
Ind were you ſo eaſie, Mr. Gredulous, to believe him? 

ed. If a Man ſhould not believe his Couſin, Sir, whom 
ſhould he believe? | 
OR. Goodeento you, good Mr. Couſin Cunningham, 
ind your fair Bride, my Couſin Cunningbam too, 
ind how do you Sir Gregory, with your fair Lady? 

5 Greg. A little better than you would have had me, 
vou, Sir; the days of Puppy, and Slave, and 
alcal, are pretty well blown over now, I know 
Vo L. VI. Q q Crabs 
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Ola K. I, I, ſome howling another while, Muſick's too 
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Crabs from Verjuice, I have tryed both, and thou dſt 
give me thy Neice for nothing, I'd not have her. 

Cn. I think fo, Sir Gregory, for my ſake you would not. 

Sir Greg. I wou'd thou hadſt ſcap'd her too, and then 
| ſhehad died of the Green- ſickneſs: Know this, that I did 
marry in ſpight, and Iwill kiſs my Lady in ſpight, and 
love her in ſpight, and beget Children of her in ſpight, 

when I die, they ſhall have my Lands in ſpight; this 
was my Reſolution, and now tis out. 

Neice. How ſpightful are you now. Sir Gregory? 
Why look you, I can love my deareſt Husband, 
With all the Honours, Duties, ſweet Embraces, 
That can be thrown upon a loving Man. 

Sir Greg. This is afore your Uncle's Face, but 7 
* his Back, in private, you'll ſhew him another 
Tale 

Cun. You ſee, Sir, now the irrecoverable ſtate of all 
theſe things before you : Come out of your Muſe, they 
have been but Wit-weapons, you were wont to love th: 


Play. 
„ Enter Clown. 
Old K. Let me alone in my Muſe, a little, Sir, I wil 
wake to you anon. | 
1 Cun. U'd fo, your Friend Pompey, how will you anſwer 
him? 
Neice, Very well, if you'll but ſecond ir, and help me. 
Clown. I do hear ſtrange Stories, are Ladies things ob- 
noxious? 
Neice. Oh, the diſſen. ung falſeſt Wretch is come. 
Cir. How now, Lady? 
Neice. Let me come to him, and inſtead of Love 
Let me have Revenge. 
Witty, Pray you now, will you firſt examine, wheth® 
he be guilty or no. 
Neice, He cannot be excus'd. 
How many Meſſengers (thou perjur'd Man) 
Haſt thou return'd with Vows and Oaths, that thou 
Wouldſt follow, and never 'till this unhappy hour 
Could I ſet eye of thee, ſince thy falſe Eye * 
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Drew my Heart to it ? Oh I could tear thee now, 
Inſtead of ſoft Embreces ; pray give me leave 

Witty. Faith this was ill done of you, Sir, if you pro» 

mis'd otherwiſe. 

Clown. By this Hand, never any Meſſenger came at me, 
ſince the firſt time I came into her Company; that a 
Man ſhould be wrong'd thus? 

Neice. Did not I ſend thee Scarfs and Diamonds: 
And thou return dſt me Letters, one with a falic 
Heart in't. 92 3 
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Mitty. Oh fie, to receive Favours, return Falſhoods, 


and hold a Lady in hand 
Clown. Will you believe me, Sir? if ever I recciv'd 
Diamonds, or Scarf, or ſent any Letter to her, would 
this Sword might ne'er go through me. 
_— Some bad Meſſengers have gone between you 
then. 
Neice. Take him from my fight, if I ſhall fee to 


morrow. 


Witty. Pray you forbear the place, this Diſcontent 


may impair her Health much. 
Clown. Foot, if a Man had been in any Fault, 'twould 
ner a griev'd him: Sir, if you'll believe. 55 
Witty. Nay, nay, proteſt no more, I do believe you, 
But you ſee how the Lady is wrong'd by t; 
She has caft away her ſelf, it is ro be fear'd, 


| Againſt her Uncle's Will, nay, and Conſent, 


But out of a mere negle&, and | ſpight to her ſelf, 
Married ſuddenly without any advice. 

Clown. Why, who can help it? if ſhe be caſt away, ſhe 
may thank her ſelf, ſhe might have gone farther apd 
far'd worſe; I could do no more than I could do: twas 
her own pleaſure to command me, that I ſhould not 
come 'till I was ſent for, 1 had been with her every 
minute of an hour elſe. 

Witty. Truly I believe you. * 

Clown. Night and Day ſhe might have commanded 
me, and that ſhe knew well enough; | ſaid as much to 
her between her and 1 z yet | proteſt, ſhe's as honeſt 
a Lady for my part, that I'd ſay, if ſhe would ſee me 


gz. hang 'd s 
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hang'd: If ſhe be caſt away, I cannot help it, ſhe 


might have ſtay'd to have ſpoke with a Man. 


Witty. Well, 'twas a hard Miſs on both Parts, 
Clown. So *twas, I was within one of her, for all this 


croſs Luck, I was ſure I was between the Knight and 


home, 
Neice. Not gone yet? Oh my Heart! none regard 


uu Health? 


Witty. Good Sir, forbear her ſight awhile, you hear 


how ill ſhe brooks it. 

Clown. Fooliſh Woman, to overthrow her Fortunes 
ſo; I ſhall think the worſe of a Lady's Wit, while | 
live for'r I could almoſt cry for Anger, it ſhe thould 
miſcarry now, 'twould touch my Conſcience a little; and 
who knows what Love and Conceit -may do? What 
would People ſay, as i go along? There goes he that 
the Lady dy'd for Love on, I am ſure to hear on't 'th' 
Streets, I ſhall weep before hand; fooliſh Woman, [ 
do grieve more for r::ce now, than I did love thee be- 
fore; well, go they ways, wouldſt thou ſpare thy Huſ- 
band's Head, and break thine own Heart ? If thou had(t 
any Wit, I would ſome other had been the Caule of 
thy undoing, I ſhall be twitted i' ch“ Teeeth with it, 
I'm ſure of that, fooliſh Lady. | [ Exit, 

Neice. So, ſo, this Trouble's well ſhook off. Uncle, 
how d'ye ? there's a Dowry due, Sir. 

Cun. We have agreed it, Sweeteſt, 

And find your Uncle fully recover'd, kind to both of us, 

Witty. To all the reſt, I hope. 

Old K. Never to thee, nor thee, eaſie Couſin Credwlous, 
Was your Wit ſo raw? 

Ged. Faith, yours Sir, ſo long'd ſeaſon'd, 

Has been faulty too, and very much to blame, 
Speaking it with Reverence, Uncle. | 

Sir Greg. Yes faith, Sir, you have paid as dear for 

our time, as any Man here. 

Witty. Ay, Sir, and I'll reckon it to him.Imprimis, The 
firſt Preface cheat of a Pair of Pieces to the Beggars, you 


remember that I was the Example to your _ 
here, 


\ 
F 
1 


Wit at ſeveral Weapons. 3449 


there, I ſpake Greek and Syriack, Sir z you underſtand 
me now. Next, the Robbery put upon your indulgent 
Couſin, which indeed was no Robbery, no Conſtable, 
no Juſtice, no Thief, but all Cheaters z there was a hun- 
dred Mark, mark you that: Laſtly, this memorable 
hundred Pounds worth of Muſick, this was both. Cheats 
and Wit too; and for the aſſiſtance of this Gentleman 
to my Couſin (for which I am to have a Fee) that v. 
alittle practice of my Wit too, Father: Will you come 
to Compoſition yet, Father ? 

Cun. Yes faith, Sir, do, two hundred a Year will be 
eaſier than ſo much Weekly, I do not think he's barren 
if he ſhould be put tot again. 

Old x. Why this was the Day I look'd for, thouſhalt 

have't, 
And the next Cheat makes it up three hundred; 
Live thou upon thy ten Pound Vicarige, 
Thou get'ſt not a Penny more, here's thy full 
Hire now. 5 
Cred, I thank you, Sir. | 
Witty. Why there was the ſum of all my Wit, Fa- 
ther, EET 
To ſhuve him out of your Favour, which I fear'd 
Would have difinherited me. | 
Old K. Moſt certain it had, | | 
Had not thy Wit recover'd it. Is there any here 
That had a hand with thee ? 

Witty. Yes, all theſe, Sir. 

Od K. Nephew, part a hundred Pound amongſt em, 
Ill repay it; Wealth, love me as | love Wit; 
When 1 die, 3 . 

Ill build an Alms-houſe for decay d Wits. 

Sir Greg. l' entertain one in my life-time 3 Scholar, 
you ſhall be my Chaplain, I have the Gift of twenty 
Benefices, ſimple as I am here. 

Priſ: Thanks my great Patron. 

Cum. Sir, your Gentry and your Name ſhall both be 
ras'd as high as my Fortunes can reach 'em, for your 
Friends ſake. 


Witty. 
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Witty. Something will be in my preſent Power, the 
future more, | 
You ſhall ſhare with me. 
Ruin and Wife. Thanks, worthy Gentlemen. 
eic. Sir, I would beg one thing of you? 
Greg. You can beg nothing of me. 
Witty. Oh Sir, if ſhe begs, there's your Power over 
her. | 
di Greg. She has 


begg d me for a Fool already, but, 
tis no matter. 


1 have begg' d her for a Lady, that ſhe might have been, 
That's one for another. 
Witty. Nay, but if ſhe beg 
Ser Greg. Let her beg again then. 

Neice. That your Man Pompey's Coat may come over 
his Ears back again, I would not he ſhould be loſt for 
my ſake. 405 | 

"Si Greg. Well, tis granted, for mine own ſake. 
Mir. I'll intreat it, Sir. ö 
Sir Greg. Why then tis granted for your fake. 
Old K. Come, come, down with all Weapons noi, 
'tis Muſick time, 
So it be purchas'd at an eaſie Rate; 
Some have receiv'd the knocks, ſome givinthe hits, 
And all concludes in Love, there's happy Wits.| Exemt:. 


E PILOGUE 
AT THE 
Reviving of this PLAY. 


E need not tell you, Gallants, that this 
| Night 
The Wits have jumpt, or that the Scenes hit 
Right : | 

Tuould be but Labour loft for to excuſe 
What Fletcher had to do in; his brisk Muſe 
Was ſo Mercurial, that if he but writ 
An Act, or two, the whole Play roſe up Wit. 
We'll not Appeal unto thoſe Gentlemen, 
Judge by their Cloaths, if they fit right,nor when 
The Ladies ſmile, and with their Fans delight 
To whisk a Clinch aſide, then all goes right, 
Twas well receiv'd before, and we dare ſay, 
Tou now are welcome to no vulgar Play. 


The End of the Sixth Volume. 
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